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Life does breeze by ….                     

Quiet contemplations trigger past moments

Of highs and lows

A family’s strength builds survival for another day

That core enables one to face the future

This awareness breeds an acceptance of what’s to come

Knowing we will move on

Gratitude for any unexpected kindness builds

A deep heartfelt cushion

LIFE BREEZES BY

WRITTEN & READ BY

JEAN ARNOLD



Luck does exist and should be acknowledged

But not depended upon

Life breezes by…cherish each moment 



White blends to browns, greens,

which dip to yellows, purples:

the earthly palette.

The pine bark beetles

Have consumed a full-course meal.

Fire may lick the crumbs.

As broken old teeth

from the jaw of Jackson Hole,

the Tetons erupt.

The high desert cooks

Below rain-grabbing mountains.

Trees shrink to mere shrubs.

TITLES AND

AUTHORS UNKNOWN

HAIKUS; READ BY

LEE LICHTENWALTER



The ocean is a friend of mine.

Her voice is often like that of thunder.

Her body – wide, vast and powerful.

Her mind is turbulent, taking control of those around her.

When one enters a friendship with the ocean, expect 

change to occur.

Like anything in nature, she is omnipotent, kind and forever.

THE OCEAN

WRITTEN & READ

BY AMANDA NICACIO



I go down to the shore in the morning

and depending on the hour the waves

are rolling in or moving out,

and I say, oh, I am miserable,

what shall—

what should I do? And the sea says

in its lovely voice:

“Excuse me, I have work to do.”

I  GO DOWN TO 

THE SHORE 

BY MARY OLIVER

READ BY

BOB SUMMERSGILL



Every day the sea
blue gray green lavender

pulls away leaving the harbor's
dark-cobbled undercoat

click and rutted and worm-riddled, the gulls
walk there among old whalebones, the white

spines of fish blink from the strandy stew
as the hours tick over; and then

far out the faint, sheer
line turns, rustling over the slack,

the outer bars, over the green-furred flats, over
the clam beds, slippery logs,

TIDES

BY MARY OLIVER

READ BY

BOB SUMMERSGILL



barnacle-studded stones, dragging

the shining sheets forward, deepening,

pushing, wreathing together

waver and seaweed, their piled curvatures

spilling over themselves, lapping

blue gray green lavender, never

resting, not ever but fashioning shore,

continent, everything.

And here you may find me

on almost any morning

walking along the shore so

light-footed so casual. 



When I am among the trees,

especially the willows and the honey locust,

equally the beech, the oaks, and the pines,

they give off such hints of gladness.

I would almost say that they save me, and daily.

I am so distant from the hope of myself,

In which I have goodness, and discernment,

and never hurry through the world

but walk slowly, and bow often.

Around me the trees stir in their leaves

and call out, “Stay awhile.”

The light flows from their branches.

WHEN I AM AMONG

THE TREES

BY MARY OLIVER

READ BY

ELAINE MCDEVITT



And they call again, “It’s simple,”

they say, “and you, too, have come

into the world to do this, to go easy,

to be filled with light, and to shine.



It was spring
and I finally heard him
among the first leaves––
then I saw him clutching the limb

in an island of shade
with his red-brown feathers
all trim and neat for the new year.
First, I stood still

and thought of nothing.
Then I began to listen.
Then I was filled with gladness––
and that's when it happened,

SUCH SINGING IN THE

WILD BRANCHES 

BY MARY OLIVER

READ BY

JOCELYNE NOTKIN



when I seemed to float,
to be, myself, a wing or a tree––
and I began to understand
what the bird was saying, 

and the sands in the glass
stopped
for a pure white moment
while gravity sprinkled upward

like rain, rising,
and in fact
it became difficult to tell just what it was that was singing–
it was the thrush for sure, but it seemed



not a single thrush, but himself, and all his brothers,
and also the trees around them,
as well as the gliding, long-tailed clouds
in the perfect blue sky–––all of them

were singing.
And, of course, so it seemed,
so was I.
Such soft and solemn and perfect music doesn't last

For more than a few moments.
It's one of those magical places wise people
like to talk about.
One of the things they say about it, that is true,



is that, once you've been there,
you're there forever.
Listen, everyone has a chance.
Is it spring, is it morning?

Are there trees near you,
and does your own soul need comforting?
Quick, then––open the door and fly on your heavy feet; the 
song
may already be drifting away.



I learned to track rabbits this week.

Prints in the frozen sand as if an apparition, here, now 

gone.

I wondered what creatures had passed and paused.

Looking down, instead of up, I learned something new.

The pulse and push of life mapped out

if you take your time and simply look.

Our guide explained the ways of survival.

Wildlife copes in 3 ways:

migrate

hibernate

tolerate

and isn’t that true of us as well; doing all three in an effort 

to cope.

GUIDED WALK

WRITTEN & READ BY

DONNA RIT VO



And with the unfolding of Spring we emerge-

Hopeful and full of purpose.

Rabbit prints in the sand.

There’s a lesson in that.


