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“To be a poet is to have a soul so quick to discern that no shade of quality escapes it, and so quick to feel, that discernment is but a hand playing with finely ordered variety on the chords of emotion—a soul in which knowledge passes instantaneously into feeling, and feeling flashes back as a new organ of knowledge. One may have that condition by fits only.”

 

“But you leave out the poems,” said Dorothea, “I think they are wanted to complete the poet.”

 

Middlemarch, George Eliot
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The Many Singings

 

 

“Do not blot

the many singings

that bleed into the air.”

 

A stand of redwoods,

young ones,

planted forty years ago,

tall and strong and straight.

Already they bear the silence

of size, of ancient

history.

 

It is these trees I love,

that I adore, that speak

of life on earth, imperiled

as never before.

 

Do not blot

the many singings

that bleed into the air.

 

Their songs are ours.




 

All Nature Speaks

 

 

If everything has language

the Garry oak’s arthritic branches

speak of age, the Douglas fir’s

impossible height, of aspiration

 

The sudden thrust of a heron’s bill

inscribes its hunger on darkened waters

 

Water’s ripples tell a tale

of the earth from its beginnings

 

and medallions of packed earth

cry a decor of drought

 

All nature speaks

if we would listen

but even when we don’t

this precious talk bears witness

to the aliveness of all things.




 

Landscape for the End of Time

paintings by Stephen Hutchings

 

 

Remember

the trees

mythical beings

many-branched

textured with leaves

The dappled shade

on sandy path

the living, breathing earth,

 

Earth, the beloved,

briefly held.

 

Remember

the rivers

broad and sinuous

curving into the

mist, mirror-glazed,

flowing off

the planet’s edge,

planet earth

 

the beloved,

briefly held.

 

Remember

the seas, the sky

as at first dawn

when waters roiled

and clouds bloomed

bright and pastel shades

 

Remember

the last spasm

light unbearable

halo of flames

and our earth,

 

Beloved Earth,

briefly held, beheld, behold!

passes into memory.




 

Owl

 

 

I was awakened by a sound

so foreign, I thought it was

a dream.

 

“Hoot-hoot-hoot”

-short-long-short-

followed by a quick

“hoot-hoot.”

 

I want to see you

was my silent cry.

I slipped out of bed

to the window, flung back

the drapes, gazed into the dark.

 

Again I heard it,

it was no dream.

 

I would like to have sat

and chanted with you,

“hoot-hoot-hoot,

hoot-hoot.”




 

Voices

 

 

Do not deny

the geese their raucous call
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