








Reflections on Life and Nature
Kit Dwyer

No “I” in Ritual
From the living room floor, eyes open after meditation, my body stretches head to toe. Daylight spills over the horizon and penetrates the wall of windows. Once-hidden hues, mostly green, show gold and orange tinges of summer’s wane.
A tiny hummingbird visits each flowerpot on the deck, then rests for a moment on the railing. Its green iridescent belly glows. A yellow-bellied sapsucker finishes a turn at the feeder before it flitters safely to the forest with a prize.
A gentle rain begins to fall under almost imperceptible thunder. Sudden sunbeams strike out from dark globs of pewter clouds onto still-dripping trees. Imagine a rainbow somewhere. Good fortune noted.
Adjust today’s intention list on the kitchen counter: Write thank-you notes. Walk later.
Tear out the square of Earl Grey. Sniff the fine mesh then drop it to the hot mug like a lure on a fishing line. Read the saying on the tag. Down the three capsules on the counter with a sip from the top.
Collect the mug, the phone, the book, the list, and rise the steps to my writing space, careful to include a smile and not add more drips on the carpet.

Death Impressions
The coffin harbors 
White satin pleats
Ambient stillness
A face
Closed eyelids glued cold
Expression excluded
Worn-out shell
People whispering
Loss whimpering
—
An old woman I didn’t know well
My dogs
Then, my sister
My brother-in-law
Parents
Friends
It never ends
—
Like leaves and petals go to ground
Some slowly
Some stormily
The dead fall
To places beyond
Needs erased
Towering trees stand watch
Longer than we can stay

Josie’s Gift
Plastic grapes in the hallway, plastic wrap on the divan, 
my visit to Grandma’s house began.
Fur coats and mothballs behind the door,
quiet and dark, it always smelled poor.
Soft, wrinkly hands bid my younger self explore
one gift from her jewelry box to have forevermore.
A set of blue enamel, pink roses, with rhines, (insert 032 – Grandma Josie’s earing)
the kind with brass earlobe screws, could be mine.
From behind me, she held them against my white locks 
as I sat before the oval mirror—for dress-up mock.
A cookie from her kitchen and her warm hug—
there used to be two, before move-aways tugged.
Now only one, in all its splendor.
Love endures, more than grandeur.

Strides Through Divorce
I could have listened, but I didn’t hear.
I could have tried more, but I was afraid.
I could have struggled on, but I was intimidated.
I could have laughed, but I cried.
I could have stayed silent, but I spoke up.
I could have lied, but I knew better.
I could have accused, but I pardoned.
I could have stayed the same, but I ventured.
I could have given up, but I was determined.
I could have looked away.
But instead, I looked up.

Seeking Soul
Longing, I step outside to discover the nature of the day.
Hot mug and cold air blur my vision. Resign to other senses.
Perhaps it is in the cries of alluring loons, bickering blue jays, tittering titmouse, chattering chickadee, and whapping woodpecker.
Perhaps it is in the nuthatch’s taut flits to grab a bug or cautious sip from the tree trunk hole.
Perhaps it is in the breeze between the outstretched tips of eagle wings, circling.
Perhaps it is in my glimpse of the moon’s change beyond branches with dark, stubborn leaves.
Perhaps it was in our shared eye-spark when we greeted each other.
Perhaps it was when I stroked your soft fur and kept our ritual of play, walk, eat.
Perhaps it was in the places where your tongue brushed my skin, or you leaned against my leg.
Perhaps it is in the clatter at the shore where waves talk like people splashing on rocks.
Perhaps it is under the surface where your paws paddled, while you sniffed over fish and turtles and otter, seeking your yellow ball now out of sight.
Perhaps it is in the moment I find your soul, nestled under my rib, and heed your fervent lessons: Care for those who need care. Keep seeking.

Deciding
“Mom, look! That bird is taking a seed right out of Dad’s hand.”
“I don’t think he’d mind if you joined him out there.”
“Sorry, Dad, I didn’t mean to ruin it with the sound of the door.”
“That’s okay. Come sit next to me, then be very still. I think it will come back.”
“Why would that bird take a seed from your hand? How did you get it to do that?”
“Well, the black-capped chickadee’s the most likely of the birds at our feeder to be so bold. Remember that book you gave me for my birthday? It says that chickadees are extremely curious. So, I tried holding out my palm with a few of their favorite black sunflower seeds. I had to be quite still and become part of the scene.”
Dad kept his hand laid against the railing with his offering while he said to the chickadee, “Shik-a-dee-dee-dee-dee.”
“Shik-a-dee-dee-dee-dee,” I mimicked back. “Maybe that makes us friend-birds, only bigger.”
“Oh, here it comes again! I think he likes you.”
“Is it a he-bird? How can you tell? I like the way this one tips its head from side to side before he hops toward you. He’s deciding, each time he comes back from the forest, isn’t he?”
“That’s a way for this small one to stay safe. It checks out for danger, like when you’re at the top of the hill holding your sled, deciding which route to descend and when it’s clear to shove off.”
“Boy, oh boy, I can hardly wait for winter to go sledding. I don’t think you’ll be out here holding your hand for the birds when it’s cold and snowing.”
“Probably not, but by then there will be new bird visitors to study.”
