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Hello to our Poets and Nature-lovers of The Avocet community: 
 

Barely beneath earth 

Rounded lumps of bulbs fatten 

Dreaming in yellow 
 

Ann Thornfield-Long - Norris, TN - Thornfield718@gmail.com 

 

 

 
Submitted by Edwina Kadera 

 

mailto:Thornfield718@gmail.com


Winter move over for Spring is soon upon us. 
 

 

        Stella’s Symphony 

 

(For W.A. Wilson Alwyn “Snowflake” Bentley and Winter Storm Stella) 

 

I wake to Stella’s Overture  

beginning in the low tones  

heard by bones.  

Down through the breathlessness  

of waiting  

First Fall, soft as silt, layers down.  

 

Under cover of cancellous Bone,  

secret trabeculations hum,  

beginning Erythropoesis,  

form the perfect Drums  

within my Red Blood Cells  

which swell and pulse  

response to Stella’s  

midnight tones.  

 

Crystalline movement  

glides between adoring trees  

with symmetry of sound.  

Red Maple buds hold Dreams of leaves  

against their hearts  

to wait for the waking music from the ground.  

 

Snowdrift rounds  

weave through the music tribute,  

sweeping down from the deep abiding Arctic Snow,  

and I must go into the night.  

No mute watcher by a window,  

I laugh with the snowflakes up to the stars;  

the girl within a snow globe. 

 

Margaret Fox - Middletown, NY - foxblue1973@gmail.com 
  

 

The Avocet and The Weekly Avocet are publications devoted to poets and 

readers who find meaning in their lives from the world of Nature; poets who 

write of the beauty, the peace, and the fury of Nature in all of its glory…  
 



Hibernation time 

A green nose of hyacinth 

Peeks up between leaves 

 

Ann Thornfield-Long - Norris, TN - Thornfield718@gmail.com 

 

 

          Evening Ice storm 

 

Intrepid Poet ventures forth  

as if summoned by Siren Song.  

Beckoning warmth of the Poetry circles  

crackling Hearth: Irresistible call.  

 

I slither three steps from my door.  

Valiant Nordic resolve snuffed out swiftly  

by this wretched half-light ice glare.  

If wearing ice skates, I could slice  

 

across this sloping trace of treacherous ice;  

ride out the long diagonal to land  

like surfing green Pacific swell,  

Propelled to sand.  

 

I deplore unfortunate Fear of Falling,  

consider catastrophe: broken bones  

and no collateral circulation; nearly forgo Pride  

with the innate sense of a little child.  

 

I should lower into a sit and slide  

yes, down to the street to meet what might  

possibly be the newest glacier forming.  

So, it’s back to bed for me! 

 

Margaret Fox - Middletown, NY - foxblue1973@gmail.com 
  
 

“I am going to try to pay attention to the spring. I am going to look around at all the flowers, 

and look up at the hectic trees. I am going to close my eyes and listen.” - Anne Lamott 
 

 

 

Seventy-year-old 

Daffodils from Mom’s garden 

Early risers, too 

 

Ann Thornfield-Long - Norris, TN - Thornfield718@gmail.com 
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       Thoughts in the Silence of Morning  

 

Coffee snakes its way to the tender core 

as I drink greedily, the cup which does not sustain.  

Of wine, I would have always wanted more,  

seeking elusive comfort, waking alone in Pain.  

 

Yet, now, for solace I cannot dream of my only Love.  

He has surged ahead, as light rain  

fallen all around,  

And he has soared above.  

 

I am locked in Life insignificant as stardust.  

Someone calls me Bitter  

But dramas in the sea of Life are what is Bitter.  

Partings are Bitter; losses are Bitter.  

 

My Bones ache during the coming Winter of my Life.  

Sometimes I contemplate Dissolution  

as the gentle parting of flesh from Bone  

on the swell and drift of the Sea.  

Compare to the stabbing to the Heart,  

And carving away of the Rope and Joy of Spirit,  

such as passes for Existence,  

through the present, unnecessary Strife.  

 

Margaret Fox - Middletown, NY - foxblue1973@gmail.com 
  

 

Tinted Tree Tips 
 

Daffodil shafts shoot up suddenly 

while fierce winter winds funnel 

across the dreary landscape. 

Hyacinths hoist heavy green spears 

while frost yet forms around them. 

Forsythia fill their skinny switches 

with buds that will soon erupt in yellow. 

But the woods display the tell 

that tantalizes as the gray tips 

of trees swathed across the ridge 

turn to tints of pink and red 

hinting to me that Spring 

is just a flip of the calendar away. 

