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Do you know how great you are? You stand your ground every time I scream. I walk 
heavy…you lift me up in laughter. When laws and rules say: No, we can’t do that to help that 
one, you crush that No under your heel and by will of force give No no choice but to turn into 
a Yes. You change laws and rules by the power of your devotion. You change this world. For 
caring is revolution’s greatest sword and you wield that gleaming power. You are the sixty 
strokes of endurance that help pass my fateful hour. 
 
When I fear sunset, you lift the disbelieving sun for just a while longer. When I falter, you 
alter my course with kind correction and firm resolve. When I thirst, you pour more water. 
In my darkness, here comes your candlelight. You teach me by the way you touch me how to 
kindly touch our humankind.  
 
I carry a porous bag leaking my relationships. You walk behind with your brave basin 
catching all the drops. I have never heard you slur my mom or curse my pops. I have never 
sensed you insinuate that I come from bad people, or that good people will save my life. Your 
lesson is always about the goodness inside what looks like badness, and that I, like the earth, 
and being of the earth, carry all that I need to heal myself, reveal myself, kneel myself down 
before my Greatness and let life’s cleansing breath carry all my woundedness away. 
 
On this day, Dear Caring One, I hope my words infiltrate your fatigue. That my words live 
inside you, a Love virus you can never eradicate. This world and its values cannot measure 
you. Only the lives you touch can do that. Cruelness and coldness can never create new life. 
Only your Light can do that. The Peace you so deserve is pronounced compassion. This Peace 
sits waiting in old oak barrels only your Love can tap. 
 
Dear Caring One, lift my words to your lips and drink this truth into your heart: You are the 
Greatest Gift this young life has ever known. If I am royalty, your service is my throne. 
 
In Gratitude Forever, 
A child for now . . . one day the full grown life your Loving honed.  
 
 
This salute is in celebration and honor of your sacred service to children and youth, 
especially our devalued ones. For all whose hearts are awake and open. Bless, bless, bless your 
caring soul. 
 
Copyright © 2011 Jaiya John 
JAIYAJOHN.COM 
*Draft (an audio recording of Jaiya reciting this piece is available at our website). 
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