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For “Birds in the Arts” An afternoon of poetry and song 
at Kimball Farms, April 27, 2017 

 

From “Advice to a Bluebird”  

by Maxwell Bodenheim (1892-1954) 

…You alone can lose yourself/Within a sky, and rob it of its blue! 
 

The Bluebird 

by Emily Dickinson 

 

Before you thought of spring, 

Except as a surmise, 

You see, God bless his suddenness, 

A fellow in the skies 

Of independent hues, 

A little weather-worn, 

Inspiriting habiliments 

Of indigo and brown. 

With specimens of song, 

As if for you to choose, 

Discretion in the interval, 

With gay delays he goes 

To some superior tree 

Without a single leaf, 

And shouts for joy to nobody 

But his seraphic self! 
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The Last Word of a Blue Bird  

By Robert Frost 

 

As told to a child 

 

As I went out a Crow 

In a low voice said, "Oh, 

I was looking for you. 

How do you do? 

I just came to tell you 

To tell Lesley (will you?) 

That her little Bluebird 

Wanted me to bring word 

That the north wind last night 

That made the stars bright 

And made ice on the trough 

Almost made him cough 

His tail feathers off. 

He just had to fly! 

But he sent her Good-by, 

And said to be good, 

And wear her red hood, 

And look for the skunk tracks 

In the snow with an ax— 

And do everything! 

And perhaps in the spring 

He would come back and sing." 
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Hilde Weisert 

Honorable mention, Robert Frost Foundation Poetry Award, 2015 published online at 
https://www.facebook.com/RobertFrostFoundation/posts/10155619931080411 

Enchanted Geese 

“In the world the dark would be deep…”  
                  -- Randall Jarrell, in a variation on Rilke’s “To Say and Go To Sleep” 

 

Each morning opens like a book of fairy tales.  
The little band of geese crossing the road  
ahead of me every day are a nursery line  
on their way from pond to pond.  
 
In the tall-necked parents, nipping 
and clucking their little yellow tots  
across to safety, I see myself long ago – 
me and Miss Golden, two young nursery teachers 
 
clucking our own unruly puffs from East Harlem 
across Fifth, safely past pavement into the Park,  
through the Great Lawn and on to Sailboat Pond 
each morning. Here, it’s baby geese I watch 
 
tip in and glide away, like the little boats  
my four-year-olds sent bobbing across the water. 
So that when, each afternoon, I walk and meet 
the geese returning, shaking off the drops,  
 
on their own way back to the upstream marsh,  
the puffs now resolving into five windup baby geese  
between two great, good parents, I yield 
to the enchantment of our crossing. 
 
Until the morning, as resolute, as dignified  
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as ever, the geese walk straight into the forest.  
Breath held, I watch. No water there,  
no place for geese… But the grownups seem so sure, 
 
heads up, beaks high, marching their tribe, as if 
between familiar ponds, into the forest path. 
A quest? Animals in a storybook,  
like that happy band of Bremen? 
 
Remember them? Their confidence? 
Sure that they would find a house,  
escape death, discover how to play 
strange instruments? And they did,  
in every version, across all of Europe 
into the Steppes, into every forest. Sure 
that the world needed what they’d make: Music.  
But day after day, there is no music here,  
 
no happy band. Knowing it is too soon  
for the children to fly, Canada too far to walk,  
I look day after day for feathers flickering in the grass, 
or shadows on the water past the beavers’ house.  
 
How can I call them lost,  
when they had such purpose,  
such resolution?   
Such grave and good geeseness? 
 
*** 
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Because I saw them,  
I feel like they trusted me.  
Because they saw me,  
I imagine… myself, 
 
as stalwart as a goose, 
leading my beloved troupe in single file – 
the little ones with names and beautiful faces 
like my children in East Harlem (Kevin, 
Rodney, Dietra, Luis, Dawn) – not lost, 
but on our way. Not left, but finding something 
in the dark, deep world to come. 
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About Hilde Weisert 

Hilde Weisert’s 2015 poetry collection, The Scheme of Things, was published by 
David Robert Books. Her poems have appeared in such magazines as The 
Cincinnati Review, Prairie Schooner, Southern Poetry Review, and Ms, and in 
several anthologies. Awards include fellowships from the NJ State Council on the 
Arts and the Virginia Center for the Creative Arts, the 2008 Lois Cranston Poetry 
Prize, and recent honorable mentions in the Allen Ginsberg Poetry Awards, the 
Robert Frost Foundation Award, and the New Millennium Writings Contest. Her 
poem, “The Pity of It,” was winner of the 2016 Tiferet Journal Poetry Award.  

With Dr. Elizabeth Stone, she is co-editor of the anthology, Animal Companions, 
Animal Doctors, Animal People: Poems essays, and stories on our essential 
connections, published by the Ontario Veterinary College, University of Guelph, 
2012. 

She lives in Sandisfield, Massachusetts and Chapel Hill, North Carolina. 

 

 


