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Praise for Wing Over Wing


“This book is a treasure, the work of a poet who time and again has opened my eyes to my own life and the life of the world. Julie Cadwallader Staub has a gift for finding the holy in nature and human nature—in the choreographed flight of birds and in a chance meeting with a homeless man. At a time when our public life is so squalid and shameful, we need voices like hers, voices of clarity and compassion, to remind us of the human possibilities that are forever within us and between us. Wing Over Wing is a collection to sustain our spirits, ignite our imaginations, and help us reclaim true north.”


—Parker J. Palmer, author of Let Your Life Speak


“Julie Cadwallader Staub writes with a curious eye and a grateful soul, finding comfort and revelation in metaphor, parable and lush loving alliterative sound. Wing Over Wing offers a way to live with meaning, grace and an ever-hopeful heart tuned to healing and discovery.”


—Naomi Shihab Nye, author of Tender Spot: Selected Poems


“Julie Cadwallader Staub has a fine ear for what she calls ‘the language of trees.’ These poems unfold with a rich, deep music. The poet inclines her ear to the mysteries, and she finds them everywhere, in the least expected places.”


—Jay Parini, author of New and Collected Poems, 1975-2015


“These poems invite you to witness life’s precise, essential moments: a mother’s curlers, a child’s bath time, a husband’s last breath. They are poems of praise, sorrow, reverence and deep love, and they’ll grip you and spin you round with gentle insistency. Look! They seem to say, and: Look again! Every poem brings you round a bend in road, river, or memory to see with new eyes even the most familiar of vistas.”


—Miciah Bay Gault, author of Goodnight Stranger: A Novel
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“If there were no other proof of the existence of a bigger reality than birds, they would do it for me.”


—Anne Lamott




Longing


Consider the blackpoll warbler.


She tips the scales


at one ounce


before she migrates, taking off


from the seacoast to our east


flying higher and higher


ascending two or three miles


during her eighty hours of flight


until she lands,


in Tobago,


north of Venezuela


three days older,


and weighing half as much.


She flies over open ocean almost the whole way.


She is not so different from us.


The arc of our lives is a mystery too.


We do not understand,


we cannot see


what guides us on our way:


that longing that pulls us toward light.


Not knowing, we fly onward


hearing the dull roar of the waves below.




Midlife


This is as far as the light


of my understanding


has carried me:


an October morning


a canoe built by hand


a quiet current


above me the trees arc


green and golden


against a cloudy sky


below me the river responds


with perfect reflection


a hundred feet deep


a hundred feet high.


To take a cup of this river


to drink its purple and gray


its golden and green


to see


a bend in the river up ahead


and still


say


yes.




Route 100


Somewhere south of Center Fayston,


Route 100 drops


between steeply forested hills,


their luscious greens already curling


toward crimson and gold.


Mine is the only car


on this pocket of road


and I am suspended


in September’s colors,


mesmerized by autumn’s


clear and changing light.


I barely register


the dead skunk in the road ahead


before its solemn, conclusive thump


under my left front tire


and now that sharp scent


punctuates my every breath:


its tang of wildness


its slap of mortality.




Turning


There comes a time in every fall


before the leaves begin to turn


when blackbirds group and flock and gather


choosing a tree, a branch, together


to click and call and chorus and clamor


announcing the season has come for travel.


Then comes a time when all those birds


without a sound or backward glance


pour from every branch and limb


into the air, as if on a whim


but it’s a dynamic, choreographed mass


a swoop, a swerve, a mystery, a dance


and now the tree stands breathless, amazed


at how it was chosen, how it was changed.




Blackbirds


I am 52 years old, and have spent


truly the better part


of my life out-of-doors


but yesterday I heard a new sound above my head


a rustling, ruffling quietness in the spring air


and when I turned my face upward


I saw a flock of blackbirds


rounding a curve I didn’t know was there


and the sound was simply all those wings,


all those feathers against air, against gravity


and such a beautiful winning:


the whole flock taking a long, wide turn


as if of one body and one mind.


How do they do that?


If we lived only in human society


what a puny existence that would be


but instead we live and move and have our being
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