I AM THE WILD

In the afternoon I came to you,

tempestuous as the sky,

feet bare and searching for wild connection.
Searching for who I am.

Seabirds swirl in the storm calling to my heart,
and the tree’s are breathing, singing, and dancing,
and the tree’s are taking and giving,
forever giving back is the life of a tree.
Windswept and torn, they lean in, years, decades, of weathering Southern storm.

Bruised clouds, rolling, rumbling, crashing in.
Waiting for them to split and pour, to unleash fresh water all over me, cooling body and spirit,
cleansing.
I close my eyes, tears rivers down my cheeks.
Your salty paw on my lips, the sweetest delight of all.

I heard a deep primal scream then realised it was coming from me.

A slow soft growl whispers through my grief.

I am forgotten.

Until now the emptiness was overflowing.
A wild thing stretches itself to fill its space in peace.
The unsaid willed to a barren plane and fed to its perpetual, shrieking fire.
The ancient tree spoke out to me through my grief.
'For this what you are born for - to give yourselfin time to death'
So I breathed out, that in death's swaddling, our beloved finds beginnings.
This morning, shared pain as
grieving juncos, in a gesture of trust, offered their dead babe for me to bury.
The wind lifts me, tosses me; I wonder what the wind has seen, what it has touched and,
perhaps transformed.
I am the wind.

I am the wind,
and I am the wind,
and I am the wind.
I am.
Iam
when the roar of the wind turns it all to white noise.



I open my arms wide and throw back my head.

Wild will breathes into my soul, grasping the wind, holding the sun and swimming in the rain.
Gnarled branches writhing as her delicate windswept leaves caress the beckoning night sky.
Buffeted by the wind and lashing rain, rose turns her blooming face to the sky and

drinks in the air and water.

Rain slowly erodes my shell, baring my soul to the sun.

My gaze shifts to the roiling stream.
As the water changed direction, it tore at the edge of the bank, trying take the earth along with it.
Iam.
Iam
adrift in mythic seas and the song of the errant fairy knight, the young Tam Lin,
who plays so wild and free.
Iam.
I swim among the seahorses, half hidden from my long black hair with a joy for the unknown
I spread my arms wide as a cauldron,
I embody the aquamarine sea, to where these waters roam
Such chaos whispers to my soul ‘be still.'

I find myself in the epicentre of a dance of shadow and light,

embraced by the burgeoning night.

A moose that looked more like a black unicorn came up over the hill and gazed at me
for what seemed like an eternity.

I walked along the trail, I could hear only their hooves on the snow and breath
bellowing from their nostrils.

Iam.

Entranced with the essence of the fireflies’ luminescence

A red bird against the sky. My heart sings too.

Fawn, charcoal, black, the coyote trots the midnight boulevard

beside me.

I lay in the earthy damp between age old roots, swaddled by the wisdom and refuge of the forest.
Crickets sang all night in a contest with the frogs, neither seem to win.

I relaxed into the velvet darkness of the moonless night,

Mesmerised by the mystery and the allure of the one night viewing of the night blooming cereus.
Loamy aroma of marsh mud exposed by the ebbing tide envelops me.

Iam.



I'll sit with you on the edge of the cave of all your fears and shed light on the

darkest corners of your beautiful wild soul.

Wild hearts have jagged edges, sometimes — sudden stops and rough starts, scars that carve
monuments to survival.

But don’t forget the delicate whispers of tenderness that sit right alongside the scars.

Those soft spots are also wild.

The storm abated, inside and out, sleep is sweet and deep.

The air is cool and dewy but the sun is warm. So very warm.

Creep now, quietly, softly.

Cracks underfoot, bare new breath with awakening intuition.

The morning stillness, broken only by birdsong, brings to me a smile.

No light ever be wasted, a glimpse is all that is required to breathe beauty into nothing.
As I dance in this floral symphony of melodious colour.

Chasing the muse through wild violet air.

I am.

Early light fringes the lavender flowers, dapples the ground beneath the trees.

The fragrance of wild roses makes my heart sing!

Wildflowers, the little ones, the precious tiny miniature ones that we spot if we zoom in.
The ones clinging to a hollow or a dip or a nook.

Moss - up close - tiny fairy forests in endless shades of greens - I can disappear

into your magical landscape.

We think they are living on the edge or lonely, yet they are at ease and look perfectly placed,
making the most of their little part of the world.

My home is my Wild Place, now I live in my wee heart house, up on a hill, a meadow,
no humans in sight.
But I can be wild no matter where I am planted.
There is wild where I will it.
I dreamed that

a black bear appeared at my kitchen door, strange that I felt no fear, I really wanted to invite
them in, I needed a hug.
I imagined an elk rubbing their antlers against my mailbox, the pitch of roofs as mountains,
and native peoples making petroglyphs on the vinyl siding of my neighbor’s house.
The morning's urban quiet is broken by the screech of a blue jay's cry. My eyes search them out.
There is a flash of blue as they fly from tree to tree.
The delicate strength of wildflowers emerging from cracks in the pavement are a compass;
leading me along my path, one step at a time.
Iam.



The fragrance of Ponderosa Pine in a hot sun.

The cicadas screeched a war cry in the trees, a raucous din, sworn to die in love.

Ah, deep breath.

A simple moment that settles over me.

Grounds me.

Fills my heart.

I must lead with the wholehearted fire of my queen because my wild woman will be instantly
discarded.

Iam.

Iam and I am and I am.
I am weaving, imagining, embodying the wild even where there is more concrete and brick than
trees and moss. Even where the night sky is dimmed by street lights.
Iam
Rewilding land; clover draws magic with only three leaves.
My Mother, the Earth, and I agree we are enough. Our strength will endure.
Fierce sunny wind rattling my hair and cradling my soul.
Homecoming.
Be well, be kind, be hopeful.

I am not forgotten.
I am unfurling.

I am wild.

Iam.

July 2023
Collaborative Poem




Jenny Dunlop
Christa Lemons
Lisa Mersky
Rhiannon Lynn
Treava

Susie Mawhinney

Samantha Corrie, Soft. Simple. Still

Silvia Poldaru
Jill Brown
Isabella
Karen Robinson
Andrea Hamilton
Debs Stott
Lyndsay Kaldor
Olya Shapiro-Rubleva
Daria MacGregor
Kolbie Blume
Tamzin

Susannah Fisher

CONTRIBUTORS

Jeanne Rust
Karen Hasler
Leanne Shawler
Pipp Warner

Kat Walker

Christine Yellowthunder

Amanda Harvey

Ayla Heefner
Sarah Jeror

Ben Kerschberg

Merrill Simmons-Hansen

Laurie Rabut
Norma Conway
Joan Zigulich
Carrie Kuhn

Teri

Annemarie

Karin
Imbolc_Lioness
Claire Venus
Linda Folkerts
Barbara Sinclair
Tamara Mulkey
Anne Richardson
Simone Simpkins
Lauren Sauder
Sara Tasker
Liza Bernstein
Barbara Cariello
Christine Stewart
Life with Mars
Keeley Rees
Seth Tummins
Patricia Meier
Happy Surprises

Natalie Eslick



