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Welcome to a catalog of joy  — a collection

of poems, music, videos, books, and more that may

help you find joy in your everyday life.   

Enjoy



“Welcome Morning"

There is joy

in all:

in the hair I brush each morning,

in the Cannon towel, newly washed,

that I rub my body with each morning,

in the chapel of eggs I cook

each morning,

in the outcry from the kettle

that heats my coffee

each morning,

in the spoon and the chair

that cry "hello there, Anne"

each morning,

in the godhead of the table

that I set my silver, plate, cup upon

each morning.

All this is God,

right here in my pea-green house

each morning

and I mean,

though often forget,

to give thanks,

to faint down by the kitchen table

in a prayer of rejoicing

as the holy birds at the kitchen window

peck into their marriage of seeds.

So while I think of it,

let me paint a thank-you on my palm

for this God, this laughter of the morning,

lest it go unspoken.

The Joy that isn't shared, I've heard,

dies young.”

― Anne Sexton



~ Books on Joy ~

Book of Delights

by Ross Gay

One Thousand Gifts

by Ann Voskamp

Book of Joy

by Desmond Tutu

Catalog of Unabashed

Gratitude

by Ross Gay

Word in the Wilderness

by Malcolm Guite SL

Sheer Joy

by Matthew Fox

How to Love the World

Poems of Gratitude and

Hope

https://hclib.bibliocommons.com/v2/record/S109C5865950
https://hclib.bibliocommons.com/v2/record/S109C4519004
https://hclib.bibliocommons.com/v2/record/S109C5445297
https://hclib.bibliocommons.com/v2/record/S109C5328552
https://hclib.bibliocommons.com/v2/record/S109C5328552
https://bookshop.org/books/word-in-the-wilderness-a-poem-a-day-for-lent-and-easter/9781848256781
https://hclib.bibliocommons.com/v2/record/S109C195420
https://hclib.bibliocommons.com/v2/record/S109C6185105


“Abundance"

In memory of Mary Oliver

It’s impossible to be lonely

when you’re zesting an orange.

Scrape the soft rind once

and the whole room

fills with fruit.

Look around: you have

more than enough.

Always have.

You just didn’t notice

until now.

- Amy Schmidt



~ Short Readings on Joy~

Zadie Smith’s Joy

Read piece

A framework for healing: a collaboration between Caringbridge.org and University of MN

Center for Spirituality and Healing

Read article

University of Minnesota Center for Spirituality and Healing Mandala Magazine Summer

2021

Read article

Gratitude practice and Meditation practice

Academic Paper Outcomes of a Gratitude Practice in an Online Community of Caring, by

Mary Jo Kreitzer, PhD, RN, FAAN

Read publication

https://www.yumpu.com/en/document/read/50261506/joy-by-zadie-smith-the-new-york-review-of-books
https://www.caringbridge.org/resources/healing-framework/
https://www.csh.umn.edu/sites/csh.umn.edu/files/mandala_summer2021.pdf
https://experts.umn.edu/en/publications/outcomes-of-a-gratitude-practice-in-an-online-community-of-caring


“A Brief for the Defense”

Sorrow everywhere. Slaughter everywhere. If babies

are not starving someplace, they are starving

somewhere else. With flies in their nostrils.

But we enjoy our lives because that’s what God wants.

Otherwise the mornings before summer dawn would not

be made so fine. The Bengal tiger would not

be fashioned so miraculously well. The poor women

at the fountain are laughing together between

the suffering they have known and the awfulness

in their future, smiling and laughing while somebody

in the village is very sick. There is laughter

every day in the terrible streets of Calcutta,

and the women laugh in the cages of Bombay.

If we deny our happiness, resist our satisfaction,

we lessen the importance of their deprivation.

We must risk delight. We can do without pleasure,

but not delight. Not enjoyment. We must have

the stubbornness to accept our gladness in the ruthless

furnace of this world. To make injustice the only

measure of our attention is to praise the Devil.

