
Two Poems by Bonnie Thurston 

W INTER WEAYINGS 

You keep 

the hazy, 

overblown ripeness 

of summer 

Give me 

the crisp clarity 
of winter 

when the lay 

of the land 

is bared, 

and the mauve 

of the hills 

meets the gray 

of the sky, 

and the rivers 

run silver with ice. 

On the loom of winter 

the warp and weft 

o f the world 

hangs simply. 

A single cardinal 

flashes by, 

a shutt le 
trailing cr imson thread. 

Winter air 

is cold and clear, 

winter nights, 

long and still, 
while God is weaving, 

weaving patterns 

as yet undisclosed. 
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PlflTING Tl IE GARDEN TO B ED 

Gardening, I know, 
. . 
1s an exercise 

in ho pe. 

This is hard 

to remember 

o n a cold day 

in dis mal November 

amid the stalks 

and frozen fo liage 

after frosts. 

I rake ll'avcs, 

mulch rosC's, 
fed sad, 

and thus distrn<.:tcd, 

forget l ho rns. 

A lo ng, thin scratch 

oozes blood, smarts. 

Why do this? 

A great squawking 

cuts the stillness. 

Over my head, 

a flash o f gray feat her 

against a gray sky, 

a kingfis her 
s lashes by. 

And sudden ly, 
I sec buds, 

buds everywhere. 


