Three nature poems for Book Club
BESIDE THE WATERFALL			by Mary Oliver    1994

At dawn
the big dog-Winston by name-
reached down
into the leaves-tulips and willows mostly-beside the white
waterfall,
and dragged out,

into plain sight, a fawn;
it was scarcely larger than a rabbit

and, thankfully, it was dead.
Winston
looked over the
delicate, spotted body and then deftly
tackled
the beautiful flower-like head,
breaking it and breaking it off and
swallowing it.
All the while this was happening

it was growing lighter. When I called to him
Winston merely looked up.
     Grizzled around the chin

and with kind eyes, 
he, too, if you’re willing,
had a face
like a flower; and then the red sun

which had been rising all the while anyway, 
broke
clear of the trees and dropped its wild,
clawed light
over everything.
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THE MOTHS						by Mary Oliver    1992	
There’s a kind of white moth, I don’t know			
what kind, that glimmers							
by mid-May 
in the forest, just 
as the pink moccasin flowers
are rising.

If you notice anything, 
it leads you to notice
more
and more.

And anyway
I was so full of energy.
I was always running around, looking
at this and that.

If I stopped 
the pain
was unbearable.

If I stopped and thought, maybe
the world
can’t be saved, 
the pain 
was unbearable.

Finally, I noticed enough.
All around me in the forest
the white moths floated.

How long do they live, fluttering
in and out of the shadows? 

You aren’t much, I said
one day to my reflection
in a green pond, 
and grinned.

The wings of the moths catch the sunlight
and burn
so brightly.

At night, sometimes, 
they slip between the pink lobes
of the moccasin flowers and lie there until dawn, 				
motionless								
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The Lake Isle of Innisfree 				by W. B. Yeats    1888
I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made:
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee;
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.
And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.
I will arise and go now, for always night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,
I hear it in the deep heart’s core.
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