 

Wesley D. Sims - Oak Ridge, TN - wes4words@att.net 

 

mailto:wes4words@att.net


Tulips surprise me 

Coming up through a leaf pile 

Popping like fireworks 

 

Ann Thornfield-Long - Norris, TN - Thornfield718@gmail.com 

 

 

            The Joy of Finding Spring 

 

I put on my old bulky coat 

And pull on my thick, woolly gloves. 

I have to go outside to get some fresh air. 

I must greet the day, and search for the Spring. 

A sad sight appears to my tear-streamed eyes. 

The tree branches all appear as gnarled ugly sticks. 

When will the delicate new buds appear? 

The grasses show dried and brown prickly stumps. 

When will those fine glossy blades break forth? 

But then to my startled eye I behold 

a delicate pink crocus peering out its small head, 

among the brown and the dead rotting leaves. 

What joy, what bliss! Great happiness beyond all my hopes. 

The first glorious sign of Spring I behold. 

My heart bursts with joy and sings a melodious strain. 

Soon, soon Mother Earth will awake from her sleep, 

And Spring, glorious Spring will reign supreme once again. 

 

Fay Maureen Martin - Oak Ridge, TN - faymart@bellsouth.net 

 

 

 

Foretelling Spring 

 

A blue jay flits from branch 

to branch, its plumage stark 

against the snow still coating 

branches, lining the ground. 

It is a brief moment of promise, 

a brilliant prophecy of what 

is only weeks away, ready 

to burst out in colors, 

soft, refreshing breezes, 

and life coming forth throughout 

a world I watch and wait for. 

 

Edward J. Rielly - Westbrook, ME - erielly2@earthlink.net 

mailto:Thornfield718@gmail.com


          Sanctuary  

 

in lucid dreams 

on hands and knees 

I squeeze 

through narrow passages, 

crawl back in time and space 

 

I trace 

handprints on the wall, 

the reverse shadows 

of ancestors,  

links to Mother Earth 

 

masked shamans 

dance with ochre bison 

across ceiling and floor . . . 

will Gaia revive 

before it’s too late? 

 

(This tanka sequence was first published in *red lights*) 

 

Theresa A. Cancro - Wilmington, DE - phoenixlady@comcast.net 
 
 
 

Late Winter Snow 

 

Snowflakes 

soft as angel wings 

float to the ground, 

cling to grass, 

kiss the tight bloom 

of the redbud trees. 

They care not 

that the calendar says, 

it’s late March. 

They are giddy to dance 

among the bare limbs 

of winters trees 

one last time 

before spring blooms 

the earth closer 

to the summer sun. 

 
Patricia Hope - Oak Ridge, TN - thetwohopes@aol.com 

 

mailto:phoenixlady@comcast.net


                     Taking Flight 

 

Winter revels in its icy grip,  

 pulling back in early March 

then roaring forward, just to make us squeal. 

But winter’s defeat is in the air when  

 we hear the silly ducks, and we greet them  

with a mix of derision and joy. 

 

They make us laugh as they wheel, circle and  

 finally drop down to our small pond 

Too many, too many! No room, no room! 

And the latecomers stand, looking nonplussed  

 and foolish, on the edge of the ice-pan 

still covering half the rippling water. 

 

It is such a comfort to know that foolish 

 also belongs to the animal world. 

Before we see the panorama, we hear the squawking  

and assume the ducks are spring-intoxicated 

 as are we. 

Even with the pond vastly over-crowded, 

 they quack to their brethren, flying over, 

 

‘Come down! Come down!’ 

and here they come, until the ice and water 

 are black with their feathery bodies. 

What we count on, is their appearance each spring, 

  inspiration for us 

to include un-flappable determination in our own lives,  

toes gripping the edge of an ice-pan, 

 ready to plunge into cold waters, 

 

And soon, like the silly March ducks,  

we will have wings and foolishness 

 to give us flight from old domains 

into a crowded and verdant world. 

  

Daphne Solá - Trumansburg, NY - solagallery@gmail.com 

 

 

winter ivy overtakes dead tree 

strangling both of us in plain sight 

of dried compass plants 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 



“In winter, I plot and plan. In spring, I move.” - Henry Rollins 

 

 

                 Eye on the Ides 

 

Wind still chills as I tug dried petunias 

skeletons of periwinkles and intertwined pinks 

free from webs of woven roots 

roll out maroon sweet potatoes  

buried secrets spawned from rollicking vines 

racing to snag ankles last summer 

 

shake dirt free from anchoring roots 

hoarding every bit of rich soil  

work loam loose and friable 

then sprinkle on trusted magic:  

