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Above the Paradox Valley
By Rosemerry Trommer
 
 
You do not need to know what comes next. 
There is always another storm, and you 
cannot hang the tent out to dry before
it has gotten wet. You cannot shovel snow
that has yet to fall. 
 
Put down the shovel. Breathe 
into the dark spaces of your back, 
feel how they open like cave doors 
to let in the light. 
Let your face soften. Let the creases 
fall out of your brow. The mind, 
no matter how clear, will never become 
a crystal ball. 
 
The wisest part of your body
knows to run when it hears 
the first crashes of rock fall. 
It does not pause then to consider 
metamorphic or igneous,
nor does it hesitate to wonder 
what might have pushed them down.
It is no small thing to trust yourself.
 
It’s okay to cry. It is right 
that love should shake your body,
that you should find yourself trembling
in the rubble and dust
after all your certainties come down. 
 
Your breath has not left you. 
Here is the morning rain. It opens
the scent of the leaves, of the air.
All around you the world is changing. 
 
What are you waiting for? 
Here is the cup of mint tea
growing stronger in itself. 
Here on this cliff of uncertainty
there is a stillness in you
so spirited, so alive 
the wisest part of your body
is dancing.

_____________

After My Friend Phyllis Shows Me the New York Times Obituary Headline:
“Lou Michaels, All-Purpose Player, Dies at 80, Missed Kicks in ’69 Super Bowl”

by Rosemerry Trommer
 

When I die, let them write about
all the mistakes I’ve made.
Let them mention in the headlines
how many rejection letters
I’ve received from The Sun.
Let them say, “Missed her calling
for Broadway back in 1987.”
Let them say, “She trained hard, but
never won a Nordic skate race.”
They can note how my children
fought in front of company.
How every chocolate cake
I made sank in the center. How the beets
in my garden were never bigger
than golf balls. How I never even watched
the Super Bowl, much less
knew who played for the Colts
back in 1969 while I was still
forming in my mother’s womb
and Lou Michaels missed two
field goals that helped the Jets win.
What do any of us really accomplish?
My friend Wayne says,
“We do what we can
and have mercy.” Yes, let
them say I did what I could.
Let them say that I loved
the best I knew how and messed
that up, too. It’s what do,
we who are kicking our way
to the back pages of the paper.
Well-intentioned and foundering,
faithful and confused as we are,
we mess up. Yes, mercy on us,
mercy on all our failing little hearts,
how they beat so sincerely, mercy
on this longing to shine, this
reminder again to kneel.
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Kindness

Before you know what kindness really s
you must lose things,

feel the future dissolve in a moment
like salt in a weakened broth.

What you held in your hand,

what you counted and carefully saved,
all this must go so you know

how desolate the landscape can be
between the regions of kindness
How you ride and ride
thinking the bus will never stop,
the passengers cating maize and chicken
will stare out the window forever.

Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness,
you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho
lies dead by the side of the road.

You must see how this could be you,

how he too was someone

who journeyed through the night with plans

and the simple breath that kept him alive.

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside,
you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing.
‘You must wake up with sorrow.

You must speak to it till your voice

catches the thread of all sorrows

and you see the size of the cloth.

Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore,

only kindness that ties your shocs

and sends you out into the day to mail letters and purchase bread,
only kindness that raises its head
from the crowd of the world to say
Itis I you have been looking for,
and then goes with you everywhere
like a shadow or a friend.

NAOMI SHIHAB NYE
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Otherwise
by Jane Kenyon

©2005 by the Estate of Jane Kenyon

1 got out of bed

on two strong legs.

1t might have been
otherwise. I ate
cereal, sweet

milk, ripe, flawless
peach. It might

have been otherwise.

1 took the dog uphill

to the birchwood.

All morning I did

the work I love.

At noon I lay down
with my mate. It might
have been otherwise.
We ate dinner together
at a table with silver
candlesticks. It might
have been otherwise.
Islept in a bed

in a room with paintings
on the walls, and
planned another day
just like this day.

But one day, I know,

it will be otherwise.
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Let Evening Come
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lyane Kenyon
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In Blackwater Woods

Look, the trees
are turning
their own bodies
into pillars

of light,
are giving off the rich
fragrance of cinnamon
and fulfillment,

the long tapers

of cattails

are bursting and floating away over
the blue shoulders

of the ponds,
and every pond,
no matter what its
name is, is

nameless now.
Every year
everything

I have ever learned

in my lifetime
leads back to this: the fires
and the black river of loss

whose other side

is salvation,

whose meaning

none of us will ever know.
To live in this world

you must be able
to do three ti
to love what
to hold it

gs:
mortal;

against your bones knowing
your own life depends on it;

and, when the time comes to let it go,
to let it go.

—Mary Oliver
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< WILD GEESE

You do not have to be good.

You do not have to walk on your knees

for a hundred miles through the desert, repenting.

You only have to let the soft animal of your body
Tove what it loves.

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will el you mine.

Meanwhile the world goes on.

Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain

are moving across the landscapes,

over the prairies and the decp trees,

the mountains and the rivers.

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air,

are heading home again.

Whoever you are, no matter how |

the world offers itself to your imagination,

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting —

over and over announcing your place

in the family of things.
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