
    
What We Need Is Here  
  
Geese appear high over us, 
pass, and the sky closes. Abandon, 
as in love or sleep, holds 
them to their way, clear 
in the ancient faith: what we need 
is here. And we pray, not 
for new earth or heaven, but to be 
quiet in heart, and in eye, 
clear. What we need is here. 
   - Wendell Berry 

 

  God's World 

 
O world, I cannot hold thee close enough! 
   Thy winds, thy wide grey skies! 
   Thy mists, that roll and rise! 
Thy woods, this autumn day, that ache and sag 
And all but cry with colour!   That gaunt crag 
To crush!   To lift the lean of that black bluff! 
World, World, I cannot get thee close enough! 
 
Long have I known a glory in it all, 
         But never knew I this;    
         Here such a passion is 
As stretcheth me apart,—Lord, I do fear 
Thou’st made the world too beautiful this year; 

My soul is all but out of me,—let fall 
No burning leaf; prithee, let no bird call. 
  --Edna St Vincent Millay 
    
  
  
 

 
October 
 
O hushed October morning mild, 
Thy leaves have ripened to the fall; 
Tomorrow’s wind, if it be wild 
Should waste them all. 
The crows above the forest call; 
Tomorrow they may form and go. 
O hushed October morning mild, 
Begin the hours of this day slow. 
Make the day seem to us less brief 
Hearts not averse to being beguiled, 
Beguile us in the way you know. 
Release one leaf at break of day; 
At noon release another leaf; 
One from our trees, one far away. 
Retard the sun with gentle mist; 
Enchant the land with amethyst. 
Slow, slow! 
For the grapes’ sake, if they were all, 
Whose leaves already are burnt with frost, 
Whose clustered fruit must else be lost-- 
For the grapes’ sake along the wall. 
    --Robert Frost 
 
 
 
The birth and death of the leaves are the rapid whirls of the  
eddy whose wider circles move slowly among stars.  

–Rabindranath Tagore,   
#92 from Stray Birds 
 

 

 

 

  



 

Evensong 

 

Near the gravel pit just below 

the crest of Norman Hill, two 

fox sprawl, end of day warmth 

rising from earth.  Across the road, 

hay turned into windrows rings 

William’s field, gold against green 

against gold.  To the west, sun 

flowers itself down the ladder 

of the sky, as heavy clouds break 

to reveal burnished red of ash 

leaves, a fox’s tail disappearing 

into the undergrowth.  At this hour, 

what isn’t prayer? 

  –Todd Davis 

 

 

 
 Footnote to Autumn 
  
Old boulders in the autumn sun and wind, 
Settling a little, leaning toward the light 
As if to store its summer—these remain 
The earth's last gesture in the falling night. 
  
This then is age: It is to have been worked 
By the forces of frost and the unloosening sun, 
It is to bear such markings fine and proud 
As speak of weathers that are long since done. 

  --Loren Eisley 
 
 

 
Autumn 

 
The leaves are falling, falling as if from far up, 
as if orchards were dying high in space. 
each leaf falls as if it were motioning "no." 
  
  And tonight the heavy earth is falling 
  away from all the stars in the loneliness. 
  
  We're all falling.  This hand here is falling. 
  And look at the other one....It's in them all. 
  
  And yet there is Someone, whose hands 
  infinitely calm, hold up all this falling. 
                –Rainer Maria Rilke (trans. Robert Bly) 

 
 
 

 Wet Autumn 
 
Early morning, everything damp all through. 
Cars go by. A ripping sound of tires through water. 
For two days the air 
Has smelled like salamanders. 
The little lake on the edge of town hidden in fog, 
Its cattails and island gone. 
All through the gloom of the dark week 
Bright leaves have been dropping 
From black trees 
Until heaps of color lie piled everywhere 
In the falling rain. 
  --Tom Hennen 
 
 


	–Todd Davis

