The Season
I stand before you to ask you to consider the season.


The season of fall, with leaves of Osage orange, or riotous red?


The season of the harvest moon, or the tawny gold of oak trees?

The season of autumn’s noontime temperatures that mimic summer?

No.  They’re gone.  This is the season of…the flu.

On my father’s side, generations ago,

His family lost a brother and sister to death by influenza.

Today, I’ve already had one of the 146 million vaccine doses 
that will be given

against, not one, not two, but three different strains of flu virus.
I stand before you, as one, in awe and admiration,

of scientists, researchers, doctors, nurses, technicians, aides, 
community associations and health departments,

of these people whom we tend to simply call “they.”

I stand in gratitude, in this ascending age of medicine,

In thanks to those who fight against the terrible democracy of illness.

I feel the ache of everything good unsaid about them,

Those who help give us all, again and again, the imperative to live.

I paraphrase what the poet William Butler Yeats

said of others--but applies to those I honor, those “angels of reliance”---

“with them, through them, we have made greatness our companion.”
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