Black Seeded Simpson, oak leaf, and butter crunch 

broadcasting circles in the old whiskey barrel 

finally adding Bloomsdale’s Best Spinach  

to the other barrel on this Ides of March 

rites of Spring treasured, sacred  

 

finger comb tiny gray crescents of lettuce 

and orbs of spinach so each sifts into its own 

tiny crevice between bits of compost and loam 

sealing them in with sections of white wooden fence 

once prized by another grandmother known 

for her spring asparagus and berries 

fencing used now to keep out inquisitive cats  

 

not mine the worries of seeds per inch 

a days-to-germination, bred to be  

a Missouri dirt farmer the lot of us 

known for throwing seed into ground 

leaving Nature to take her course 

our faith anchored in rain and sun and  

not a little chance bolstered by  

a dash of backwoods common sense 

all of it steadied by Mother’s unshakeable belief 

in her patron saint of farmers and his ability 

to somehow answer all her askings. 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 

 

 

“Nature inspires me to believe!” 



beans simmering on stove 

beneath hawks screaming descants 

bringing outside inside 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 

 

 

             How to Hope 

 

Hike sere pastures high stepping  

through skeletons: last season’s goldenrods 

and ironweed, believe in browsed canes 

maroon blackberry on the ridge 

that will burgeon with white 

cruciform blossoms come spring 

promising drupes of tangy purple fruit 

 

envision wild strawberries soon 

to blanket hearts imprinted/hooves 

pressed into trail mud 

 

even now intertwining circlets of daffodils 

and paper white narcissus stretch slowly 

in their paper husks gathering  

their own kind of flowery hope 

to begin the push into sunlight, moon nights 

their own rising from tombs’ frigid soil 

 

and oh, the slumbering rose with blackened thorn 

the peony preparing to send pink shoots  

through dead clumps of brome so that  

you will taze new and old apart like some  

neglected thread basket then  

 

searching out the perfect skein 

that is but a piece of this tapestry 

breathe in the scent of  

mid-March and remember  

its recurring pledge that lets you know 

earth withstood the winter 

celebrate days that lengthen into hope. 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 

 

 

In a world where you can be anything, be kind.” - Dr. Seuss 



Showcase your work in The Weekly Avocet. 

 

Time to share up to four of your Spring 

themed poems for The Weekly Avocet,  

  

  Spring photos (4),  

 

Spring haiku (up to 10),  

 

Saving Mother Earth Challenge poems  

(as many as you can write)   

 

Please read the guidelines before submitting   
   

Please send your submission to angeldec24@hotmail.com     

Please put (early or late) Spring/your last name in the subject line.     

Please be kind and address your submission to me, Charles.       

(Just so you know: I do not read work from a poet who doesn’t take the time      

to address their submission to the editor, who they want to read their work.)     

Please do not just send a poem, please write a few lines of hello.  
Please do not have all caps in the title of your poem.     

There is no line limit per poem.     

Please no religious references.     

Please use single spaced lines.     

Please remember, we welcome previously published poems.     

 

Please put your name - town/state - email address under your poem.  No Zip 

codes.     

 

Please send your poem in both the body of an email and an attachment, no pdf 

file.        

  

We look forward to reading your Spring submissions…   

mailto:angeldec24@hotmail.com


on porch settee cushion 

conspicuous absence: 

a tuft of orange fur 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 

  

 

   The Resilience of Hope  

 

In winter, I urged you to stop. 

I feared for your life then,  

unsheltered from icy winds,   

certain you would be  

dead by morning.  But no, 

there you were still,  

inching above the soil, 

your tip bright yellow 

against faded leaves  

and the frozen mulch  

of the flower bed.   

It was too cold,  

way below freezing, 

and you were too early. 

Two weeks later  

I lifted your head 

from where it had fallen 

and brushed cold rain  

from your still-small leaves. 

By the end of winter 

your petals had opened  

into rare sunshine, you-- 

brave, radiant sentinel 

manning the watchtower alone 

on high alert for spring, 

trumpeting its arrival, 

giving voice to hope. 

 

Greer Litton Fox - Knoxville, TN - greerlfox@gmail.com 

 

 

 

checking birds feeders 

for first redwing blackbirds 

announcing themselves 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 



                Flurries at Winters Ending 

 

Like doves on power lines, the ladybirds huddle on bar stools. 

Trill, coo, caw, heads bob and tilt 

as the bevy preens, eyeing their rivals and 

the waitress who wants to get off her feet. 

 

Flocked camaraderie, the cabin-fever-crazed-horde 

trapped by winter snow roosts in the warm habitat. 

Genders perch separately:  

geese to the right, ganders the left. 

 

Purple beaks plunge into foaming brews sloshed on 

varnished surfaces circled in nested rings. 

Nuts and seeds fill Styrofoam bowls; 

their hulls float to the floor. 

 

Exasperated, the cook slaps the metal bell.  

DING!  

DING! DING!  

Dinner for the lone duck sitting by the window. 

