HATURE POEM3




TC

DAYBREAK FROM THE UPSTAIRS BEDROOM
Load grnf vielon,
Faded sky,
Fronde of tres tops

Meat the eye.

All im mllent.
Tree top shakes.
Then the atesl bowl

Morning breaka.

Breake 1ln pleges,
Frlle s-clatter.
Fooster hollera,

"What's the matter?"

Little brown bird's 5“':,&”.-..;:
Flaintlve twest

Aske, "what's breaking

In the street?"

Sun comes glowering
Through the chinks.
Wide-ayed screech owl

Glares, blinks.

Rumora rustle
Through red clover,
Light comea pourling ln

All avar,
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CUMULUS

A blg, sooty-ballied, cottony cloud
Reminds me of clrous epun-candy

And makes me want to poke my bare arm
Right through ite misty middle

And wriggle oy fingers round and round.

Or capture like lightnipg the whole confection
In the hollow between my clasplng hands
And squeeze the vepor untll it condenses

To slx tiny reindrops, rolliog and tieckling,

Glistening, three in the palm of each hand.
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IF WINTER COME
The grass has grown brown 1o the meadow,
The bloom has died on the hill,
The songblrd has flown from the cedar,

The late autumn daye have grown chlll.

Fallen 1a the sourwood's red mantle,
Tha dandellon's arrows are flown,
The sun's fire 1g diomed to a candle

Wavering, by autumn guets blown.

And some heve a dread of tha winter
And shiver to think of the aleet.
But winter is tlme for renmewlng;

It 1e not a time of defeat.

The blanket of show 1a & covering
For seade lyilng under the wsod,
FPeacaful, potential, preparlog

To grow to the glory of God.

Then 18t us walt, thankful, repalring
In the qulets that wintera bring,

For thess graclous months God 18 eparing

To help us make ready for spring.
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PERSISTENT PREACHERS OF THE GOSPEL OF BEAUTY

Farly mornings, early April
Daw-wat in the grass,
¥e8llow suna of dandelliona

Glisten as [ poea.

e ipch high, por tlttle more
tm tender little stem,
They bravely punctuate the lawn

To stand bright=-faced amd trims.

And then, &8 3pring grows greenly on
And grass grows rank and tall,
They etand on tlptoe, cran® thailr necka

To overtop it all.

I wonder, though I never saé
Why gardeners feel 1t duty
Ta thoroughly exterminate

Each 11lttle alms of beauty.

_Flghting gardepar, fighting drought
Through the hot mideunmer,
Frodigsl they drop thelr gold

Dally for each ccaelr.

gJomes October's paint amd flane
And November'e brown,
They trick thelr beams with dodest graoce

In country, hamlet, town.

(go op to next page)
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PERSISTENT FPREACHERS (econt'd)

¥hen powder-sugar spow lles deep
At dying of December,
As I track rabblts, shuffling boots

Raveal the glowlng embar,

In any season, shine or atorm
They krow no derelictlon;

But spark by golden spark they apread

Perpetual benedlction.
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ON THE CHERRY TREE
to 8.B.R.
I elpg of red cherries
To the lover of cherry trees,
Sun rlpened cherries,

Suns 1n themeslves

For I was the red-breasted
Hobln that awung therse

And pecked at the luselous globes

Fainted by elvas.
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T DOGWOOD TEHEE3

In March, when 1life lles chilled in winter's hand,
All thlngs ere gray, and pothlog seema to grow,
When flowers ars huddled, atill afrald to blow,
You heap white loveliness about the lapd.

Oetober comes, monotonoue brown and ehill,

And ayes look longing for one colored ray.

Then, hung with clustered berrles, glosay, gAY,

¥ou burn your scarlet torches om the hill.

Your stature 1s not lofty as the plne;
The shadow that you cast ls very emall;
But you provide the needed anodynae

For tired eyem 1ln early aprinog or fall.

So mlight I, weary timed when men replne,

Sand laughter alnging to the haarts of all.
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GENESIB AND EXODUS

Lika a painted warrior 1s the sunrise,
Throwing wide his arma,
Bafylng

Earth and men and God and evarythlng.

Like an old mother is the twilight,
Hodding
In her rocker, half asleep

Apd less then nalf awake.
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THE FIKRE

The pine 1s & tall green prayer
Afdantly uttered by worahipplng earth,

It stands as tall as a soul stretohing Godward;
And limba whisper higher inm earmest deaslrs,

Yearning to reach through the gray wall of eloud

To the azure sky.

Why 7
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THIS AUTIMN'S GOLD

How nice 1t was of God thls early fall
Whern lsaves were beginning to crisp and some to fall
Bagause August drought had spread a somber pall,

Wnen all
When all thinge elase were beglnnipg to brown or gray

And eolenn ecenes showed 1little to make one gay
Wor coleor enough to fashlon a modeat bouquet,

He suddenly palnted the flelds for a holldgy.

Yes, just when we knew the flelds would be pullen and aear
We waked one morning &nd laughed at the thought af our fear,
For the blanketed flelds wers exuding an October cheer

With the brightest of yellows, the brightest of all the year,

The yellowest goldenrods ever, I think, Lo appear.

Like & eparkling sea thay danced brilliantly yollow and brigt
Waving and swaylng; reflected the sun'se golden light,
Flaghing 1t back with & mlachlevous achoolboy'se delight

In flashing & wirror, This was my thought at the slght:

8o, OGod, when our green hopes are burned brown

And dresms, like lsaves, come falling helpless down,

showe falrer flelds that bloom with faith, hope's crown,




BOURWOOD SEASON

{mly cnce in a long, long year
The sourwood grows bosetful apd shouts: "Look hera!
Ignore all tha others and look At me;

Am I pot & most ravishling tree?
H

"Ig thers one 1ln the woods 80 well unlformed
Aa I, in full dress of rich scarlet adorned?
My golden taasels, my epaulets, awing

From my handeome shoulders, like captaln or king."

At firet one 1s tempted to anewer hls brags
By poloting out that his abdomen sags
Or calling the braggart an overdressed fop,

A flamboyant usher, or gaudy bellhop.

But who could condemm such true Joy? There's po resson;
The dog has his day, the sourwood his season.

And the reat of the year he ls mlld and sesk,

Inoconsplicuocus and discreet,
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TREE WISDOM

As you etand in gray December,
Leaflesns, lifelesa, sunless, stark,
Ia there in your mind & epark?

Do you, Bomehow, atlll remember

Hew you came allve one day
In early April, epread your arms
To pesting birds that eried alarms

7111 ainging safe in leafy May?

Do you remenbsr in the summer

Boleaterous children's plenie feasts,
Tired men and tired beasts -

How you walcomed every comer?

And does the fire run in your velns,
A surge of pride, as you regall
The erimesn robe you wore in fall

As monarch over wvast domainat?

Standing stately stlll as kipg,
You hush my fears with gentle laughter,

SBealng 1ife before and after,

Dreaming quletly toward the epripg.




