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FELICITY


Born in a small town in Ohio, Oliver published her first book of poetry in 1963 at the age of twenty-eight. Over the course of her long career, she has received numerous awards. Her fourth book, American Primitive, won the Pulitzer Prize for Poetry in 1984. She has led workshops and held residences at various colleges and universities, including Bennington College, where she held the Catharine Osgood Foster Chair for Distinguished Teaching. Oliver currently lives in Florida.
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Note


The Journey

“You broke the cage and flew.”

RUMI


Don’t Worry

Things take the time they take. Don’t
worry.

How many roads did St. Augustine follow
before he became St. Augustine?


Walking to Indian River

I’m ready for spring, but it hasn’t arrived.

Not yet.

Still I take my walk, looking for any

early enhancements.

It’s mostly attitude. I’m certain

I’ll see something.

I start down the path, peering in

all directions.

The mangroves, as always, are standing in their

beloved water,

their new leaves very small and tender

and pale.

And, look! the way the rising sun

strikes them,

they could be flowers

opening!


Roses

Everyone now and again wonders about

those questions that have no ready

answers: first cause, God’s existence,

what happens when the curtain goes

down and nothing stops it, not kissing,

not going to the mall, not the Super

Bowl.

“Wild roses,” I said to them one morning.

“Do you have the answers? And if you do,

would you tell me?”

The roses laughed softly. “Forgive us,”

they said. “But as you can see, we are

just now entirely busy being roses.”


Moments

There are moments that cry out to be fulfilled.

Like, telling someone you love them.

Or giving your money away, all of it.

Your heart is beating, isn’t it?

You’re not in chains, are you?

There is nothing more pathetic than caution

when headlong might save a life,

even, possibly, your own.
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