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The Most Important Thing 

by Julia Fehrenbacher 

 

I am making a home inside myself. A shelter 

of kindness where everything 

is forgiven, everything allowed—a quiet patch 

of sunlight to stretch out without hurry, 

where all that has been banished 

and buried is welcomed, spoken, listened to—released. 

 

A fiercely friendly place I can claim as my very own. 

 

I am throwing arms open 

to the whole of myself—especially the fearful, 

fault-finding, falling apart, unfinished parts, knowing 

every seed and weed, every drop 

of rain, has made the soil richer. 

 

I will light a candle, pour a hot cup of tea, gather 

around the warmth of my own blazing fire. I will howl 

if I want to, knowing this flame can burn through 

any perceived problem, any prescribed perfectionism, 

any lying limitation, every heavy thing. 

 

I am making a home inside myself 

where grace blooms in grand and glorious 

abundance, a shelter of kindness that grows 

all the truest things. 

 

I whisper hallelujah to the friendly 

sky. Watch now as I burst into blossom. 

 

You can read this poem on Grateful.org. 
Photo by Hjalte Gregersen on Unsplash 

 

 

 

https://grateful.org/resource/the-most-important-thing/
https://unsplash.com/photos/white-ceramic-mug-with-cappuccino-2R8F6E1I-uU


“The Dream” (Excerpt) 
 From: What the Living Do 

by Mari Howe 

 
 

 
 

 

 
Sometimes the island wavers and shimmers underfoot, 

but the bridge appears when you walk across it—that’s  

 

how it works, right?  There’s no end to this. 

 



 

 

 
  

Any Morning 
  

Just lying on the couch and being happy. 

Only humming a little, the quiet sound in the head. 

Trouble is busy elsewhere at the moment, it has 

so much to do in the world. 
  

People who might judge are mostly asleep; they can't 

monitor you all the time, and sometimes they forget. 

When dawn flows over the hedge you can 

get up and act busy. 
  

Little corners like this, pieces of Heaven 

left lying around, can be picked up and saved. 

People won’t even see that you have them, 

they are so light and easy to hide. 
  

Later in the day you can act like the others. 

You can shake your head. You can frown. 
  

~ William Stafford ~ 
  

  
(The Way It Is)



 

 

 
 
 

There Is a Place You Can Go 

(Sabbaths 1998, VII) 

 
 

There is a place you can go 

where you are quiet, 

a place of water and the light 

on the water. Trees are there, 

leaves, and the light 

on leaves moved by air. 

Birds, singing, move 

among leaves, in leaf shadow. 

After many years you have come 

to no thought of these, 

but they are themselves 

your thoughts. There seems to be 

little to say, less and less. 

Here they are. Here you are. 

Here as though gone. 

None of us stays, but in the hush 

where each leaf in the speech 

of leaves is a sufficient syllable 

the passing light finds out 

surpassing freedom of its way. 

 
 

~Wendell Berry~ 
Photo by Wei Fukuyama on Unsplash

https://unsplash.com/photos/a-close-up-of-some-plants-BD5_TYgWxWc


                                                              Rain 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

Woke up this morning with  

a terrific urge to lie in bed all day  

and read. Fought against it for a minute.  

 

Then looked out the window at the rain.  

And gave over. Put myself entirely  

in the keep of this rainy morning.  

 

Would I live my life over again?  

Make the same unforgivable mistakes?  

Yes, given half a chance. Yes. 
 
 
 
 
 
     - Raymond Carver 

 



A Love Letter 
 

Within a circle of one meter  
You sit, pray and sing. 

Within a shelter ten meters large 
You sleep well, rain sounds a lullaby. 

 
Within a field a hundred meters large 

Grow rice and raise goats. 
 

Within a valley a thousand meters large 
Gather firewood, water, wild vegetables and Amanitas. 

 
Within a forest ten kilometers large 

Play with raccoons, hawks, poison snakes and butterflies. 
 

Mountainous country Shinano 

A hundred kilometers large 
Where someone lives leisurely, they say. 

 
Within a circle ten thousand kilometers large 

Walking somewhere on the earth. 
 

Within a circle one hundred thousand kilometers large 
Swimming in the sea of shooting stars. 

 
Within a circle a million kilometers large 

Upon the spaced-out yellow mustard blossoms 
The moon in the east, the sun in the west. 

 
Within a circle ten billion kilometers large 

Pop far out of the solar system mandala. 

 
Within a circle ten thousand light years large 

The Galaxy full blooming in summer. 
 

Within a circle one billion light years large 
Andromeda is melting away into snowing cherry flowers.  

Now within a circle ten billion light years large 
All thoughts of time, space are burnt away. 

 
There again you sit, pray and sing. 

 
 

—Nanao Sakaki 
http://peacefullpresence.blogspot.com/2025/02/a-love-letter.html  
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