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	 	 Garden	Meditation		
	
Let	us	give	thanks	for	a	bounty	of	people.	
																																									
For	children	who	are	our	second	planting,	and	though	they		
grow	like	weeds	and	the	wind	too	soon	blows	them	away,		
may	they	forgive	us	our	cultivation	and	fondly	remember		
where	their	roots	are.	
																																									
Let	us	give	thanks;	
																																									
For	generous	friends,	with	hearts	as	big	as	hubbards	and	smiles		
as	bright	as	their	blossoms;	
																																									
For	feisty	friends,	as	tart	as	apples;	
																																									
For	continuous	friends,	who,	like	scallions	and	cucumbers,		
keep	reminding	us	that	we've	had	them;	
																																									
For	crotchety	friends,	sour	as	rhubarb	and	as	indestructible;	
																																									
For	handsome	friends,	who	are	as	gorgeous	as	eggplants	and		
as	elegant	as	a	row	of	corn,	and	the	others,	as	plain	as		
potatoes	and	so	good	for	you;	
																																									
For	funny	friends,	who	are	as	silly	as	Brussels	sprouts	and		
as	amusing	as	Jerusalem	artichokes;	
																																									
And	serious	friends	as	unpretentious	as	cabbages,	as	subtle		
as	summer	squash,	as	persistent	as	parsley,	as	delightful	as		
dill,	as	endless	as	zucchini	and	who,	like	parsnips,	can	be		
counted	on	to	see	you	through	the	winter;	
																																									
For	old	friends,	nodding	like	sunflowers	in	the	evening-time,		
and	young	friends	coming	on	as	fast	as	radishes;	
																																									
For	loving	friends,	who	wind	around	us	like	tendrils	and	hold	us,		
despite	our	blights,	wilts	and	witherings;	
																																									
And	finally,	for	those	friends	now	gone,	like	gardens	past		
that	have	been	harvested,	but	who	fed	us	in	their	times	that		
we	might	have	life	thereafter.	
																																									
For	all	these	we	give	thanks.	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	
	 	 by	Rev.	Max	Coots	 	
 
 



 2 

At times our own light goes out and is rekindled by a spark from another person. Each of 
us has cause to think with deep gratitude of those who have lighted the flame within us. 
          ~ Albert Schweitzer 
 
 
What We Need Is Here  
 
Geese appear high over us, 
pass, and the sky closes. Abandon, 
as in love or sleep, holds 
them to their way, clear 
in the ancient faith: what we need 
is here. And we pray, not 
for new earth or heaven, but to be 
quiet in heart, and in eye, 
clear. What we need is here. 
 

- Wendell Berry 
 
 
 

who are you, little i  
 
who are you, little i 
 
(five or six years old) 
peering from some high 
 
window; at the gold 
 
 
of november sunset 
 
(and feeling: that if day 
has to become night 
 
this is a beautiful way) 
 
 –by e. e. cummings  
 
 
``````````````````````````````````````````````` 
 
How could I have come so far? 
(And always on such dark trails?) 
I must have traveled by the light 
Shining from the faces of all those I have loved. 
 
 --Thomas McGrath  
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When you rise in the morning, give thanks for the light, for your life, for your strength. 
Give thanks for your food and for the joy of living. If you see no reason to give thanks, the 
fault lies in yourself. – Tecumseh 
 
	
November	Night 
	
Listen.	.		
With	faint	dry	sound,		
Like	steps	of	passing	ghosts,		
The	leaves,	frost-crisp'd,	break	from	the	trees		
And	fall.	
	
	 by	Adelaide	Crapsey	
	
	
``````````````````````````````````````````````````````````	
Today,	like	every	other	day,	
we	wake	up	early	and	frightened.	
Don't	open	the	door	to	the	study	and	begin	reading.	
Take	down	a	musical	instrument.	
Let	the	beauty	we	love	be	what	we	do.	
There	are	hundreds	of	ways	to	kneel	and	kiss	the	ground.	
	 	
	 	 	 	 	 	 –Rumi 	

 
 
The Fragile Season 
 
The scent of summer thins, 
The air grows cold. 
 
One walks alone 
And chafes one's hands. 
 
The fainter aspens  
Thin to air. 
     The dawn 
Is frost on roads. 
 
This ending of the year 
Is like the lacy ending 
  of a last year's leaf 
Turned up in silence.  
 
Air gives way to cold. 
 
          by Yvor Winters 
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We pray for the big things and forget to give thanks for the ordinary, small (and yet really 
not small) gifts. – Dietrich Bonhoeffer 
   ````````````````````````````````` 
 
 
Mennonite blessing  
 
Thank you for the wind and rain 
and sun and pleasant weather, 
thank you for this our food 
and that we are together. –  
	
 

 
 
A PRAYER FOR THE WORLD  

 
Let the rain come and wash away  
the ancient grudges, the bitter hatreds  
held and nurtured over generations.  
Let the rain wash away the memory  
of the hurt, the neglect.  
Then let the sun come out and  
fill the sky with rainbows.  
Let the warmth of the Sun heal us  
wherever we are broken.  
Let it burn away the fog so that  
we can see beyond labels,  
beyond accents, gender, or skin color.  
Let the warmth and brightness  
of the Sun melt our selfishness.  
So that we can share the joys and  
feel the sorrows of our neighbors.  
And let the light of the Sun  
be so strong that we will see all  
people as our neighbors.  
Let the Earth, nourished by rain,  
bring forth flowers  
to surround us with beauty.  
And let the mountains teach our hearts  
to reach upward to heaven.  
 

—Rabbi Harold S. Kushner  
 

 
“Piglet noticed that even though he had a Very Small Heart, it could hold a rather large 
amount of Gratitude.” ― A.A. Milne, Winnie-the-Pooh 
 


