

[image: ]




[image: ]




OTHER BOOKS BY MARY OLIVER

POETRY
No Voyage and Other Poems
The River Styx, Ohio, and Other Poems
Twelve Moons
American Primitive
Dream Work
House of Light
New and Selected Poems Volume One
White Pine
West Wind
The Leaf and the Cloud
What Do We Know
Owls and Other Fantasies
Why I Wake Early
Blue Iris
New and Selected Poems Volume Two
Thirst
Red Bird
The Truro Bear and Other Adventures

CHAPBOOKS AND SPECIAL EDITIONS
The Night Traveler
Sleeping in the Forest
Provincetown
Wild Geese (UK Edition)

PROSE
A Poetry Handbook
Blue Pastures
Rules for the Dance
Winter Hours
Long Life
Our World (with photographs by Molly Malone Cook)





For Anne Taylor





CONTENTS

Yellow

Swans

Heart Poem

Prince Buzzard

Li Po and the Moon

Thinking of Swirler

Snowy Egret

Violets

Then Bluebird Sang

We Shake with Joy

Spring

The Poet Always Carries a Notebook

More Honey Locust

Halleluiah

It Was Early

Water

If You Say It Right, It Helps the Heart to Bear It

Empty Branch in the Orchard

A Lesson from James Wright

Deep Summer

Almost a Conversation

There Are a Lot of Mockingbirds in This Book

Prayer

At the Pond

To Begin With, the Sweet Grass

With Thanks to the Field Sparrow, Whose Voice Is So Delicate and Humble

Landscape in Winter

I Want to Write Something So Simply

Evidence

I Am Standing

Schubert

Moon and Water

When I Was Young and Poor

At the River Clarion

Philip’s Birthday

I Want

About Angels and About Trees

Meeting Wolf

Just Rain

Mysteries, Yes

Imagine

First Days in San Miguel de Allende

The Trees

Broken, Unbroken

The Singular and Cheerful Life

Another Summer Begins





We create ourselves by our choices.

—Kierkegaard




Yellow


There is the heaven we enter
through institutional grace
and there are the yellow finches bathing and singing
in the lowly puddle.




Swans


They appeared
    over the dunes,
they skimmed the trees
and hurried on

to the sea
    or some lonely pond
        or wherever it is
            that swans go,

urgent, immaculate,
    the heat of their eyes
        staring down
            and then away,

the thick spans
    of their wings
        as bright as snow,
            their shoulder-power

echoing
    inside my own body.
        How could I help but adore them?
            How could I help but wish

that one of them might drop
    a white feather
        that I should have
            something in my hand

to tell me
    that they were real?
        Of course
            this was foolish.

What we love, shapely and pure,
    is not to be held,
        but to be believed in.
            And then they vanished, into the unreachable distance.
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