
SOME POEMS BY MARY OLIVER 

 

              

“Messenger” 

My work is loving the world. 

Here the sunflowers, there the hummingbird –  

   equal seekers of sweetness. 

Here the quickening yeast; there the blue plums. 

Here the clam deep in the speckled sand. 

 

Are my boots old?  Is my coat torn? 

Am I no longer young, and still not half-perfect? Let me 

   keep my mind on what matters, 

which is my work. 

 

which is mostly standing still and learning to be 

   astonished. 

The phoebe, the delphinium. 

The sheep in the pasture, and the pasture. 

Which is mostly rejoicing, since all the ingredients are here, 

 

which is gratitude, to be given a mind and a heart 

   and these body-clothes, 

a mouth with which to give shouts of joy 

   to the moth and the wren, to the sleepy dug-up clam, 

telling them all, over and over, how it is 

   that we live forever. 

 

 

“Praying” 

It doesn’t have to be 

the blue Iris, it could be  

weeds in a vacant lot, or a few 

small stones; just  

pay attention, then patch  

 

a few words together and don’t try 

to make them elaborate, this isn’t  

a contest but the doorway 

 

into thanks and a silence into which  

another voice may speak. 

 

 



“When I am among trees” 

When I am among the trees 

especially the willows and the honey locust, 

equally the beech, the oaks, and the pines, 

they give off such hints of gladness 

I would almost say that they save me, and daily. 

 

I am so distant from the hope of myself, 

in which I have goodness and discernment,  

and never hurry through the world  

   but walk slowly and bow often. 

 

Around me the trees stir in their leaves 

and call out, “Stay awhile.” 

The light flows from their branches. 

 

And they call again, “It’s simple,” they say, 

“and you too have come 

into the world to do this, to go easy, to be filled  

with light, and to shine.” 

 

 

“Song of the builders” 

On a summer morning 

I sat down  

on a hillside  

to think about God – 

 

a worthy pastime. 

Near me, I saw  

a single cricket;  

it was moving the grains of the hillside  

 

this way and that way.  

How great was its energy,  

how humble its effort. 

Let us hope 

 

it will always be like this, 

each of us going on  

in our inexplicable ways  

building the universe. 

 

 


