
A Note Left On The Door 
 
There are these: the blue 
skirts of the ocean walking in now, almost 
to the edge of town, 
and a thousand birds, in their incredible wings, 
which they think nothing of, crying out 
 
that the day is long, the fish are plentiful. 
 
And friends, being as kind as friends can be, 
striving to lift the darkness. 
 
Forgive me, Lord of honeysuckle, of trees, 
of notebooks, of typewriters, of music, 
that there are also these: 
 
The lover the singer, the poet 
Asleep in the shadows. 

(Mary Oliver. Thirst, p.20) 

 

Musical Notation: 2 
 
Everything is His. 
The door, the door jamb. 
The wood stacked near the door. 
The leaves blown upon the path 

that leads to the door. 
The trees that are dropping their leaves 

The wind that is tripping them this way and that way, 
the clouds that are high above them, 
the stars that are sleeping now beyond the clouds 
 
And, simply said, all the rest. 
 
When I open the door I am so sure so sure 

all this will be there, and it is. 
I look around. 
I fill my arms with the firewood. 
I turn and enter His house, and close His door. 
 
(Mary Oliver. Thirst, p.38) 


