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Reflection on Poetry by Linda Rush Ryder 

Why poetry?  Poetry is my genre of choice because as all aspects of nature are different, so is poetry.  Each plant and animal adapts to the environment in which it grows as poetry also does. There is less formality and more flexibility in structure that helps to eliminate my fear of writing.  As a child I never wrote and as a student worried about proper sentence structure and form it was not something I enjoyed, but as an adult the simplicity of a poem has given me a chance to reflect on my own inner thoughts and feelings without regard to format. 

Poetry has become my mediation in the moment to deepen my experiences with nature and a means of expressing my feeling that enhance my relationship  It has helped me through some difficult times and to celebrate many others as well as relating my love of nature.

As Frank Lloyd Wright so beautifully put it:

Nature is my manifestation of God. I go to nature every day for inspiration in the day's work. I follow in building the principles which nature has used in its domain

Nature is my manifestation of God.  I go to nature everyday for inspiration in the day’s work.

How beautifully put for this is what I truly believe.  Nature in all its beauty, grandeur, order, rhythm, and simplicity holds for me a daily renewal of the basic foundations of life.  To live within these principles is to find my center of being and celebrate this life which we are given each day as a gift (isn’t that why it’s called the present?)  

From a simple morning walk to see the dew on a spider’s web, to standing on the rim of the Grand Canyon watching the snowfall or the sunset, hiking with Reinhard to photograph a four–petaled trillium all of these radiant the glory of my God.

I have to say that this week has given us many glorious nights to behold the spectacle of the Peruses meteor shower, truly a breathtaking annual gift. This annual show has been shared over the years with my sons as we would stretch out on the lawn, on the French River in Canada with a now deceased dear friend, Betsy, and this week with my husband. Nature has truly provided for me some of my most memorable moments shared with those I’ve loved.

A walk in the woods, to sit by a stream,

A radiant sunset, all are chances to dream

This has been true since I was very small

But hard to explain to one and all.

My family valued work, daily tasks that could be seen

But for me this was stressful and never serene.

So Nature became my solace inside

The rock that I cling to and treasure with pride.

To this day no matter where I travel no matter how far

I always take with me a stone, my memory star.

My Green Cathedral

Come quietly into these halls

Come quietly within these walls

Halls of carpeted with nature’s leaves

Wall of nature’s majestic trees.

Sit down upon the pews of stone

Sit down and meditate each earthly tone

Sit down upon a wooden pew

Sit down and listen to sounds anew.

Life is all around you now

Life is within you take a vow

To go forth with renewed peace of mind

Knowing that life can be kind.

May you find your green cathedral

May you find peace ethereal

God works his wonders with us all

We each must learn to hear His call.

By Linda Rush
My Woods

When life seems like such a mess

And I’m feeling really stressed

It’s then I like to go off and roam

In the woods behind my home.

To stroll along the tranquil creek

To sit quietly and sneak a peek

As nature unveils its endless charms

And encloses me within it arms.

It calls to me and bids me enter 

I come to it to find my center

This is my eternal interlude 

This is my peace and solitude.

To come to join and worship here 

At these sacred places I hold so dear

My sanctuary that I call home

Provided by my God alone

I’ll take with me this worry stone

To have and hold when I feel alone

It offers me some peace of mind

Known only to those who take the time.

Where do you find peace and security?

We all need this for our own serenity.

No more do I need to roam

I’ve found my peace right here at home.

By Linda Rush
Remarks by Sarah Wright

It is said that pictures are worth 1,000 words; a poem is rather like an aural picture. Poetry is focused reflection, rather than the lengthy blather that much talk becomes (at least mine does!). However, what the poet has painted with carefully chosen words may be enigmatic. A poem I wrote contrasting the different ways two separate people approached life was thought by a member of my poetry group to describe two parts of the same self. Though the interpretations of the poet and the reader may be different, they can be equally valid insights. 