 

An internet jukebox plays oldies  

as those born before  

the Cuban missile crisis 

warble tunes of courtship. 

 

The Shake-A-Day covey 

rolls plastic cubes and hoots  

success or failure of the 

dotted dice to play nice. 

 

A strutting drake, with a big set of bluster, 

challenges less dominant males  

in his pursuit of hens  

who flutter a welcome. 

 

Jealous and territorial, the females signal  

the solo chick at the outer table: 

Keep Your Distance.  

She lowers her eyes to her sandwich. 

 

Jocelyn Moore 

 

“If we had no winter, the spring would not be so pleasant.” - Anne Bradstreet 

 



          Anticipation 

 

sun breaks through clouds 

sky changes color within  

palette of soft watercolors 

a sudden shower turns to 

exuberant downpour  

 

trout disappear into shadows 

vibrancy floats on the air 

drifting up like earthworms  

rising to the surface 

a coastal fog, only March could weave 

filters in cool mist like tiny fingers 

playing upon skin  

 

songbird melodies soothe weary souls 

mercurial breezes carry messages 

of promise, rebirth of spirit 

tree limbs stretch after wintry respite 

cautious leaves give birth to delicious 

scent of greenery, all but aloof oaks 

stubbornly grasping aged leaves  

 

earth exhales as nature sheds its 

dull gray overcoat, renews landscape 

as one would a worn out quilt 

days turn almost languid as 

crocuses begin erupting 

whispering of anticipation  

 

Susan M. Surette - Cotuit, MA - suesurette@gmail.com 

 

 

“March is a month of considerable frustration -- it is so near spring and yet across a great 

deal of the country the weather is still so violent and changeable that outdoor activity in our 

yards seems light years away.” - Thalassa Cruso 

 

 

frigid night 

knifelike cold cuts deep 

frosty dreams 

 

Susan M. Surette - Cotuit, MA - suesurette@gmail.com 

 

I am in awe of our Earth and the beauty I have been blessed to play in. 

mailto:suesurette@gmail.com
mailto:suesurette@gmail.com


Don’t wait for someone to bring you flowers. Plant your own garden and decorate your 

own soul.” - Luther Burbank 

 

sun rises on motionless world 

snow blanketed beauty 

silences life 

 

Susan M. Surette - Cotuit, MA - suesurette@gmail.com 

 

 

Late March (On the Cusp)  

 

It is hard to think of spring 

with snow browning the ground 

trees bare, sky gray; 

it is like the wishful thinking 

when getting through winter 

fills the mind. 

It is easier on the sunny days 

though the light’s edge is still sharp, 

the sky’s blue still hard; 

it is easier then to sense 

the butter softness in 

a limpid sky, 

buds’ nascent green 

and air perfumed 

with flowers unseen. 

 

Barbara Novack - Laurelton, NY - bnovack@molloy.edu 

 

 

gray squirrel 

nostrils flare with raspy sniffs 

puffed up tail curls over rump 

 

Susan M. Surette - Cotuit, MA - suesurette@gmail.com 
 

 

“The coming spring won’t let me stay in this house any longer! I must get out and breathe 

the air deeply again.” - Gustav Mahler 

 

 

along state highway 

road worker turns his Stop Sign 

below red-tailed hawk 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 
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     Song from the Shadows 

 

It has been a while since I heard 

a coyote yipping,  

quite a while now, 

could be years now, 

they pass so fast, 

like the coyote used to do 

in the shadows  

of our backyards 

in the light from the moon 

every night they would call 

to one another, far and wide, 

like clockwork, 

all along the rims and ridges 

of the many mountains tops 

so, you could follow their yips 

travel through the Sun Valley 

then back again, echoing 

off the reddish canyon walls  

to where I am standing 

near to one of these clever, 

nocturnal creatures,  

who live among us,  

but who knows for sure anymore? 

It has been quite a while since  

I last heard their calls.  

Oh, how I miss their yips 

they let out to let all know 

of their kind they are good, 

just checking in,  

for you never know since man  

came and changed the landscape 

of this desert, now they live in fear  

of man and all he can do. 

The coyotes know to fear us, 

they know now to not let us know 

that they are there in the shadows 

there in our big backyards, 

taunting our pets from the darkness. 

They know to never let slip 

the smallest of yips from their lips, 

so they go in silence, downwind, 

or some go far back into the desert,  

where the natives live still caring 

for Mother Earth, living as one. 



Oh, how I miss those nightly yips 

calling through the darkness. 

Sweet music to my lonely ears,  

a song from their hearts to mine.  

