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for Scott

I’ll be the reason your own sap’s reviving.

I’ll mainline the light to your veins.

—Ali Smith
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It’s spring as I write this, and everything is beginning to bloom. The trees are finally bursting into color. Wild violets are purpling the lawns in my neighborhood. It feels like joy made tangible, because here’s the thing about joy: it’s always here, accessible to us, even when we don’t see it.

We say that things “bring us joy,” but my experience is that joy is not brought, not really. It’s brought out. It’s like the bulbs sleeping beneath the dirt, like the magnolia blossoms folded tightly in their pods, like the leaves waiting for their time to unfurl.

Fran’s work—his writing, his teaching, his caregiving, his being-in-the-world—is bringing out joy. He unearths it, brushes it off, holds it up so we can see what was there all along.

These poems bring out joy in me.

I hope they bring out joy in you, too.
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Maggie Smith

April 2021

Joy

Hello!
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Good morrow!

Welcome!

Here we are

to greet and grow and live 

together in the time lapse of bulbs waking up

through the ground and feeling 

their way around the dead 

leaves, bits of bark,

spent wicks from New Year’s firecrackers 

that hid beneath the snow

with frozen holly berries,

and all the other remembrances of winter that, 

if my daughter ever naps,

I will rake with my hands into a wheelbarrow,

schlep across the swollen lawn,

and dump into the compost heap 

to rot and feed

next year’s children of this year’s flowers.
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Do you feel how new we all are?

How limber?

Like my friend who,

after drinking too much whisky,

climbs out through the downstairs window of my house

so not to disturb those gypsy wrens who

built their nest in the Valentine’s wreath on our front door,

the one we’ll now leave up through June,

until they can properly say goodbye to their children, 

downsize to the waterfront

dogwood by my creek,

and reminisce about how the sunlight

broke each morning over the birch in the front yard, 

peppering light through its flaky branches

onto the home where their babies learned to fly,

but before that flight turned

their downy brown bodies

into smooth brown specks

coasting further

and further
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away.

This is supposed to be loud–

a flourish from that half-dead daylily

I bought from a roadside stand,

who pops her head out first 

each year now,

calling to those still sleeping to

wake up!

It is time to billow! 

To stun!

To flabbergast and awe 

all those sick with winter 

and pale from the interior 

who have forgotten

how fucking beautiful it is 

to be alive

right

now!

Let’s get naked,

go down to the river, 

baptize our bodies

in the church of fresh dirt, and watch

the tiny hairs on our sun-sick limbs 

stand at attention in the cold water 

like the empty flagpoles

of undiscovered countries, 

basking in the freedom

of knowing no king.

Blossom, friends!

This is the time for it!

All of these budding-out trees are spitting oxygen

for nobody else but you,
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you beautiful, 

stardusted, 

happenstance, 

realization of a dream.

Hello.

Good morrow. 

Welcome.
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One
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or

the great big backwards glance
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Evening Embryonic
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Hallelujah and the falling

rain against the window

all night while we sleep safe 

on the inside and lucky—


nothing but the dark and the hum,

nothing of the tumult

outside, no light,

just floating,

floating,

the two of us bedded 

down, and the new 

life further in,


all three

quiet and curled, 

heartbeat and rhythm, 

flutter and pump,

goodnight, goodnight,
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goodnight.
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Good Morning, Blueberry
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Awoken early

to the steady rain and a cricket chirp 

from the app on my phone

that’s tracking fetal growth,

[bigger today

than last week’s sweet pea 

and the apple seed

the week before]

we live each day marveled 

at the unfurling, this 

blooming, bit by bit,

today’s “blueberry” awakening 

some cautious joy within,

and the whole day becomes a showering

of pleasantry and devotion,


good morning, love 

good morning, wife 

good morning, blueberry 

hello daybreak,

and fresh start,

and wanting to stay alive



and everything is hope, 

and motion, and runoff,

and thinking in fast forward, 

the thaw and the sprouting life,

reminded, too, of that little fruit bush 

plopped in the clay

last spring like a premonition, 

because we thought we could 

make it grow, the burlapped bundle 

jam-packed with tiny green

berries that soon faded 

near purple,

which the birds quickly plundered, 

but how, in the weeks before,

the backyard mornings 

were so awake,

Leah laughing from the patio 

while I bumbled through

the garden, caked with bliss, 

talking the whole time,


good morning, blueberry!

kind regards,

cheers to your fresh growth!
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and how bright it was,

before the beaks and the theft

and the learning that no more could grow 

without a second,

something about cross pollination, 

each plant needing

another to thrive, oh, 

how we need each other    to thrive—


Blueberry,

I cannot wait to see 

what you become,

when you’re pushed into this world 

that is so full

of anger, and fear, and people

all the time just wanting

to die. Tell me, how could you

do anything but

glimmer?



I’m sorry, but

how can we 

do anything 

but shine?
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