 

I have a brilliant friend - musician, poet and politician (sort of like P. D. James’s Adam Dalgliesh). We really should have more public servants like John. Once he asked me if I’d written any poetry lately. I replied NO, I’d not been down enough or up enough to do so. He replied, "I don’t think that’s it. To write poetry you have to be really down and really up at the same time." Think about it....

 

I wrote "Count Me In" so long ago that I can’t remember a specific motivation. I had had a bad experience in another church and was hesitant about getting involved with a new church. Clearly I was pleased that I thought I had made the right decision. And, though there have been rocky times at UUCA since then, I still think so.

COUNT ME IN by Sarah Wright
 

perhaps you thought

you came today to

watch me join

the church

 

how wrong you are

 

i joined the church the

second time i came

my action meant

i like you 

quite enough to

spend a second sunday

here

 

i joined the church the 

day i pinned my nametag on

no longer needing

anonymity

 

i joined the church the

day i made a pledge

so you could count on me

a small exchange for

how i've come to

count on you

 

i joined the church the 

day i said i'd serve on a committee

to share the work 

not just the fun

 

oh no my friends

today is not the day 

i join the church

today's the day the 

church joins me

in public declaration of a union 

long since whole

 

The Colors of Sound by Elaine Young
From the piano pores a spectrum of sound
Rising from black and white keys.
This colorless pallette the artist has found
Emits tones that nobody sees.
Like a prism, the music stains the air
With a rainbow of Mozart and Bach.

Colors only an artist can hear

Appear in a chromatic arc.
My poem pictures the human connection of words to music and the natural world around us. Those solid things we can see like trees, running water, and squirrels.  But how about those that are beyond the solid world.  

The wonderful feelings of peace, joy, love, inspiration, and beauty.  These are the colors that only a person who is open to such things will see.  We call that person an artist. And we are all artists.      Oh, yes you are!

We can find beauty in an art gallery, at a high school band concert, and also in our back yard.  Our life at times is like making our way through a cornfield being unable to see, smell, or hear  the corn.  

I believe there are many things around us that we don’t see.  But there can be times - when we clear our minds - some of these interesting things can slide into that empty space. 

My one and only poem focuses on music.  As a young person I loved, not poetry, but music.   Now I realize that to me the best music is poetry and the best poetry is music.     

This human reaction to rhythm and music is inborn.  I have an example:  My grandson was born with three holes in his heart.  The doctors didn’t want to do the surgery until he was a few months old.  The baby was unable to eat much and had trouble sleeping.  

The times when I kept Joe overnight to give his mother a full night’s sleep I accidently found something that would lull him to sleep.  It was music - a very special piece of music - it was the only music that worked and he was able to sleep.  

It worked every time both before and after his surgery.  

I could feel him relax as soon as I started singing  Mairzy Doats.  I’ll bet some of you know the song:   It’s an old song, one I learned many years ago from my mother.   Here’s the poetry of this song:  

Mairzy Doats and dozy doats 

And liddle lamzyy divey,

A kiddley divey too, 

Wouldn’t you? 

Well, if the words sound queer, 

And funny to your ear, 

A little bit jumbled and jivey.

Sing mares eat oats,

And does eat oats

And little lambs eat ivy

A kid will eat ivy too,

Wouldn't you?

I learned from my newly born grandson that from the beginning of life the magic, the soothing and yes, the inspiration, of poetry and music is born in us just

sitting there waiting for us to listen.   

Joe is now healthy and enjoying his life.     So am I.

Remarks by Alice Phillips
I could be facetious and say that I write poetry because I am rotten in music and visual arts, but I read and write poetry because I love language. I love the challenge of concise, economical expression of an idea. The idea itself is not unique; it is the clothing it wears that makes the reader, and me, say “Yes, that's how it is.”

Why is” Valentine” a poem? I could have said, “I have had a varied teaching career with many types of students. I care for them and have learned a lot from them.”  That is truth, but it is not poetry; it doesn't sing.

