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How often I watched that bird flit from branch to branch,

Fly off to find, fly back to feed.

Who taught her how?  I never knew.

Before my time, she had already weathered storms so fierce

That I was born with faith.

When I was young, she danced with her mate

‘til I learned that inner strength grows when love is joined.

Remember this funny fowl:

One of a kind, she let others stand out;

Often afraid of risk, always ready to rescue;

Surely inspiring my love of paradox and search for meaning.

After all, she knew that suffering never has the last word.

Wounded sparrows, poisoned geese, spring chicks and ancient albatross 

All came ‘round to lean into her broad little healing wings

Until at last she slept, exhausted and content with the pain she lifted from others.

Now, one great long life completed,

She rests, above all, within us, 
Forever cheering our way to peace.
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