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All Creation

One Bird Sings

There is a moment
When the first
bird sings.
Before the sun
streaks,
But after the stars pale,
One
bird sings--
And even the darkest
night
Must yield
To a new
dawn.




Tiny Miracle

Sunlight streams over the whole
earth
in radiant bounty
far too great
for us to comprehend,
far too brilliant for
us to look at directly,
far too hot for us to
touch.
And yet
it penetrates even
the tiniest blade of grass,
the smallest
leaf,
and works its
miracle:
transformation, growth,
the
taking in of nutrients,
the release of
what's not needed,
so that you and
I
can breathe.
We breathe in the
very sunlight
we could not touch,
we
radiate light
with every breath we
take
so that we too
may glow with
all creation's light
and shine its
miracles.




In the Circle

We sit in a circle of stones
set for us
long ago
by ancient glaciers.
Under a
deep azure sky
rimmed with soft
rose
promising sunrise,
we watch the
coming light
slowly gather its energies
together,
calling the rosy rim to
itself,
concentrating itself
into a
bright gold haze
from which,
finally,
the brilliant shafts
of first
morning light
strike our waiting
faces.




Eagle

Flash of sunlight on a white
tail,
broad spread of deep black
wings,
piercing glance from a mighty
white head.
Power hanging still in the
clear sky,
gliding on air we cannot
see,
suspended above us.
And
dancing now,
tilting us
hello,
whirling and turning,
romping
and playing with us
as we hurtle by
below,
earthbound on a concrete
highway.
For a brief moment we are
one
at this intersection of our
paths,
touched by the light.




Fishing Lesson

The loon and her chick
have just
appeared
at the grassy edge of the
shoreline.
Swimming slowly towards
me,
they are fishing:
first the poised,
confident mother
disappears without a
ripple.
Her smaller brown
offspring
looks around,
bewildered,
and follows her
cue.
Down and up, down and
up,
coming closer to me
but
gradually farther from each other.
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