I loathe sentimentality, which makes a poem like “Valentine” so difficult to write. I think that is why I add a couple notes of lightness, to let you know I don't take myself too seriously. 

I suppose I should say something about nature. Obviously the natural world is very important to me, but I do not write about nature. I use the natural world to help me understand and reflect my own thoughts and feelings. 

In this congregation are several people who know exactly where the dogbane patch is in Meadow One, have seen the fritillaries, have taken photographs there. I hope that the poem “Healing” causes them to smile and nod their heads in recognition of a shared experience, another reason why I write poetry,

VALENTINE by Alice Phillips
To Rivers Reed: the music of his name

did not help him breath tear gas

on harsh streets;

And Gloria, who did not want her son 

to choke on pickle brine;

To Carlos Bean,

whose abused body died,

his funeral attended by a few nieces

and nephews doing the right thing;

To Cheryl, whose frail body could not stand

against the wind near Buchtel Hall,

who longed to claim her womanhood;

And to the old guys from the shops

who did not trust professors of education

(how right they were);

To the reverend student who needed to withdraw

with dignity intact;

And Marilyn with beautiful sweaters , who needed 

to know the rules of this game called

Going to College

and to measure herself against them;

And even to Smitty safely, I hope, locked up.

To all of you who taught me

what I need to know to be a teacher,

my heart, my thanks.
HEALING: OR WHY I LOVE DOGBANE by Alice Phillips
Near the end of June dogbane begins to bloom.

No matter that the field has been plowed

and planted with seed to attract wildlife.

The dogbane will spread

and grow waist high

in summers of rain or drought,

hosting, sustaining

a world of insects.

I stand within the patch

until my spirit quiets and my eyes

begin to see the bounty:

beetles, metallic orange and green,

basking at leaf tips;

and bees, of course;

skippers, rare and common;

coral-beaded hairstreaks.

Now and then a white

or sulfur drops by, too restless

to point a lens at.

But the glory of the dogbane is the clouds of velvet fritillaries,

silver spangles gleaming

in the  sun.

Hatched in violet beds

across the meadow,

they come here to

feast on the sweet

white bells

until, with ragged wings,  they return to lay next summer's eggs.

No longer do I snap at everything in sight;

I know to stand patient and still, basking, feeding

on this place,

waiting for the perfect shot,

sure that if it doesn't

come this year,

dogbane will be here

and I can try again.

Kenyon Summer Dance

Swallowtail butterflies

weave among leafy oak branches.

Cicadas, sparrows, and human activity

make music and rhythm.

Mowers and leaf-blowers play ever louder,

But it is the tiny cicadas, singing in chorus, 

That rise above all to crescendo.

As the swallowtail dancers circle, flit, and swirl,

The cicadas perform in ensembles:

first on my right,

then on my left,

then all around me.

Nature’s miniature jazz musicians – 

I hear them, and enjoy their call and response.

Dawn L. Corley

UU Church of Akron, 15 July 2010

Commentary by Dawn Corley:
I have been a writer ever since I learned how to put together my first paragraph.  Writing any form of poetry, however, eluded me.  Perhaps it was all of the rules, requirements, and jargon of elementary school (Can we say iambic pentameter?) that scared me away.  So, when Reverend Tim put out his call for Poetry Sunday, I didn’t think that I would have a piece to contribute. 

I didn’t count on the transformative experience of Summer Institute. We were encouraged to give up our online social communities in order to make lasting ties with the UU community assembled at Kenyon College.  I’d also made a personal decision to avoid overloading myself the way I had through my college years so that I could be fully present during this wonderful time.

I was on Middle Path, under the vibrant green canopy of oak and maple trees on a hot sunny morning when I witnessed the “Kenyon Summer Dance.”  Annoyed at first by the human noise, I found myself watching the swallowtail butterflies overhead, their colors contrasting with the foliage.  I found myself amused that, for all of their efforts, the human noise-makers couldn’t drown out the cicadas.  

