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Poetry for Prayer: e.e. cummings 

 

[1] 

 

i thank You God for most this amazing 

day:for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 

and a blue true dream of sky;and for everything 

which is natural which is infinite which is yes 

(i who have died am alive again today, 

and this is the sun's birthday;this is the birth 

day of life and love and wings:and of the gay 

great happening illimitably earth) 

how should tasting touching hearing seeing 

breathing any—lifted from the no 

of all nothing—human merely being 

doubt unimaginable You? 

(now the ears of my ears awake and 

now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 

 

Listen to cummings read this: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=axH9A28CTjw 

 

                

 

 

[2] 

 

i carry your heart with me(i carry it in 

my heart)i am never without it(anywhere 

i go you go,my dear;and whatever is done 

by only me is your doing,my darling) 

                                                                   i fear  

no fate(for you are my fate, my sweet)i want 

no world(for beautiful you are my world,my true) 

and it’s you are whatever a moon has always meant 

and whatever a sun will always sing is you 

here is the deepest secret nobody knows 

(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud 

and the sky of the sky of a tree called life;which grows 

higher than soul can hope or mind can hide) 

and this is the wonder that’s keeping the stars apart 

i carry your heart(i carry it in my heart) 

 

 

 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=axH9A28CTjw
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[3] 

 

silently if,out of not knowable 

night’s utmost nothing,wanders a little guess 

(only which is this world)more of my life does 

not leap than with the mystery your smile 

sings or if(spiraling as luminous 

they climb oblivion)voices who are dreams, 

less into heaven certainly earth swims 

than each my deeper death becomes your kiss 

losing through you what seemed myself,i find 

selves unimaginably mine;beyond 

sorrow’s own joys and hoping’s very fears 

yours is the light by which my spirit’s born: 

yours is the darkness of my soul’s return 

–you are my sun, my moon, and all my stars 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[4] 
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