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Everyday Poem

Every day
   I sit beneath
      the sky’s 
         blue tent

and I think
   how light
      is a gift—
         the one true gift

how grass
   springs forth—
      trees and mountains
         would puncture

the bright canopy
   had they
      time enough
         and strength

and I am grateful
   that grass
      though lush and fulsome
         through summer

will fade
   with fall’s failing
      light, hold close
         its secret heart

how all winter
   trees will stretch
      their pale arms—
         mountains will pause.
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How to Spend a February Day

Never mind windowsill’s dirt, corner’s dust.
Go to the yellow chair by the window, 
pick up the book you laid aside last night 
when the baby cried. Brew a cup of tea, 
dark leaves giving up moisture to ease 
winter’s dry crackle. Feel the heft of mug,  
how clay, water, heat meld into vessel.  
Test liquid on your tongue. Pay obeisance  
to generations who withstood wind, weather 
without furnace, insulation, thermo-pane. 
Think earthworms, ladybugs, soil’s dark regions, 
how dormancy seeps through each cell. And your
life, how joyous sunlight on a face that 
knew winter wind, icy chill of January.

Sledging the Poem
 for Jane Sasser

She nails
nouns and verbs
straight as fl oor joists,
planes simile
to metaphor,
hammers words
on the page
the way a carpenter
makes fast
a rafter
while he dreams
steepled roofs.