And then something unexpected happened.  A word, two words, a phrase, and then images, begin to drift down and flit around my shoulders.  The tribal cacophony of sounds wrapped around them and carried them into my mind.  Even then, I didn’t rush to take everything down.  I sat still and absorbed until the last note carried the last word into my consciousness, and then I jotted the whole of it down in the little notebook that Michael Hill, the instructor for my Writing Lives seminar, had given each one of us for just that purpose:  to catch the sacred moments as they happen.

I did not need to make more than a couple of minor changes to what is my first poem.  I had allowed myself be present to the moment and trusted the process, just as I do with my essays.  I truly believe that any writing that flows from the senses, mind, and spirit, and has as its goal the capture and expression of a unique - and yet universal - experience, transcends the mundane, regardless of genre. All are sacred texts.
AT THE SEIBERLING NATURE REALM by Mary Petrich

 

Standing quietly and still

On the path beneath the trees

With arm outstretched and palm upward

Holding sunflower seeds, my offering,

I am rewarded when, light as a feather,

The chickadee lands,

Takes my offering and then is gone.

But my feeling of joy lingers on.

 

The second poem I'm going to read is entitled "The Woods," and it is in the poetry form of a sestina. I don't expect you to be acquainted with this form, so I'll explain.  It consists of six verses of six lines each and then a concluding three line verse.  There are no rhymes, but the distinguishing feature is that the six ending words of each line in the first verse are repeated in each succeeding verse in a prescribed pattern.
 (After hearing the poem, you may or may not be able to name the six repeated words.)

 
THE WOODS  (A Sestina) by Mary Petrich

This is a favorite place of mine, these woods

Where I have been at one with nature –

Sunday afternoon walks with mother and father,

As a child with my sister racing sticks in the creek,

Learning the names of the spring wild flowers,

Examining deer tracks, admiring the big trees.

The neighbor boys carved on the trunks of the beech trees,

Hearts with names: they too loved the woods.

I doubt that they paid attention to the flowers –

That was not in their nature.

But, yes, I can see them playing in the creek,

Yet never in sight of my father.

This land belonged to my father and his father.

Known to them were many of these same trees.

From the farm you had to cross the creek

Before you got into the back woods.

There, at its best, was true nature

With rich soil full of ferns and flowers.

The trillium and jack-in-the-pulpit were my pet flowers;

The hepatica, a favorite of my father,

It an early sign of spring by Mother Nature,

With purple blossoms on the hill under the trees – 

A welcome sight at the edge of the woods

And not far from the meandering creek.

I loved the Little Beech Creek

And didn’t want to desert the flowers.

So I held unto the land with the woods

After the death of my father.

And there I could walk among the trees

And commune with this world of nature.

But now it’s time to share this love of nature,

To let others become acquainted with the creek

And walk freely among the trees

And learn their names and those of the flowers.

And so, in memory of my mother and father,

I give to the nearby school these precious woods.

Still standing will be the trees, in Mother Nature.

No development, only woods, and the winding creek,

And in season, the flowers: this land of my father.

 
I am not a prolific poet, but I have been writing poems off and on since childhood when my first poems were about kittens.  I remember Wordsworth's definition of poetry as being, Strong feeling recollected in tranquility.  And I would not argue with that.  Over the years many of my poems are a record of certain events in my life - the high points, the extra emotional periods, sometimes the searching, and sometimes just observations.  It can be fun to pen a few lines as a gift for special occasions.  Or therapeutic as a means of showing concern when little else can be done.  And for one who likes puzzles, writing a poem in a special format, such as the sestina, or a sonnet, or whatever, can become an enjoyable challenge.  And for those who think that one must understand or dissect a poem, I conclude with a quote from Archibald MacLeish, "A poem should not mean but be.”
Remarks by Lois Davis
I have been writing poetry for about four years – attending a class in the “Encore” program at Tri C.  I love “in the moment” poetry, gaining an impression at a glance and then getting it down on paper.  The fun is to tweak the writing 20 maybe 30 times until it is perfect.  I read poetry every day, many diverse poets and this as well as writing provide me with an enormous amount of pleasure.

