
All t he  Wondrous  Things  

Today I’m hope ful. 
 
The re ’s  a  lit t le  garden in t he  eye  of t he  c it y,  
in t he  cent e r of t he  church, a  s lice  of heaven. 
A cross  cove red in moss  
in t he  fount ain in t he  cent e r of t he  garden.  
And in t he  garden of t hat  o ld  Cat holic  Church 
I asked for Your he lp  and You sent  me  
vine s , t hen flowers , and event ually  
pumpkins  t hat  p lopped from my pen t o  t his  page ,  
t hat  answered my praye rs  t hat  ye s , life  will go  on.  
The  le aves  will cont inue  t o  grow greene r and bright e r 
t hen t urn burnt  orange  be fore  dying  and falling  
and be ing  reborn once  again. Jus t  like  how I was  reborn in You. 
The  sun cas t s  a  shadow t hrough t he  c louds  
like  a  lace  doily upon t he  cross . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



All t he  Wondrous  Things  

On Richwood Avenue  
 
And at  once  t hey all decided t o  jump. 
Leaves  from eve ry t ree  on t he  b lock, 
commit t ed  suic ide  las t  night , le aving  t hose  
beeches  and maple s  bare . 
The  eve rgreens  and firs  mock t hem. 
Cove ring  t he  ground like  a  b lanke t  of snow, 
carame l, b londe , java, and mocha, t hey add  
life  t o  t he  once  dead s t ree t s , 
t he  sacrifice  of t he  t ree s  each year. 
And eve ry spring  t he  cycle  renews , 
growing  as  green as  be fore , 
and jumping  all ove r again.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



All t he  Wondrous  Things  

Down by t he  Mon 
 
Beyond t he  honeysuckle  banks ,  
Pas t  t he  ro t t ing  fish,  
and garbage  filled  dam 
she  walked t o  fill t he  s ilence . 
The  cricke t s  chirped t he ir t unes  and  
t he  b irds  sang  t he  daylight  away. 
She  s t opped by t hat  sunflower, 
t ouching  God. She  prayed 
for change , for healt h, for ra in. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



All t he  Wondrous  Things  

The  world  out s ide  
 
I  
Do you eve r not ice  how t he  sky 
t urns  ye llow during  some  s t orms?  
That  light ning  light s  up  t he  world  b lue?  
 
I I  
Snow falls  from t he  t ree s  int o   
t he  t uft s  of my hair, ont o  
my warm t ongue , it s  cold .  
 
I I I  
We s it  out s ide  on t he  porch 
count ing  be t ween each roar of t hunde r. 
Light ning  dances  across  t he  sky. 
 
I V 
Fog pours  off t he  mount ain. 
The  sun t rie s  t o  peek out   
and see  t he  world  be low.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



All t he  Wondrous  Things  

The  Things  I Remember 
 
The  sun hit s  t he  grass  t hrough t he  t re e s  in my front  yard , 
 t he  mult i-colored  grass , as  bright  as  t he  mint  in our backyard .  
My Golden, Coppe r.  
The  fre sh sme ll of spring  right  around t he  corne r;  
you know, t hat  e art hy sme ll, like  right  aft e r it  ra ins .  
Mixed wit h my mot he r’s  Cashmere  Mis t .  
The  t ranquilit y you can capt ure  out  he re   
in t he  count ry, wit h no c it y sounds  around.  
Like  t he  but t e r ye llow daffodils  t hat  g ree t   
t he  fire flie s  t aunt ing  la t e  May. And t he  c icadas  jo in in,  
you’ll know it  when you hear t hem.  
And t he  moon comes  out  t o  p lay wit h t hem,  
so  bright  among t he  je t  b lack of night , no  c it y light s  in s ight ,  
only t he  mat ching  s t ars , paint ing  t he  sky wit h t he ir p ic t ure s . 
 


