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Up
It was a nondescript day sometime in November,
most of us despondent at the edge of winter.
I was walking with little determination on
an all-too-familiar trail by the river. And though
the way was not yet mined with sinister ice
and I did not need to watch where I was going, my gaze,
if you could call it that, was cast down to what was
more or less below me. I was not in any way scouring
the higher branches for signs of the thrust
of great wings suddenly lifting.
My eyes must have wandered over toward the source
of a passing noise, and when, dismal, I got back to looking
at what was right in front of me, there was
on the asphalt one red feather. So red it seemed improbable,
and I glanced around, wondering if someone was playing a joke,
having left it there and run to the cover of surrounding brush
to see what I, or anyone, would do. But there was no one,
and so I thought maybe it might be a broken off part
of a child’s toy or possibly had flittered off and strayed
from a bright boa worn over the shoulder
of a party-loving woman, or someone putting that on
like an outfit representative of wilder times. But there was no
red anywhere else all around, so I put it in the pocket of my hold
and took it home. And there, where I didn’t feel any other eyes on me,

and with both the guidebook and Internet images confirming,
the truth of it being
one real cardinal’s feather fell
upon me like that feather itself
must have—moving from one reason
to another—coming loose from the tail
and gracefully alighting on the blacktop
just moments before
I got there, bent, and picked it
up.

“Look, around us the meantime
has begun overflowing.
In every direction its own
almost-invisibility
streams and sparkles
over everything.”
—Galway Kinnell,
“A Milk Bottle”

Harvest

One day soon—I don’t know when—that one sweet bell pepper will be ready to pluck from the succor of its
steadfast vine, watched over by two marigolds, one on either side. Because it’s the only one I’ve been given,
how much more divine it will taste when I sit down to eat it. I may have to bring candles to the table for that
meal, use the nice silverware. The beans, however, zenith over and over, needing to be picked two or three
times a week. They too are worth savoring, steamed and set out with a dollop of butter, a sprinkling of salt,
enough to toss one or two to the good dog sitting so nicely, not begging—a treat. Ripeness is a point reached
rhythmically throughout the growing season, not just one apex, not the mountaintop scaled after much
trudging and climbing, sometimes searching desperately for that one foothold, everything after that downhill, kind of a let-down, a denouement. Sure, the potatoes might all be ready underground by now, their tops
yellowed and bent over, but they’re fine if you don’t dig them up all in one fell swoop. They will wait, protected in the depths, till the air gets crisp. Ditto the carrots. On the other hand, leafy greens, choice stalks cut
out here and there, keep filling salad plates day by day by day. You and I, our attempts, our tries, our failings,
picking ourselves up, each of us with our own unique timings, ripen our offerings, reach new heights, when
it’s right, when that living thing has reached its own fruition. Harvest, in this way, is a state of mind, an ongoing part of the life cycle, a way of gradually gathering in what we’ve grown and using it to keep going.

Dog Zen

In memory of Ellie the Beagle,
2003—2021

I don’t know why
I talk to the dog as I did
to my toddlers, hoping
to lay the groundwork
for language and logic, like when
every day around one, she sits, true devotee,
before the Cupboard That Holds Good Things, emitting
only enough of a whimper to keep me mindful
that It Is Time, but I tell her, “You have to go out first
and then, when you come in you can have
wet dog food, a chew stick, and a fresh drink of water.”
But she only hears key words, magical phrases, coming to
attention at the sound of them, those signposts
that point to what she must do to get
what the gut, at any given moment, says it needs.

“Give me juicy autumnal fruit, ripe and red from the orchard.” —Walt Whitman
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Thanks for reading!

Enough of a Path to Get Through
My collection of nature-inspired poems with accompanying
color images.
To order, email or Facebook message me.
$8 each plus shipping (Cash, Check, or Paypal).
They are also available through The Local Store
(www.thelocalstore.org/enough-of-a-path-to-getthrough.html).
For each book sold, I will donate $1 to local organizations
that work with those experiencing homelessness.
Thank you!

The Fog Series Greeting Cards
To the left above are the six covers of the 5.5 X 4.25-inch cards. To the right are the poems found inside.
Each poem is in the same position as its matching photograph. Shown below is a set of six cards before
and after packaging.
Cards with the same photographs but blank inside are also available.
I’m using as much recycled and re-used materials as I can source, and the cards are printed locally.
$12 per set of six, plus shipping. To order, email or Facebook message me.
For every set sold, I’ll donate $1 to Feed My People Food Bank.
Thanks so much!

