Why do I worry to survive

what may never arrive. i
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[ picture each danger;
[ plan every way,
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yet fear of tomorrow

steals peace from today.



I hold each outcome

as tight as [ can, ,
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as if life must follow
the shape of my plan
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The tighter I hold,

the less I can rest:
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| carry tomorrow
like stones in my chest.
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Who tells the birds

where to find their share?
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Who feeds their young

when no parent is there? %
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Who tells the flowers

when it’s time to grow? j
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Why do they open
as if they just know?
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What tells a caterpillar
it is meant to fly?
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When to enter the darkness,
then emerge a buttertly?
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Who shows a seed
the great tree it will be?



Why break through its shell
when it still cannot see?



Who tells the river
which turn is the way?
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Why does it trust just
one bend for today?



If nature can trust

what it cannot yet see,




why must [ control
what is waiting for me?
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[ give my heart to
the work I must do,
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and trust that the rest
will unfold as it’s due.



Faith never promises

freedom from pain;
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it gives me the strength
to stand in the rain. :



[ carry this moment
and let tomorrow be;




when [ stop carrying life,
life carries me.