Now the stars own the silence…            

 

Charles Portolano - Fountain Hills, AZ - cportolano@hotmail.com 

 

 

feed store parking lot 

forty pounds of sunflower seed 

turning strangers into friends 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 

 

 

      Phantasmagoria 

 

There is no dream  

quite so satisfying 

as one of taking flight, 

flying free, or so I thought 

until I soared over 

the death and desperation 

one can witness 

from being above, 

being above it all, 

the horror and misery 

one can witness 

after viewing what little 

is remaining after 

a horrific hurricane 

or a wildling tornado 

having had their way over 

Mother Earth, over us, 

leaving us in shambles, 

lives ruined in an instant, 

landscapes changed forever 

or maybe even worse-- 

the scorched memories 

of flying over 

the loss that follows  

a furious wildfire 

burning through our forests, 

the loss of lives, 

the loss of homes, 



for us and our furry friends, 

the loss of trees, 

now not giving us our oxygen, 

the loss of diversity, 

or the damage water does 

as it rolls over us, 

takes our breath away as 

it flattens our homes.  All 

just rip apart my heart, 

weaken my wings, 

and not to mention the wars 

we wage upon ourselves, 

for up here it is easy 

to see the damage we’ve done, 

for up here one gets to witness 

where we are heading, 

what soon will be on our horizon 

for up here one can witness 

what little will be left 

for our grandchildren to see 

and to hold in their hearts  

and their memories 

like we have been blessed to have 

for this dream is slowly,  

but surely, turning into  

an utter, ugly nightmare  

of us soon to be crashlanding.     Charles Portolano   

 

 

One of my biggest poetry influences was Joni Mitchell. “Her song “Big Yellow Taxi” (Year 

released: 1970 - Album: Ladies of the Canyon) is a song about the environment, and how once it 

has been destroyed, we cannot get it back, made me think about our world and what we were 

doing to it when I just entered college in 1970.     

Mitchell wrote it after going to Hawaii for the first time. “I took a taxi to the hotel and when I 

woke up the next morning, I threw back the curtains and saw these beautiful green mountains in 

the distance. Then, I looked down and there was a parking lot as far as the eye could see, and it 

broke my heart ... this blight on paradise. 

“When it first came out, it was a regional hit in Hawaii because people there realized their 

paradise was being chewed up. It took 20 years for that song to sink into people most other 

places. That is a powerful little song because there have been cases in a couple of cities of 

parking lots being torn up and turned into parks because of it.””  

 

Double click on the website below to hear Joni sing.  Joni Mitchell is 78 and still singing…  

 

https://www.msn.com/en-us/music/news/best-joni-mitchell-songs-that-made-her-rich-ranked/ar-

AA13mExu?ocid=msedgdhp&pc=U531&cvid=562c3f22aeb7469e8ebf298445557370&ei=35 

https://na01.safelinks.protection.outlook.com/?url=https%3A%2F%2Fjonimitchell.com%2Fmusic%2Fsong.cfm%3Fid%3D13&data=05%7C01%7C%7Ce1600556a42a4bb9aedd08db236ac76e%7C84df9e7fe9f640afb435aaaaaaaaaaaa%7C1%7C0%7C638142713736474332%7CUnknown%7CTWFpbGZsb3d8eyJWIjoiMC4wLjAwMDAiLCJQIjoiV2luMzIiLCJBTiI6Ik1haWwiLCJXVCI6Mn0%3D%7C3000%7C%7C%7C&sdata=nuO6U4QemHTWI4FQW2QxZethexcBEriym%2FtRHkUKx1U%3D&reserved=0


southwesterly winds 

fire warnings posted for county 

eagle rides the thermals 

 

Pat Anthony - Fontana, KS - metpvan@gmail.com 

 

 

    A Matter of Time 

 

“Time waits for no one, 

 

echoing endlessly 

over and over 

inside my head, 

I hear it while awake, 

I hear it while asleep, 

reverberating continuously 

racing through the long valleys  

off and along the walls 

of the parallel canyons 

off and along the walls  

of my mind… then, 

 

We were all born innocent 

 

now echoing along with 

 

Time waits for no one, 

 

together they race along 

the walls of my mind, 

like singing sisters, 

I hear them while awake, 

I hear them while asleep, 

they echo in harmony 

like a river racing along 

the shores of the valley 

with the wild stirring  

of the spirits swirling, 

whirling around and around 

dancing with these echoes, 

 

Time waits for no one, 

          We were all born innocent 

Time waits for no one, 

         We were all born innocent 



swirling around and around, 

carried on the wind, together 

they do not haunt me, but they 

do make me question myself… 

 

What have I done for Mother Earth? 

 

who grants me, who gives me freely,   

a home of my own 

to live in peace, 

to play under a giving sun, 

and we can create life from us, 

to be creators of our own, 

so, we all can enjoy the fruits 

of this land of plenty,  

this perfect, pristine paradise, 

enough for all, more than enough 

so, 

 

What am I guilty of? 

