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How calm it was!—the silence there
  By such a chain was bound
That even the busy woodpecker        
  Made stiller with her sound

The inviolable quietness;
  The breath of peace we drew
With its soft motion made not less
  The calm that round us grew.       

There seemed from the remotest seat
  Of the wide mountain waste
To the soft flower beneath our feet,
  A magic circle traced . . . . 
                                 - Percy Bysshe Shelley

The drip of  the rain on the various leaves 
was pleasant to hear. More especially 
marked were the flat low-toned bumps 
and splashes of  large drops from the 

trees on the broad horizontal leaves of  
Echinopanax horridum, like the drumming of  
thunder-shower drops on veratrum and palm 
leaves, while the mossses were indescribably 

beautiful, so fresh, so bright, so cheerily 
green, and all so low and calm and silent, 
however heavy and wild the wind and rain 
blowing and pouring above them. 
   - John Muir

   . . . escaped
From the vast city, where I long had pined
A discontented sojourner, now free,
Free as a bird to settle where I will.

What dwelling shall receive me? In what vale
Shall be my harbor? Underneath what grove
Shall I take up my home? And what clear stream
Shall with its murmur lull me into rest?

The earth is all before me. With a heart 
Joyous, nor scared at its own liberty,
I look about; and should the chosen guide
Be nothing better than a wandering cloud,
I cannot miss my way.
   - William Wordsworth

Bear

It’s not my track,
I say, seeing
the ball of  the foot and the wide heel
and the naily, untrimmed
toes. And I say again,
for emphasis,

to no one but myself, since no one is
with me. This is
not my track, and this is an extremely
large foot, I wonder
how large a body must be to make
such a track, I am beginning to make

bad jokes. I have read probably
a hundred narratives where someone saw
just what I am seeing. Various things
happened next. A fairly long list, I won’t

go into it. But not one of  them told
what happened next – I mean, before whatever happens –

how the distances light up, how the clouds
are the most lovely shapes you have ever seen, how

the wild flowers at your feet begin distilling a fragrance
different, and sweeter than any you ever stood upon before – how

every leaf  on the whole mountain is aflutter.
     - Mary Oliver

petal by petal
yellow mountain roses fall --
sound of  the rapids
  - Basho-

I’ll walk a long time out among those stars

until I’m not so sure in their wild light 

just where I am or where I started,

until the shimmering cosmos burns so bright

it seems I am that fire and always was,

adrift through time’s dark distances.

The fire seethed once in a whirling cloud

and the cloud was me, it was me

that spewed and surged in molten torrents

and cooled, heavy, as the great rains fell.

It was me holding still when all that moved

was wind on water, and me that stirred,

a speck in the deeps where hot vents flowed –

and the speck splitting away was also me,

and all those slippery surfaces as I changed

again and again, churning tail, fins and gills,

the mouth that first sucked air was mine,

mine were the feet that found their way,

that carried my shifting and shifting self,

the carefully listening ears were mine,

the eyes gazing across the land, and up

at the far-strewn brilliance of  night –

my own forgotten face shines there,

and where in this bright heaven could I be lost?
   - John Daniel

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods,
There is a rapture on the lonely shore,
There is society where none intrudes,
By the deep Sea, and music in its roar:

I love not Man the less, but Nature more,
From these our interviews, in which I steal
From all I may be, or have been before,
To mingle with the Universe, and feel

What I can ne’er express, yet cannot all conceal.

  - George Gordon, Lord Byron

I think myself  into the twisting
bodies of  the northern lights
violet   pearl green   and we seem
so small from this height
our clam-white fingers
grasping walls   eyes sealed

see the ravines
the sun will not reach
for months now   blinding
arms of  snow
 - Caroline Goodwin

Wolf at Beaver Creek, Wrangell Mountains, Alaska

  for Allison

This gray shape before me
not any known thing.

From twenty feet, my eyes slide
into other eyes like offering plates

full of wild streaks of darkening sky.
The creek rushes in its small calling.

He moves first, turns from the trail,
trots off, turns, stares

trots, stops, stares
three more times before the willows

swallow him. I am rooted under clouds
ripping in winds too high to hear,

that other eye heaving in the heart.

   - Mike Burwell

Out into the crashing again – we got again into some rips, splashy - but the boat handles great, so stable. We cut through behind some rocks, a narrow channel – then, coming into 
this bay, we went behind a rock just offshore the point – it was a real messy place, it had been like that on most of our points, how big – 8 feet, at most? Random, jumbled swells, 
pointy waves. Big breaking rock – we cut behind, not much room – lots of green water – we’re going for it, and a rock we hadn’t seen suddenly shows, big and brown and below us to 
one side, while the other is breaking too – whoosh I just paddled, but the wave over the rock sloshed us, light green water and foam high as my head – good boat. So came in here to 
the head of the bay, pretty bay. Little meadow with starflower, yarrow, epilobium, some bog violet –

I know places
Where you
Should not let me
Take you
Unless you chain
Your soul

To something heavy.
You will gaze
Slack-jawed
At water bursting
From limestone cliffs
Diving headlong

Into bottomless fjords,
Splintering into rainbows
As it plunges
And throwing light
On promises
You made yourself

In darkness years ago
But soon forgot.
If you go
With me
You risk losing
Your house

To a banker
Your lover
To a neighbor
Your job
To a sycophant.
Maybe you should

Just stay home,
A warm drink
Beside your favorite chair,
A friendly and familiar
Stack of bills
Nearby.
 - Dan Crane

Knives

  . . . the natural world is a spiritual house,
  where the pillars that are alive, let slip
  at times some strangely garbled words . . . 

 - Charles Baudelaire

Leaving work with my blue bag full of  bills
I step into winds blasting winter’s crust,
Winds that rake the sharp ridges of  the hills
Grinding winter to a white talc: dust

In opaque shards, stretched to grit, blown down
To pile up meekly behind rocks, tires, trees,
To rust in the wide light embracing town,
A metal light where April turns its key.
How wonderful to feel the winds sing:

Knives shaking high up in a bleak, glacial drawer,
Finally spilling over the peaks, cutting
Us wide, slicing through each plane to the eye’s core,
Spinning down on us who hide in winter’s lee,
Ready to bleed on these low shores by the sea.
                                -Mike Burwell
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St. Lazaria, Hazy and
Forrester Island Refuges 

designated Wilderness, 1970

Columbus
Day

Early October: start bulbs (paper-whites,  amaryllis) for forcing indoors, put poinsettia in the dark

A f t e r  f i r s t  f r o s t :  d i g  d a h l i a ,  g l a d i o l a  t u b e r s

Alaska Day

Halloween

P u t  s e a w e e d  o n  y o u r  g a r d e n Navy shells Angoon, 1882

MS Prinsendam fire 1980

Captain James Cook 1728
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