
 

 

 

 

The Summer Day  

 

Who made the world? 

Who made the swan, and the black bear? 

Who made the grasshopper? 

This grasshopper, I mean- 

the one who has flung herself out of the grass, 

the one who is eating sugar out of my hand, 

who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down- 

who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes. 

Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face. 

Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away. 

I don’t know exactly what a prayer is. 

I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down 

into the grass, how to kneel down in the grass, 

how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields, 

which is what I have been doing all day. 

Tell me, what else should I have done? 

Doesn’t everything die at last, and too soon? 

Tell me, what is it you plan to do 

with your one wild and precious life? 

 

        Mary Oliver  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
 

Praying 

 

It doesn’t have to be 

the blue iris, it could be 

weeds in a vacant lot, or a few 

small stones; just 

pay attention, then patch 

a few words together and don’t try 

to make them elaborate, this isn’t 

a contest but the doorway 

into thanks, and a silence in which 

another voice may speak. 

 

       Mary Oliver 

  



 

 

  

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud  

 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host, of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the milky way, 

They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay: 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

 

The waves beside them danced; but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company: 

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought: 

 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And dances with the daffodils. 

       William Wordsworth  



 

 

 

 
 

Cathedral Poet in Exile 
 

Abbey Square cobbles are fists 

under my shoes. I don’t miss them, 

nor those mornings of organ-tuning, 

the air slabbed with rising notes 

of random length. Abrupt stops. 

St. Werbergh’s Shrine sighing. 

 

And I hadn’t thought about  

candles lit in Chapel harbours,  

bright glass gaze of angels, saints, 

Choir’s wooded stalactite parade, 

till I stood where branches arch 

over this bluebell-peppered glade. 

 

Trees touch fingertips in prayer. 

Sunlight’s dapple dissolves words. 

Air drifts in an incense of silence. 

I am held in canopied sanctuary, 

taste again that poise of space 

that shimmers at the brink. 

 

     Julia McGuinness  

  



 

 

Mapping The Drive Home: Chester to Ellesmere Port  

 
I draw a circle, Chester in the centre, 

ink in roads north to ‘The Port,’ add names,  

the occasional necessity of numbers: 

with a nod to options, turns I hope not to make. 

 

Pubs, especially those no longer with us: 

Sportsman, Strawberry, lost to new flats; 

The Frog, kissed into The Brewer’s Arms - 

What happened to the friend I lunched with there? 

 

Speed Limits: swaddling bands of 30 mph 

prompt racing mind’s flirt with a fine; 

roadside crannies where speed vans crouch;  

lamp-post that nails that change-lane moment. 

 

Landmarks of might-have-beens: 

Road dip, pylon-hum where a woman jogs, 

unaware of joint-strain and knee-burn ahead. 

Beyond the roundabout, a car-shunt; whiplash claim. 

 

Handy post-box by bus-stop lay-by.  

Petrol-station price checkpoints.  

A nod to Morrison’s clock. 

How many minutes slow today?  

 

For my own amusement, names 

that could be names:  

Dale Barracks, Heath Road, Gordon Lane. 

White elephant for the Zoo - though it doesn’t have one. 

 

Some seasonal extras: 

Rain-blocked drains that spout car-judder floods;  

chestnut trees’ bloom of cream candles; 

Corner house’s shout of Christmas lights. 

 

Circuitry overlaid by the mind’s traffic:  

Remember his birthday; pay Gas bill; 

calorie-count; kittens’ tablets. 

Six miles. Twenty minutes.  

Mappa Mundi. 

 


