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This book is dedicated to planet Earth, and most especially, the trees.






INTRODUCTION

We each have our own seasons, both geologically and meteorologically speaking, as well as on a more personal, metaphorical level. This book is an exploration of both the seasons of the year, as we traditionally think of them, and also the seasons of our lives.

Getting into alignment with our natural environment is a key component for well-being and joy. Studies have shown that allowing yourself to change with your own internal rhythms helps prevent burnout and mental and physical illness, and increases self-love, peace, and meaning. I believe it is also a way for us to bring more attention to our planet, to the many incredible plants and animals we live alongside, and to the human animal’s impact on our own home.

The rituals in this collection follow the path of Earth as it travels around the sun, marking the equinoxes, the solstices, and the midpoints between. They coincide with the Pagan holidays of the year (Mabon, Samhain, Yule, Imbolc, Ostara, Beltane, Litha, and Lammas). However, I am approaching the rituals with a religious naturalist lens. Where humanism puts humans at the center of ethical concern and reason as the highest value, religious naturalism puts nature at the center, with humans as only a part of the whole. Where Wiccan and Pagan traditions use gods and goddesses as metaphorical embodiments of natural aspects, religious naturalism believes that nature is enough, in and of itself, to inspire worship, awe, and humility.

My hope is that this collection will help you pay attention to and reconnect with the wild animal within yourself. I believe that we are integral parts of nature. That humans are just as much creatures as wolves or foxes or whales. We have ingrained rhythms and drives and wildly intuitive senses. We are uniquely capable of language, of using tools, of creating community, and of learning from one another. We make art, we make meaning, and we pass down our learning to the next generations. Quietly Wild invites you to investigate what it means to be spiritually grounded in the natural environment.

A note about my own physical seasons: I live in the Northern Hemisphere, and these poems draw mostly from my current experience living outside Boston, Massachusetts, but they also include some references to Illinois, Ohio, and California. I’ve also included the corresponding months for those who live in the Southern Hemisphere. I hope you will be able to enjoy and find meaning in them regardless of where you live.

I am beginning this book in September, because that is when the year feels like it begins a new cycle for me. You can begin the book wherever you’d like—your birth month, January 1, or wherever you are in year when you decide to open this collection!

Sincerely,

Alix Klingenberg





A PERSONAL WHEEL OF THE YEAR

As we begin, I invite you to go through your year and think about what each month holds for you personally, professionally, and in your family system.

Write down each month and think about birthdays, vacations, summer camp, work trips, etc.

Then consider:


	How does your energy flow in each season?

	When are your best months for creative work, and when are you swamped with other things?

	What are your major holidays and traditions?

	When do you need lots of rest?



I invite you to use this book to help you create your own wheel of the year and begin to honor your own seasons!
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SEPTEMBER

Summer days and autumn nights—

in September we move from greens to oranges,

poised on the edge of night and day,

a time to find our equilibrium.
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Quietly Wild


Let’s reject the productivity culture

that leaves our souls exhausted.

It’s time to rewild and reconnect

with our internal rhythms,

to honor our animal natures

so that we might see ourselves with clarity,

beings of the Earth made from the stars.








September Is an Invitation


Make some tea with lavender and honey.

Take a bath with Epsom salt and

any music that soothes you.

Stand barefoot in the rain.

Take pictures of the trees.

Soak in their late summer joy,

their deep green smiles.

Let your little earth soul be so full.

Let it all be too much

for you to hold.

Let it all be overwhelmingly good.








A Poem for the First Day of School


You get a haircut and some new

long-sleeved shirts. We pick up

pencils, a sharpener, markers,

and adult scissors.

We write your name in black ink

on blue plastic, on the tags

of your sweaters, on masking tape.

Six folders of various colors

and your red backpack filled

to the gills with fresh starts

and sharpened graphite.

May your teacher smile with their eyes,

may your best friend be in your class,

and may you have the desk next to the window,

or near the front, or by the kids you like.

May the day be full of laughter

and welcome and fun.

May you come home smiling

and melt on the couch,

ready for another year of becoming

your beautiful, unique, creative,

hilarious self.








Autumn’s Keeper


The path is a river of pine cones,

red and ancient as the squirrel’s tail,

hushed as a night warden making her rounds.

The red fox is waiting for you to remember

this is not a dream, not anymore.

There is a circle of pines and you

at the center, shining

in your russet cloak, brass buckles

at the neck.

You came here a mother

and left a hunter

emblazoned with a crimson purpose,

to light the chalice of change.
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Cucumber Season


The wind is a whistling kettle

at the window,

a kind of alarm to signal

the end of summer days.

The birds are quieter and more busy,

doing their bird business between the neighbors’ rooftops.

I am not sure what they do for work,

the birds or the neighbors,

but I wonder if they watch me in the morning,

barefoot and wearing only a T-shirt,

wandering out to check on my garden.

The cucumbers are round this year,

perfectly round spheres,

like they decided to come out as women

after years of playing men in grocery stores.

I wash one off, removing the sharp spines

that keep the deer from eating them all,

and cut them into phases of the moon,

sprinkle them with sea salt,

and see if they taste as feminine

as they look.
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They taste sweet and warm,

like sun-ripened cucumbers do,

like women do when they have enough time—

when they can make themselves into

any shape that pleases them.








September, September


She slips out the window

one foot then the other

into the shining swell of summer.

“September, September” she sings

with a sigh, I remember the paths lined

with soft, fallen pines.

The swelter of summer gives way

with a shudder,

a shimmy,

a rustle of wind in the cedars.

She breathes in the breezes,

the peat moss, the lichens,

“September, September” she softens

and slows, the trees stop to listen,

the river it flows.

They whisper of secrets and endings

and rest, and she lays down her burdens,

and striving, and stress.
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SEPTEMBER 19–22 (MARCH 20–23)

MABON/AUTUMN EQUINOX Ritual of Letting Go and Calling In


Materials you will need: a piece of paper, a pen, a way to burn paper safely (a candle and a little bowl of water to put it out, a fire pit outside, a match lit outside, etc.)

On your paper, make two columns: one that says, “Let Go,” and one that says, “Call In.”

Take 5–10 minutes to write down some things you’d like to release as you move into this new season, and some things you’d like to welcome or invite in.
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