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While | Am Writing a Poem to Celebrate Summer, the Meadowlark Begins to Sing, by Mary
Oliver

Mary Oliver, Owls and other Fantasies, pp 34-35

Sixty-seven years, oh Lord, to look at the clouds,
the trees in deep, moist summer,

daisies and morning glories
opening every morning

their small, ecstatic faces-
Or maybe I should just say = o