 

now echoes inside my head, 

deep in the valleys of my mind 

racing along the walls 

of my subconscious 

along the walls of my soul  

these questions 

seeking answers,  

so, I search myself to know 

an answer for myself 

to these endless echoes  

I hear them while awake, 

I hear them while asleep, 

when will I have an answer 

for the echoes will only get louder? 

Action must be taken, no time for talk”    

 

Charles Portolano - Fountain Hills, AZ - cportolano@hotmail.com 

 

 

snow melts-- 

shadows surrender 

to spring streams 

 

Karen O’Leary - West Fargo, ND - karenoleary1956@gmail.com 

 

mailto:karenoleary1956@gmail.com


        The Sparest Season  

 

Winter is the sparest season,  

the oaks and the maples  

and the beeches all become spare  

but for single leaves here and there  

on branches ever arching to the light,  

on last summer’s newest twigs.  

 

The sharp green shoots of daffodils  

will in due course, sooner or later  

break through the crusted earth,  

and soon the rains will soften this crust  

making it even easier for the King Alfred’s  

and strikingly white Mount Hoods  

the former to show their early winter sun-gold’s  

and the latter their dazzling alabaster white's.  

 

The ornamental plum trees swell their buds,  

pink blossoms sometimes just a little delayed.  

Can the tulip tree's pinks and whites be far behind?  

A spare season can also be the season of hope  

for an early spring renewal,  

for a garden resplendent with its show  

that fills the air with perfumes and spices. 

 

Sam Doctors - Petaluma, CA - samdoctors701@gmail.com 

 

 

          Do We Really Want To Know  

 

Do we really want to know  

how our species will evolve,  

how other thinking species will likely evolve  

to replace us.  

Do we want to know  

how long or short before significant changes in the  

world around us,  

how long or short before our DNA largely disappears  

and a new thinking species replaces us?  

 

How will climate change us  

in the short run?  

In the medium run?  

In the long run?  

When will the great disruption begin?  



 

Thus far since life evolved to fill this earth  

there have been five near mass extinctions,  

now we have entered the sixth.  

We have labeled it the Anthropocene Age,  

with more than a million species extinctions projected  

in the next few decades,  

and all caused by human interventions.  

 

We are not entirely clear as to which  

flora and fauna will survive,  

or whether we sapiens will survive  

at different degrees of warming  

in different time frames,  

we may shortly be nearing the habitable limits,  

of our one planet not in centuries,  

but in decades. 

 

If we sapiens don’t survive our own mindless folly,  

which is more likely than not,  

we have after all is said and done  

become so very like a frog in cold water  

brought ever so slowly to a boil,  

seeming only willing to act  

when it becomes too late,  

having made earth uninhabitable.  

Just as the frog gives up and dies  

will we give up and die,  

or make a desperate, last-minute  

change to stop the effects of our folly?  

Should we fail on all our last-minute efforts,  

Should we know the next thinking species  

will be more careful?  

Will they be less mindless, more caring  

of this one shared domicile, our earth?  

And how long will it take for this new species to evolve?  

What other species will evolve to populate  

this earth when the Anthropocene extinction comes to an end?  

 

It is clear Gaia will go on until  

our sun explodes billions of years hence.  

 

It is not at all clear we will evolve with Gaia. 

 

Sam Doctors - Petaluma, CA - samdoctors701@gmail.com 

 



“Spring makes its own statement, so loud and clear that the gardener seems to be only one 

of the instruments, not the composer.” - Geoffrey B. Charlesworth 

 

   

     Is Good Enough Good Enough?  

 

Is good enough good enough?  

greatness may be a phantom  

a fleeting chimera,  

impossible to attain,  

and cause for many unending frustrations  

especially for the industrialized world.  

 

So long as we focus our energies on material ends,  

focus all our energies on attaining trophies and blue ribbons,  

or focus all our energies on the proverbial distant stars,  

using up our natural capital to attain such proverbial ends.  

 

And this focus may cause us  

to live a world of fevered imaginings,  

imaginings that are only chimeras  

that impinge on the world all around and about,  

imaginings that may cause others to have less,  

imaginings that assume an endless frontier,  

imaginings that often require conquest and war.  

 

Now we never seem to have enough things,  

shiny toys that fill our lives and strivings.  

This constant need to acquire ever more and more things  

requires that we always live for the future  

to acquire more and more and more stuff. 

 

Yet all that the future holds may be death and dying  

as the world, Gaia, necessarily resists our grasping for ever more.  

Maybe good enough allows us a focus and the enjoyment  

of the here and the now,  

good enough may be the end of all we need?  