If the locomotive of the Lord runs us down,

we should give thanks that the end had magnitude.

We must admit there will be music despite everything.

We stand at the prow again of a small ship

anchored late at night in the tiny port

looking over to the sleeping island: the waterfront

is three shuttered cafés and one naked light burning.

To hear the faint sound of oars in the silence as a rowboat

comes slowly out and then goes back is truly worth

all the years of sorrow that are to come.

- Jack Gilbert



~ Dance for Joy ~

Listen to Playlist

https://open.spotify.com/playlist/2aIeVeQqpxFKW94zfntHlq?si=38f1a63d6dac4286&nd=1


“God’s Grandeur”

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.

It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;

It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil

Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?

Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;

And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;

And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil

Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;

There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;

And though the last lights off the black West went

Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs —

Because the Holy Ghost over the bent

World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.

- Gerard Manley Hopkins



~ Videos on Joy ~

Aretha Franklin Think!!! The Blues Brothers 1980

2020 Minnesota State High School All Hockey Hair Team presented by Great Clips

https://www.youtube.com/watch?app=desktop&v=xYtouKwkXLI
https://www.youtube.com/watch?app=desktop&v=xYtouKwkXLI
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VuDeBAYhKO0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VuDeBAYhKO0


“Don’t Hesitate”

If you suddenly and unexpectedly feel joy, don’t hesitate. Give in to it. There are plenty of

lives and whole towns destroyed or about to be. We are not wise, and not very often kind.

And much can never be redeemed. Still, life has some possibility left. Perhaps this is its way

of fighting back, that sometimes something happens better than all the riches or power in

the world. It could be anything, but very likely you notice it in the instant when love begins.

Anyway, that’s often the case. Anyway, whatever it is, don’t be afraid of its plenty. Joy is not

made to be a crumb.

- Mary Oliver



A Prayer

Lord

Isn’t your creation wasteful?

Fruits never equal

the seedlings’ abundance.

Springs scatter water.

The sun gives out

enormous light.

May your bounty teach me

greatness of heart.

May your magnificence

stop me being mean.

Seeing you a prodigal

and open-handed giver

let me give unstintingly

like a king’s son

like God’s own.

- Archbishop Helder Camara



Excerpt from “Book of Delights”

By Ross Gay

“Among the most beautiful things I’ve ever heard anyone say came from my student

Bethany, talking about her pedagogical aspirations or ethos, how she wanted to be as

a teacher, and what she wanted her classroom to be: “What if we joined our

wildernesses together?” Sit with that for a minute. That the body, the life, might

carry a wilderness, an unexplored territory, and that yours and mine might be

somewhere, somehow, meet. Might, even, join.

And what if the wilderness—perhaps the densest wilder in there—thickets, bogs,

swamps, uncrossable ravines and rivers (have I made the metaphor clear?)—is our

sorrow? Or, to use Smith’s term, the “intolerable.” It astonishes me sometimes—no,

often—how every person I get to know—everyone, regardless of everything, by which

I mean everything—lives with some profound personal sorrow. Brother addicted.

Mother murdered. Dad died in surgery. Rejected by their family. Cancer came back.

Evicted. Fetus not okay. Everyone, regardless, always, of everything. Not to mention

the existential sorrow we all might be afflicted with, which is that we, and what we

love, will soon be annihilated. Which sounds more dramatic than it might. Let me

just say dead. Is this, sorrow, of which our impending being no more might be the

foundation, the great wilderness?

Is sorrow the true wild?

And if it is—and if we join them—your wild to mine—what’s that?

For joining, too, is a kind of annihilation.

What if we joined our sorrows, I’m saying.

I’m saying: What if that is joy?”



Excerpt from “Sheer Joy”

By Matthew Fox

“Jesus took delight in God, for the originator of a process should be its master. Our

ultimate and principal good is to enjoy God. Eternal life consists in enjoying God.

Joy is a human being's noblest act, and this happens when we enjoy the sublime, not

when we achieve moral perfections or particular arrangements.”


