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The Peaceable Kindom  
by Fritz Eichenberg 
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Every Morning 
By Mary Oliver 
 
I read the papers, 
I unfold them and examine them in the sunlight. 
The way the red mortars, in photographs, 
arc down into the neighborhoods 
like stars, the way death 
combs everything into a gray rubble before 
the camera moves on. What 
dark part of my soul 
shivers: you don’t want to know more 
about this. And then: you don’t know anything 
unless you do. How the sleepers 
wake and run to the cellars, 
how the children scream, their tongues 
trying to swim away– 
how the morning itself appears 
like a slow white rose 
while the figures climb over the bubbled thresh-
olds, 
move among the smashed cars, the streets 
where the clanging ambulances won’t 
stop all day–death and death, messy death– 
death as history, death as a habit– 
how sometimes the camera pauses while a family 
counts itself, and all of them are alive, 
their mouths dry caves of wordlessness 
in the smudged moons of their faces, 
a craziness we have so far no name for– 
all this I read in the papers, 
in the sunlight, 
I read with my cold, sharp eyes. 

Six 
by Jacqueline Jones LaMon 
The Childrenȭs March, 1963 
The water pressure from a fire hose  
can stop a moving bullet, can ransack  
a door wedged shut, and extinguish  
any embers, including those we cannot  
see. Bull saw us all as threat—the lot  
of us, the endless stream that poured  
out of our church and onto the street.  
We sang and we held hands. We held  
onto our purpose—to be true to our God,  
true to our native land, to Birmingham,  
like the thirsty sponges we were. We  
sang a song weΩd practiced and knew  
by heart. We were not letting anyone turn  
us around, turn us around, turn us around.   
I was six and needed something more  
than what I thought I knew, a freedom  
song, a choice of where to play,  
of who could teach me lessons, the very  
content of my dreams of what I wanted  
to be when I grew up, if I grew up,  
when I grew up and took my very next  
breath. But letΩs get back to that bullet,  
stopped by an unequal force, confronted  
by mere droplets corralled into sinister  
duty. I heard those dogs before I saw them  
—growls, snarls—trained to see nothing  
of my size, my gentleness. I knew the water  
in the air just before it launched me airborne,  
ramming me into disbelief, then tree trunk,  
then a crowded mass of childrenΩs hips and legs.  
I was six and my song ordained that I be seen  
as change, or silenced, arrested and contained.  
I had lost my shoes and my blue hair ribbons.  
I was wearing a muddy crinoline and learned  
the coolness of both iron bars and the beady  
eyes of hatred, a jailorΩs sputum gelling  
on the side of my face that I refused to touch. 

The Peaceable Kindom  
by Fritz Eichenberg 

Reconciliation 
By Walt Whitman 
Word over all, beautiful as the sky, 
Beautiful that war and all its deeds of 
carnage must in time 
    be utterly lost, 
That the hands of the sisters Death and 
Night incessantly 
    softly wash again, and ever again, this 
soil'd world; 
For my enemy is dead, a man divine as 
myself is dead, 
I look where he lies white-faced and still 
in the coffinðI 
    draw near, 
Bend down and touch lightly with my lips 
the white face in 
    the coffin. 

Thirst  
by Mary Oliver 
 
Another morning and I wake with thirst 
for the goodness I do not have. I walk 
out to the pond and all the way God has 
given us such beautiful lessons. Oh Lord, 
I was never a quick scholar but sulked 
and hunched over my books past the hour 
and the bell; grant me, in your mercy, 
a little more time. Love for the earth 
and love for you are having such a long 
conversation in my heart. Who knows what 
will finally happen or where I will be sent, 
yet already I have given a great many things 
away, expecting to be told to pack nothing, 
except the prayers which, with this thirst, 
I am slowly learning. 

Even in our sleep, / pain which cannot forget / falls 

drop by drop upon the heart / until, in our own 

despair, against our will, / comes wisdom through the 

awful grace of God. Aeschylus  

(ÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁË ÔÈÅ ÕÎȤ

ÙÉÅÌÄÉÎÇ ÃÒÕÓÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÙ 

ÈÅÁÒÔ ÔÈÁÔ ËÅÅÐÓ ÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ 

ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÏÍÐÁÓÓÉÏÎÁÔÅ ÁÎÄ 

ÆÏÒÇÉÖÉÎÇȢ Ken Grabner, CSC  

La lluvia lenta 
by Gabriela Mistral 
  
Esta agua medrosa y triste, 
como un ni¶o que padece, 
antes de tocar la tierra 
desfallece. 
  
Quieto el §rbol, quieto el viento, 
áy en el silencio estupendo, 
este fino llanto amargo 
cayendo! 
  
El cielo es como un inmenso 
coraz·n que se abre, amargo. 
No llueve: es un sangrar lento 
y largo. 
  
Dentro del hogar, los hombres 
no sienten esta amargura, 
este env²o de agua triste 
de la altura. 
  
Este largo y fatigante 
descender de aguas vencidas, 
hacia la Tierra yacente 
y transida. 
  
Llueveé, y como un chacal tr§gico 
la noche acecha en la sierra. 
àQu® va a surgir, en la sombra, 
de la Tierra? 
  
àDormir®is, mientras afuera 
cae, sufriendo, esta agua inerte, 
esta agua letal, hermana 
de la Muerte? 

Help me to break the unyielding crust around 

my heart that keeps me from being compas-

sionate and forgiving. Ken Grabner, CSC  

ZĆıÙ íĚ ġëÙ çíæġ Ćæ GĆÓĚ˫ ÿÙĖÎĴ ġĆ ëĥÿÀĀ ĚĆĖĖĆĲˋ ĀĆġ ġëÙ
ĖÙĲÀĖÓ Ćæ ëĥÿÀĀ ĚÙúæ-ĚĥææíÎíÙĀÎĴː ¢ëĆÿÀĚ _ÙĖġĆĀ 

ZĆıÙ íĚ ġëÙ
çíæġ Ćæ GĆÓĚ˫
ÿÙĖÎĴ ġĆ
ëĥÿÀĀ ĚĆĖˡ
ĖĆĲˋ ĀĆġ ġëÙ
ĖÙĲÀĖÓ Ćæ
ëĥÿÀĀ ĚÙúæ-
ĚĥææíÎíÙĀÎĴː
¢ëĆÿÀĚ
_ÙĖġĆĀ 

Blessed are they that 

mourn. Can this be 

true? Thomas Merton 
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