Good enough may indeed be good enough!  

Changing our behavior to strive for the good enough  

may be all that can save Gaia. 
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“It was one of those March days when the sun shines hot and the wind blows cold: when it 

is summer in the light, and winter in the shade.” - Charles Dickens 



     Maybe We Fear The Wrong Things  

 

Maybe we fear the wrong things,  

maybe we have the wrong priorities,  

unaware of what is really a danger to one and all?  

We spend billions  

on anti-terrorist security,  

five hundred million for each death,  

but only ten thousand for each cancer death.  

 

We don’t know what China spends,  

they are secretive about their priorities  

we have no idea what they spend  

to prevent deaths from air pollution.  

 

Yet we estimate that air pollution in China  

kills forty-four hundreds of their citizens each day,  

or about one million, six hundred thousand each year.  

And these totals are growing  

especially since they are breaking ground  

on one new coal-fired power plant each week,  

never mind all the prattle  

about China going solar.  

 

We know global climate change  

kills more people worldwide each year  

than any other single cause,  

and the problem only grows worse each year.  

And yet most countries seem unaffected,  

their pollution prevention budgets  

are only growing modestly. 

While more and more money is spent on  

preventing terrorism each year,  

certainly, maybe an order of magnitude  

less than on pollution prevention.  

 

We, the world, are largely ignoring the Paris Accord,  

we continue to act as the frog does when put in a pot  

with water that is faucet warm, but set to slowly boil,  

yet the pot will come to a boil surely, certainly, surely  

just as Gaia will heat and all our lives will go over the edge,  

the great disruption is inevitable,  

our avoidance of recognizing and  

dealing with it will not prevent its consequences. 
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Please be kind, write to each other… 

Thank you! 
 

 

A weird winter winds down: 
 

 

New data details record warmth, strange snow patterns 

 

If you live in the eastern U.S. and thought the winter was unusually toasty, you were probably 

right: It was among the top two warmest winters on record in eight states from Massachusetts to 

Kentucky, according to weather data released Wednesday by federal climate scientists.  

 

 
A passer-by walks their dog along a path in the Boston Common, near the Statehouse on Beacon 

Hill, Monday, Feb. 13, 2023, in Boston. For much of the Eastern United States, the winter of 

2023 has been a bust. Snow totals are far below average from Boston to Philadelphia in 2023 and 

warmer temperatures have often resulted in more spring-like days than blizzard-like 

conditions.© Steven Senne, AP 

 

(For statistical purposes, climatologists and meteorologists define winter as the coldest three 

months of the year, thus winter ended Feb. 28. Astronomical winter still has a couple of weeks to 

go, as the spring equinox isn't until March 20.) 

 

https://www.ncei.noaa.gov/news/national-climate-202302
https://www.msn.com/en-us/weather/topstories/a-weird-winter-winds-down-new-data-details-record-warmth-strange-snow-patterns/ar-AA18nMy0?ocid=mailsignout&pc=U591&cvid=2e59ae5061034363a058896e7df3cf38&ei=34&fullscreen=true#image=1


 
 

The other six states that had a top-two record warm winter were Connecticut, New Jersey, 

Maryland, Ohio, West Virginia and Virginia, the National Centers for Environmental 

Information said Wednesday.   

Overall, the Northeast’s average temperature of 31.9 degrees was 5.2 degrees warmer than 

normal, the Northeast Regional Climate Center said. 

And unlike the colossal snowfalls in the West, snow was also on holiday this season across the 

region. So far, Boston has seen just under a foot of snow, compared to an average of over 41 

inches, according to data from the National Weather Service. 

Philadelphia has gotten only 0.3 inch compared to an average of 20.5 inches. New York, which 

typically gets over two feet by now, has seen only 2.2 inches. Similar shortfalls have been seen 

in Providence, Pittsburgh, Washington, D.C. and parts of West Virginia. 

 

February warmth for the East, South 
 

Drilling down further on temperature, the month of February itself was also unusually warm, 

especially in the East and South.  

In fact, February temperatures were the warmest on record for more than 1.9 million people in 

eight cities across the U.S. The month was among the top-three warmest for 35 additional cities, 

according to federal weather data compiled by Climate Central.  

