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It is the work of the living

to grieve the dead.

It is our work to wake each day,

to live into the world that is.

It is our work to weep,

and it is our work to be healed.
Some part of us knows

not only the absence of our beloveds,
but also their presence,

how they continue to teach us,

how they invite us to grow.

It is our work to be softened by loss,
to be undone, destroyed, remade.
Wounded, we recoil,

and it is our work to notice how,

like crushed and trampled grass,

we spring back.

It is our work to meet death again
and again and again,

and though it aches to be open,

it is our work to be opened,

to live into the opening

until we know ourselves

as blossoms nourished from within
by the radiance of the ones

who are no longer physically here.
They have given us their love light to carry.

It is our work to be in service to that light.



