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PRAISE FOR The Language of the Birds



“Amy is well-practiced in perceiving the goodness and glory of God in the midst of the ordinary and the extraordinary, in suffering and beauty, scarcity and abundance. In this exquisite collection of poems, she opens for us a portal and invites us to come and behold our own belovedness in the heart of God. Reading her work is an opportunity for worship. I will savor these poems again and again.”


—SHARON GARLOUGH BROWN,


author of the Sensible Shoes series and Shades of Light series


“To hear the kind of music offered by nature’s choristers, amid an infinite world of competing voices, a listener needs a focus of intention and attention. This is the task of every poet, and this is Amy Nemecek’s calling and vocation. In this brilliant transcription of responsive poems we are reminded of the generous beauty offered us by our Creator, if we would only look and listen, if we would join in offering praise. Read these lovely verses and give thanks.”


—LUCI SHAW,


author of Angels Everywhere and The Generosity


“I’ve had the great pleasure of taking a walk in the woods with Amy Nemecek. Her pace is of one not eager to win a race but of one hoping to see … hear … feel … know. She’s someone who marvels at dewy understory and takes great delight in a sparrow’s song. I’ve also had the great pleasure of reading Amy’s poetry. Her work is tender, insightful, brilliant. Readers can’t help but see, hear, and feel the world as the poet experiences it. Perhaps best of all is the way in which readers will encounter a sense of knowledge—both knowing the heart of the work and being known by it. What a gift that is.”


—SUSIE FINKBEINER,


author of The Nature of Small Birds and All Manner of Things


“Poetry is a creative art form that moves us past mere cognition and below depth of feeling into a profound knowing and being known. Amy’s poems shepherded my soul into a wondrous journey. I was inspired, transported, and seen. I highly recommend these poems to you. Enjoy how they will expand your own heart.”


—GEM FADLING,


founding partner of Unhurried Living, Inc., and author of Hold That Thought


“Rub dust on your palms, pluck the ripened sunshine, and taste this poetic grace. I can’t wait to receive Amy’s printed collection into my hands.”


—DWIGHT BAKER,


president and CEO of Baker Publishing Group
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In loving memory of my parents,
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“The lines have fallen to me in pleasant places;
Indeed, my heritage is beautiful to me.”


PSALM 16:6
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The Language of the Birds


On the fifth day, your calloused fingers


stretched out and plucked a single reed


from the river that flowed out of Eden,


trimmed its hollow shaft to length and


whittled one end to a precise vee


that you dipped in the inkwell of ocean.


Touching pulpy nib to papyrus sky,


you brushed a single hieroglyph—


feathered the vertical downstroke


flourished with serif of pinions,


a perpendicular crossbar lifting


weightless bones from left to right.


Tucking the stylus behind your ear,


you blew across the wet silhouette,


dried a raven’s wings against the static,


and spoke aloud the symbol’s sounds:


“Fly!”








Beloved


You have carved, chiseled, tattooed


me on the palms of your hands.


Yud. Dalet. Two Hebrew runes


christen me cherished, adored,


favored, precious. Beloved, let us


love one another. Dearly beloved,


we are gathered here together.


In the high and far-off times,


O Best Beloved. My beloved is


mine and I am his. Indelible,


undeniable identity.


I put mirrored palms together,


raise them out and up in praise,


reminding you, reminding myself,


that I am a marked woman, forever


branded by the etchings of your grace.








Hidden Manna


Your manifesto is everywhere manifest, a


samizdat song the Spirit gives ears to hear


in nebulae pillars we view via Hubble,


newborn stars clutched by hydrogen talons;


in electron cloud octets, minuscule infinity


compressed between swiftly tilting shells;


in the scratching quill of a monk turned


outlaw, sequestered by Wartburg’s walls;


in Pascal’s scribbled blaze secretly sewn


to the lining of his coat (he died and his life


is hidden with Christ in God); in the Gospel


of John copied on backs of postage stamps


and smuggled into Soviet gulags; in the


half ichthus traced by a dirt-crusted toe,


its dusty reply mirroring silent solidarity.


And I will ask the Father, and he will give


you hidden manna, loaves and fish to store


in hearts and minds against the day of want.








Petoskey Stones


If you go too fast, you’ll miss


hexagonal supernovas staring


up at you from the beach. But


if you walk slowly, you’ll bow


often to pluck ordinary rocks


from wet sand’s gray obscurity,


rinse them clear in turquoise


shallows, lock eyes with


cherubim that lift your gaze


further down, deeper in to


where wheels within wheels


of fossilized coral swirl in the


palm of your hand, flinging


ancient sunbursts across the


waves to the four corners


of this mighty inland sea.








Adam’s Rib


First Adam’s eyes grew heavy


closed in sleep like death


while omnipotent knife-hand


slid surgically into thoracic cavity


extracted a single rib, closed


incision without stich or scar


sculpted curves and contours


thighs hips breasts neck
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