Baltimore, Maryland:  44.71 degrees, 8.06 above average 

Honolulu, Hawaii: 76.43 degrees, 2.62 above average 

Lexington, Kentucky: 46.91 degrees, 9.3 above average 

Lynchburg, Virginia: 48.55, degrees 9.8, above average 

Raleigh, North Carolina: 53.93 degrees 8.9 above average 

Roanoke Virginia: 50.14 degrees 9.3 above average 

Salisbury Maryland: 46.44 degrees 7.6, above average 

Tupelo, Mississippi:  54.54, degrees 7.2 above average 

As the globe heats up due to climate change, southeastern cities have seen the greatest degree of 

February warming since 1970, with Albany, Georgia, seeing the biggest increase in the month’s 

https://www.nrcc.cornell.edu/services/blog/2023/03/01/index.html
https://www.weather.gov/
https://www.climatecentral.org/


average temperature, followed by Chattanooga, Tampa, Atlanta and New Orleans. But 

Burlington, Vermont, is sixth on that list 

Almost half of the nation's temperature recording stations — 90 out of 192 — saw an average 

February temperature more than five degrees above average. Only 43 cities saw cooler-than-

normal average temperatures. 

Extraordinary snow in California knocks down the drought 

While easterners have enjoyed a mostly mild and dry winter, that certainly hasn't been the case in 

the Far West. "February 2023 was an extraordinary month for snow in California," wrote UCLA 

climate scientist Daniel Swain on his blog Weather West.  

"In the SoCal mountains, particularly the (San Bernardino Mountains), what was arguably the 

worst blizzard since the late 1980s in this part of the state has led to a widespread state of 

emergency," wrote Swain, "with folks trapped for extended periods without food or electricity 

(and resulting in a National Guard activation)." 

And there is some good news in the West despite the hardships: Since January, NOAA reports 

that a series of storms brought "record amounts of rain and snow to California," improving the 

drought coverage from 98% on January 3 to 49% on February 28. 

 

Story by Doyle Rice and Dinah Voyles Pulver, USA TODAY  

 

 

The Burning Question for us Earthlings is: 
 

What are you/we going to do to stop or even just slow down Climate Change? 

   

   Do you feel like there is nothing you can do about climate change?  Well, 

there is, even if we all do small things it will make a great difference.  Alice C. Hill 

(the David M. Rubenstein senior fellow for energy and the environment at the 

Council on Foreign Relations.) states the first thing we all need to do is not shy 

away from the subject.  Talk about, write about, climate change to everyone you 

know and meet.  Write your congressperson and Senators.  Let them know what 

you think and fear! 

   I want to have, at least, one Saving Mother Earth poem in each issue of The 

Weekly Avocet, so I am always looking for poems that address our most 

important issues of today, so please write about what you think and fear of the 

coming end of our world as we know it.  A world our great grandkids will 

never know.  A Mother Nature who is no longer kind.  

    But if we join together, maybe, just maybe, working together, we can make 

a difference to Save Mother Earth, the only home we have.  Show you care.  

There are so many topics to write about when it comes to Climate Change.  

Please find one you are passionate about and write about it! 

https://weatherwest.com/archives/24693
https://www.ncei.noaa.gov/news/national-climate-202302


   Write a Tell-off poem letting the world know what you are feeling about 

what is being done right before our eyes by those who claim to want what best 

for all of us. 

    Think it out in your head, then put it down on the page, then fight with it, 

get your rage out, then send it to us to share, so you can see your voice, your 

words, being read, being heard… 
 

 

  The American Avocet 

 

I watch unseen this large, 

long-legged shorebird, 

with its pied plumage 

and a dash of red 

around its head and neck, 

scampering along 

the coastline 

searching to snatch-up 

some aquatic insect 

or a small invertebrate 

hidden beneath 

the brackish waters 

of this saltmarsh. 

I watch unseen 

it swing its odd, 

long, up-curved bill 

through the shallow, 

still waters, catching 

a tiny creature, 

trapping it in its bill, 

racing off to its nest to  

feed her four hatchings 

with this feast she found. 

I watch in awe  

as the male  

grows protective, 

fearlessly fending off 

an encroaching 

common black raven, 

attacking this intruder, 

striking at it with its bill. 

I watch in wonder  

as they swim as a family 

just days after 

the young ones are born, 



then back to the nest to 

rest where its kind flocks 

together in a community.                                                  
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If you would like to become a supporting member of The Avocet community, 

The Avocet is only $28.00 for 4 perfectly bounded issues and 52 weeks of The 

Weekly Avocet, every weekend, plus other poetry surprises, with the best 

Nature poetry by the best Nature poets in America, a steal of a deal.    

Please make your check out to The Avocet and send to:  

 

The Avocet  

P.O. Box 19186  

Fountain Hills, AZ  85269  
 

We hope we provoked you; that you leave having experienced a complete emotional response to 

the poetry.  I want to thank our Poets for sharing their work with us this week.  And “Thank you 

for reading, dear reader!”   

 

Be well, see you next weekend, 

 

Charles Portolano, Editor/Publisher and Vivian and Valerie Portolano, Co-Editors  

of The Avocet, a Journal of Nature Poetry and The Weekly Avocet, every weekend. 
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