
The Desert is My Mother 

 Pat Mora 

  

I say feed me. 

She serves red prickly pear on a spiked cactus. 

I say tease me. 

She sprinkles raindrops on my face on a sunny day. 

I say frighten me. 

She shouts thunder, flashes lightning. 

  

I say hold me. 

She whispers, “Lie in my arms.” 

I say heal me. 

She gives me chamomile, oregano, and peppermint. 

  

I say caress me. 

She strokes my skin with her warm breath. 

  

I say make me beautiful. 

She offers turquoise for my fingers, 

a pink blossom for my hair. 

I say sing to me. 

She chants her windy songs. 

I say teach me. 

She blossoms in the sun’s glare, 

the snow’s silence. 

     the driest sand. 

The desert is my mother. 

El desierto es mi madre. 

  

The desert is my strong mother. 

  

  



 

 

 

 



Life – by Naomi Long Madgett 

 

Life is but a toy that swings on a bright gold chain 

Ticking for a little while 

To amuse a fascinated infant, 

Until the keeper, a very old man,  

Becomes tired of the game 

And lets the watch run down. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Miracles 
Walt Whitman, 1819 - 1892 

Why, who makes much of a miracle? 

As to me I know of nothing else but miracles,  

Whether I walk the streets of Manhattan,  

Or dart my sight over the roofs of houses toward the sky,  

Or wade with naked feet along the beach just in the edge of 

   the water,  

Or stand under trees in the woods,  

Or talk by day with any one I love, or sleep in the bed at night 

   with any one I love,  

Or sit at table at dinner with the rest,  

Or look at strangers opposite me riding in the car,  

Or watch honey-bees busy around the hive of a summer 

   forenoon,  

Or animals feeding in the fields,  

Or birds, or the wonderfulness of insects in the air,  

Or the wonderfulness of the sundown, or of stars shining so 

   quiet and bright,  

Or the exquisite delicate thin curve of the new moon in spring;  



These with the rest, one and all, are to me miracles,  

The whole referring, yet each distinct and in its place. 

 

To me every hour of the light and dark is a miracle, 

Every cubic inch of space is a miracle, 

Every square yard of the surface of the earth is spread with 

   the same, 

Every foot of the interior swarms with the same. 

 

To me the sea is a continual miracle, 

The fishes that swim—the rocks—the motion of the waves— 

   the ships with men in them, 

What stranger miracles are there? 

 


