
I Can Imagine the Northern Lights I’ve Never Seen (nice title)


My fingertips trace the rough, coarse (perhaps another word for “rough” here as so close to “coarse,” it is not doing enough unique work in this small poem)
stone I sit upon before I stand, turn, and walk
away. The feeling lingers, runs up my nerves.
Solar wind of sensation lights the magnetosphere
suspended in the liquid which cradles eternity. First Fire of Autumn

I am a hard sell on “cradles eternity” as the language is a bit archaic and harken (too hard) to the Romantics, who stole the sentiment from the Persians ;) 

This one feels close to the baking stone, but not quite enough air in the dough yet. Give us some risk and then a leap so the poem reads more as poem and less as stanza 



Forgotten Places We See Every Day (nice nod to Neruda) 


My family’s home has a new well outside
the old well house left to stand, laced with vines, brambles
that don’t let it crumble. The wasps are thankful
even without words. Do they pray for rain and sun?
Will it fall one day upon the badgers sleeping fast?

I -love- the line breaks in this piece! 

This is tight little piece and could almost be an ars poetica. Send it out!




First Fire of Autumn

A twig snaps beneath muddy boots.
The crowd, telling stories, looks up. 
What have you seen, between
the scattered dust that once was mountain tops? 

Throw another long upon the fire,
shew (another word for “shew” here) away the mayflies
who come to be part of the light.
And us, are we part of the warmth or ash?

Smoke sings the hymns of wood on tongues of flame. (you will need to balance the grandiosity here with something ordinary—both in object and tone)
Do you remember the time
we were chased by the bull out back?
If we had tripped, he would have trampled us.

Wet earth has a particular sound
under curious hooves.
The cows know to join us here
in this circle to listen and raise their voices. This stanza is functioning as a poetic turn (sonnet-style)—nice!)

Throw on another story, let it burn.
The smoke will take an honest pain,
vultures a fresh laid carcass.
How often do you listen to your knuckles? (This is my favorite stanza)

Soon the grass will dry, break, and crumble.
Yellowed photographs
of our time here. And this page too.
Do words have meaning once they are mountains? Hear me out: if you end with the stanza above (knuckles), you do not have to make sure this whole poem is a proper ars. The self-reflexivity in this last stanza pushes the reader out, and quickly, so all the work of the previous stanzas, the invitation to observe and feel that warm, dissipates. 

An extension that works well indeed! Some considerations, though, and you have a strong meditation on your hands. 

