Wil& (jeese

a poem 139 Mar9 Oliver!

You do not have to be gooc{.

You do not have to walk on your knees

for a hundred miles through the desert, repenting.
You on!g have to let the soft animal oFgour bodg
love what it loves.

Te” me about despair, yours, and | will tell you about mine.
Mcanwhi]e the world goes on.

Mcanwhi]e the sun and the clear Pebblcs of the rain
are moving across the lanc{scapes,

over the Prairies and the c{eep trees,

the mountains, and the rivers.

Mcanwhi]e the wild geese, high in the clean blue air,
are hea&ing home again.

\/\/hoever you are, no matter how 1onelg,

the world offers itself to your imagination,

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting —
over and over announcing your Placc

in the Family of things

! Oliver, M. (1986). [Dream work. New York: Atlantic MontHH Press, p- 14



