

[image: image]


[image: image]

[image: image]

Poems by

Frederick Livingston

––––––––
[image: ]


Legacy Book Press LLC

Camanche, Iowa

Copyright © 2023 Frederick Livingston 

Cover Art by Anna Bride.

Inside Illustrations by Frederick Livingston.

Cover layout by Kaitlea Toohey (kaitleatoohey.com)

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or by any information storage retrieval system without the written permission of the publisher except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

ISBN: 979-8-9867874-7-3

Library of Congress Number: 1-12113617295

For my grandmother 

Anna Mae

[image: image]
––––––––
[image: ]


May I carry burning words 

on your torch
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Praise for

The Moon and Other Fruits

"The poems, often rooted in a specific place indicated in their subtitles, take readers on a journey of exploration and reflection on the beauty and strength of life-cycles, on the flow of energy from rain and sunlight, into fruit, into us. A wise man is able to comprehend the secrets of life and share this knowledge with others. Here, ‘enlightenment’ means not some grandiose achievement, but understanding the flow of "waves within tides within lifetimes." It is good for us to read this inspired and inspirational verse... Highly recommended!"


—Dr. Maja Trochimczyk, President of California State Poetry Society, President of Moonrise Press, author



“Edward Abbey's famous advice to young people was: ‘Flee to the wilderness! The one within, if you can find it.’ Frederick Livingston has fled into the wilderness—both of the world and his own uncharted soul—and returned bearing gifts.

With astounding wordcraft and an unceasing sense of wonder, these poems take us on a journey that spans the planet, and the heart. If you've ever sat on a mountaintop, aching with joy and a desire that you can't quite put your finger on, these poems are for you. If you've ever stared at the moon and felt tears welling up in your eyes, these poems are for you. This is a book to put in your backpack, or keep under your pillow. These are poems to devour slowly, on a train heading into new and mysterious lands.”


—Wess Mongo Jolley, author and editor





“From the garden to Kentucky, kitchen to orchard to Africa, Japan to forest trail, follow Frederick Livingston in “The Moon and Other Fruits” as he travels and honors the moment with deep attention to what’s around him. In these well-considered lines he offers us what has grown and ripened between his well-tuned senses and the world... Take the hint to slow down and read these poems aloud. Listen and you’ll be drawn in, asked to take part, and come out better for the journey.

The coherent love of synched sounds and related themes ties together the variety of density and light—like walking through forest, into meadow, and back—in ways that can keep contemplation and delight alive as you go.”


—Don Freas, poet, designer/craftsman, sculptor
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Awake to delight then hunger

wander until you find a higher light
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One
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last night

I dreamed the Earth 

was spinning

and awoke to illusions 

of stillness
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Gnat Creek
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Oregon

This is no

imperceptible wind showing its course in shifting smoke rising

from our fire

No this is

plunge into river bringing mountains down to show us

what cold is

This is no

opalescent dew collecting on artist conk underbellies

No this is

fistfuls of bright huckleberries ornamenting the understory

This is no

subtle poem

No this is

waking up in your arms
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Praying
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Sinkyone Wilderness, California

hours from uneven gravel

we gather our fragrant things

toothpaste, grapefruit peel, next breakfast 

before laying under stars

dangling beyond reach

we sling sack through high branches 

not because we’ve seen bears today

but because we believe

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Present
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Mendocino, California

three blue jays

take flight from limb 

of red alder

just as my eyes alight on them

let me never say

I made up a poem

but if I listen

I might catch a few

and write them down

before they elope

with the boundless sky
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Cape Town Book Lounge
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South Africa

standing before the poetry shelf

overflowing with finding

having and losing

it occurs to me

I’ve never had

an original thought

in my life

her “you”

flows into

their “you”

and you flow

through me

when I stepped outside

a raincloud consoled me

I know

what it feels like

to fall

into a million pieces

originality no longer

concerns me

who would accuse

one raindrop

of plagiarizing heartbreak

or laughter?
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Do Stones Have Souls?
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Dungeness Spit, Washington

if not

what is

it that

leaves them

when I lift one

from beach rubble

to gather dust

on my windowsill?

plum glass streaked

with green lightning

ember and ocean

tiger striations

spoke such particular

wordless vibrance

then faded

unremarkably grey
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what if we see

in stones

the soul

of a place

scaled to senses

of hand heft

tongue salt

wet sunlit brilliance

nerve of living

Earth aching

for music

of touch? 
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these days I

only hold the stone

a moment

no pocket could carry

home

weigh the discrete

gravity of one

consider how

moon-washed tides

and sun-stirred wind

conspired to place it

precisely

here

in the hand

of an equal

miracle
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