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 This Book is dedicated to all of those people who encouraged me to go out into the woods and get lost from time to time, and to my wife who insisted that I come back in and write about it. 
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Introduction




This book of poetry is an expression of my

experiences in nature after having devoted my entire life to be of service to

the natural world. Like many children growing up in the 1950s, I had an

opportunity to be in nature every summer. Living mostly in the country as an

adult, I was then fortunate enough to witness the miracle of natural life

during all seasons of the year, both as a professional and as an advocate for

the environment. In order to appreciate the stories that were unfolding around

me, I studied the intricacies of life, from the microscopic to the global.

Within the fields of Outdoor Education, Environmental Communication, Mycology

& Lichenology, and Natural Resource Management, I have been lucky enough to

learn from some of the most pre-eminent, environmental scientists of the 20th

century.




Admittedly, many of my  ah-ha  moments in nature

have occurred while being alone in nature. In fact, this book arose from the

resolute belief that these experiences are available to anyone who is willing

to go outside, quiet the mind, and simply observe the complexity of the natural

world around them. 




This book is a testament to that fact. These

forty-five experiences were simply a collection of observations that took place

on a daily basis. In that sense they bring perhaps a unique perspective to

poetry since they are necessarily journalistic. In general, they are intended

to both educate and inform, as well as inspire readers to seek daily encounters

with wild things. The poetic word-play is meant to elicit a sense of lingering

curiosity and mindfulness in a calm and unhurried way. The back-stories then

shed light on the context of each event, and illuminates how a particular

observation triggered a flow of thought. The verses themselves provide a

counterpoint to the message by accentuating certain words and phrases. The

cadence of this dialogue typically underscores the ecological value of selected

aspects of each scene.




Tamara Viskovic beautifully illustrates these

experiences with her own interpretation of the poem. With limited guidance from

me, she has created a collage of impressions, each pertinent to the poem and

each poignantly depicting the essence of the observation. The sketches are both

moving and concise, as if they arose from the words on the page themselves.

Most importantly, they provide a window frame for the imagery of each poem,

through which the reader can imagine even greater detail, color, and movement.




The end result is a daily journal of poems that at

once provides insight into a fascinating realm of ecology, and offers a unique

perspective on some of the most pressing threats to our natural world in this

age. From shifting weather patterns to the loss of iconic wildlife species, to

the general warming of our climate, this poetry collection underscores the need

for all of us to pay more attention to that which has sustained through

countless generations of life the natural ecosystems of the Earth. It is my

hope that this small contribution of nature writing will act as a reminder that

we shouldn t ever forget our responsibility as a species to act as

conscientious stewards when caring for the planet.




Rick Van de Poll, Ph.D.




September 2017
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An Owl Came Calling Today




An owl came calling today




Not any kind of owl




But one that stopped me dead in my tracks.




You see a headless, dead owl in the middle of the woods is

not something I have ever seen before   




In my sixty years of wandering.




I recall a time, though, just yesterday perhaps,




I watched the light of an owl s eyes fade in my lap  




 I tried to miss him,  my friend said,  Honest!  no doubt

while taking a nap




Behind a two-ton cold steel killer of all in its path.




But this one was different, this bundle of down,




This pile of feather and fly,




This one was already gone, no head to be found, no glow in

its eyes,




Still warm as I nestled it in my arms, just like this,




Warm, still warm as a summer s kiss.




If it weren t for that particular turn in my path, 




And that sharp-bladed stone I had picked up minutes before  

Why? just because, for without




I would not be walking home with a gift of wing,




A gift of impossibly light bone, sinew, and string,




An answer to a prayer not two weeks ago, when,




Stopped dead in my tracks, I came upon this headless

thought,




 I need an owl wing today to tell my story,




To honor my ancestors,




To listen to the silence,




To hear them say, and say, and say, 




I heard an owl came calling today.
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This poem was inspired by an encounter with a dead, headless

owl in the woods. It lay there, still warm to the touch, right in the middle of

the path. It was hard to tell what had caused its demise, although other than

having no head, there was no obvious injury. No feathered or furry predator had

plucked its feathers or disgorged it for eating. It laid perfectly calm and

still, as if waiting for me to approach, pick it up, and ask for feather and

wing. I laid down tobacco as was taught to me by my forefathers, and took the

sharp stone that I had found a few minutes earlier, and worked away at removing

its wing. It came cleanly, although with some effort at cutting sinew and

tendon. The weight was extremely light, the wind it made was silent as the dead

of night. I have used that wing ever since in ceremony and have always honored

my owl brother for such a remarkable gift.




 






















 




On The Improbability of Being 


(SO LOUD!!! Shhh )




Away in the night




Somewhere without light,




A peeper hazards a chirp   more like a burp,




An afterthought, after much mealing.




Then comes the moment,




That silence will foment,




A gathering refrain,




A reptilian insane,




Ten thousand peeps a-pealing.




My mind split asunder,




Noise way worse than thunder,




No thought, voice, or hush,




Can keep from the rush,




A wretched raucous recalcitrant reeling.




How can this be?




Issued from that I can t see,




So tiny, so small as I m kneeling, 




Down in the muck,




From whence I get stuck,




In search of this giant who s dealing,




A blow to my brain,




Now I am insane,




To stay here so long without stealing




Even the slightest of glances




At this giant of trances




In which I have lost total feeling!
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This poem was the direct result of one of the countless times

I have stood next to a vernal pond in spring and listened to chorusing peepers.

For those readers who have done this, I need not explain. For those who

haven t, I can only encourage you to put this on your  bucket list.  The sound

can be utterly deafening yet primally satisfying. From an impossibly small

organism issues one of the loudest noises of the woods, an ear-splitting,

mind-numbing cacophony that makes a single frog sound like dozens upon dozens.

The ventriloqual effect of these tiny creatures is quite effective, especially

if you re advertising for mates and want to show off your vocal prowess. A

quick step or splash and all frogs hush quiet again, waiting, just waiting for

the first brave soul to chirp, squeak, then peep. The sound begets more to join

in and before long, without a thought to the danger that is present, the entire

chorus arises again to a deafening crescendo. It s always amazing how long they can keep it up, all night as far as

I can tell. Hard to imagine screaming at the top of your lungs for two or three

weeks, let alone a single day!
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