Card sent to Jen by Dad in January ’05.

Twilight: After Haying
Jane Kenyon
Yes, long shadows go out
from the bales; and yes, the soul
must part from the body:
what else could it do?
The men sprawl near the baler,
too tired to leave the field.
They talk and smoke,
and the tips of their cigarettes
blaze like small roses
in the night air. (It arrived
and settled among them
before they were aware.)
The moon comes
to count the bales,
and the dispossessed—
Whip-poor-will, Whip-poor-will
--sings from the dusty stubble.
These things happen . . the soul’s bliss
and suffering are bound together
like the grasses . . .
The last sweet exhalations
of timothy and vetch
go out with the song of the bird,
the ravaged field
grows wet with dew.
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From Dad, on Brigitta Prentiss’ death, December 15, 2000:

“I found a poem this morning by a 13th century Sufi mystic -- in the introduction to
the Dhammapada -- you have a copy. He addresses the issues poetically, and makes
the case for pursuing God. It is the best thing I can find at the moment to help you to
understand that while this is a very sad time for all of us, including Brigitta, it is not
a time to fear. We fear the unknown, by nature, but we should also be fully conscious
of the fact that we are physically and spiritually part of the Eternal, Creation, God.
The beauty of Creation is all the evidence of God's love that we need.
Until you embrace that realization, you may live more or less in fear of death.”

Do not stand at my grave and weep,
I am not there, I do not sleep.
I am a thousand winds that blow.
I am the diamond glint on snow.
I am the sunlight on ripened grain.
I am the gentle autumn rain.
When you wake in the morning hush,
I am the swift, uplifting rush
Of quiet birds in circling flight.
I am the soft starlight at night.
Do not stand at my grave and weep.
I am not there, I do not sleep.
(Do not stand at my grave and cry.
I am not there, I did not die!)
Mary Frye

... why oh travelers are you asleep...With each moment a soul and a spirit is
setting off into the Void.
From these stars like inverted candles, from these blue awnings of the sky
There has come fourth a wondrous people, that the mysteries may be reveled.
A heavy slumber fell upon thee from the circling spheres:
Alas for this life so light, beware of this slumber so heavy!
O soul, seek the Beloved, o friend, seek the Friend,
O watchman, be wakeful; it behooves not a watchman to sleep.
On every side is clamour and tumult, in every street are torches and candles,
For tonight the teeming world gives birth to the world everlasting.
Thou wert dust and art a spirit, thou wert ignorant and art wise.
--13th century Sufi mystic

John G. Prentiss
Darrow class of ‘62

Prayer of St. Francis
Lord, make me an instrument of your
peace; where there is hatred, let me sow
love, where there is injury, pardon; where
there is doubt, faith; where there is
despair, hope; where there is darkness
light; and where there is sadness, joy.
O Divine Master, grant that I may not so
much seek to be consoled as to console;
to be understood as to understand, to be
loved, as to love; for it is in giving that we
receive, it is in pardoning that we are
pardoned, and it is in dying that we are
born to eternal life.
—St. Francis of Assisi

As long as we’ve known him, John was never afraid
to take risks—sometimes, not as afraid as he should
have been—and while many times he soared, he also
crashed on more than a few occasions. He always
seemed to pick himself up, dust himself off, and leap
again into the unknown. I might have thought he was
infinitely resilient; but no one is. I was astonished by
his frequent sense that his life was a failure, and yet
felt powerless to contradict him. My gentle efforts to
reassure him simply bounced off. The depths of his
pain, which I glimpsed now and then, were scary, but
he’d always seemed to claw his way back up out of
the black hole. I am so sorry that he couldn’t do it
this time. I will miss him terribly. Our class has lost
a big part of its heart.
- Ned Groth, high school classmate.
(For a full biography of John written by Ned, see www.darrow62.com.)

The Peace of Wild Things
Wendell Berry
When despair for the world grows in me
and I wake in the night at the least sound
in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,
I go and lie down where the wood drake
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.
I come into the peace of wild things
who do not tax their lives with forethought
of grief. I come into the presence of still water.
and I feel above me the day-blind stars
waiting with their light. For a time
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.