THE VISIT by Lois Davis
My father came last night, oddly quiet

for one so welcome: usually animated

and social.  He looked directly into my face

trying to convey some message.

How soft and pale he looked; strange,

unusual.  I yearn to hug but hesitate.

His wavy hair glints like chestnuts

newly sprung from spikey shells.  Was

it silver the last time I saw him?

My limbs heavy, moving in slow motion,

uncooperative sheets billow over the bed,

for surely he will stay the night.

Gone in the morning the unmade bed

not slept in.  No impression on the pillow.

Gone to wherever the dead go

when they are not in our dreams.

SWEET SPRING TOAD by Lois Davis
Bending low to pluck a weed

a sudden movement

reveals a small spring toad.

Dark and knobby

mimicking the black earth

it seems to look me in the eye.

I click my tongue and hum

a maternal song.

Wonder at the ancient need 

that compels such music

for infants of every kind.

A Soul in Action Through Language

Rev. Tim Temerson

August 15, 2010


I want to begin by thanking all of our amazing poets for sharing their work. I so admire your gift for putting words together in such a way that they challenge the mind, touch the heart, and stir the soul. What a gift you have and what a joy it is to have you share those gifts with all of us.


Although I don’t write poetry, I want to say a few words about the role poetry plays in my life, and especially in my spiritual life. You see, poetry has this mysterious power to touch something deep inside of me – something that leads me to slow down, to listen and become more aware, and to experience a sense of connection to a deeper truth and reality. I love the description by the poet and critic Edward Hirsch which I borrowed for the title of my remarks – poetry is a soul in action through language. That’s precisely what poetry does to me. It stirs my spirit and gets my soul moving.

I remember one particular time when a poem opened a door in my life and led me to experience one of those inexplicable moments when the divine breaks into life and changes us forever. 


One evening, as I got out of my car and walked toward the front door of my house after an especially long and busy day, I stopped for a minute to look up at the night sky. There must have been a million stars visible. They were so bright and felt so close that it felt like I could almost reach out and touch them.

As I stood in the driveway looking up at all those stars, an overwhelming feeling of gratitude came over me. I felt so incredibly fortunate and blessed to be part of a universe filled with so much beauty and so much wonder. The feeling was so strong, in fact, that as I looked up at the sky, I said, out loud, “thank you.”


Right after I spoke my gratitude for the stars, a nearby bird began to sing. Normally I wouldn’t take much note of a bird singing on a beautiful evening. But this time was different. You see, I had recently read a poem by one of my favorite poets, Wendell Berry, called “The Hidden Singer.” In that poem, Berry provides the most beautiful image of God I have ever encountered. For Berry, God is not a distant, angry being wielding fire and a sword, but rather a hidden singer who resembles a small bird that is always, always singing.

In that incredible moment when I was so overcome with gratitude that I said “thank you” and then heard the beautiful sounds of a nearby bird, I couldn’t help but conclude that my “thank you” had received a “You’re Welcome” from that tiny bird, from that hidden singer.


And that’s what touches me most about poetry – its ability to help me listen, to feel, and to live more deeply. In many ways, I think writing and reading poetry is all about listening – listing to life, to nature, and to the mystery at the heart of all being. And as my story suggests, you don’t need to be a poet to listen deeply. Each and every one of us can follow the poet’s example and slow down long enough to listen, to experience, and to find truth and meaning in life.

Friends, as you make your journeys of the spirit, take time to listen deeply - to savor and celebrate moments of joy and wonder and to find comfort and peace in times of sorrow and pain. And when you encounter that hidden singer, whenever you experience that moment of connection and truth, write it down so that you will remember. Whether you choose to express yourself in a poem, a journal, a song, or simply on the back of an envelope, the important thing is to keep listening. You just never know what you may hear or feel or experience in the midst of the wondrous mystery that is our lives.


Thank you so very much for listening and blessed be.

