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The Lake

The lake lies still this morning.

Dawn tests her colors on the sky  above.

A nd  pa in t drips into the water.

Dew sparkles in the first hints o f  coming heat. 

The lake lies still  —  mingling dawn  

W ith lingering darkness until sunlight 
Spears the trees with slanted shafts 
that touch the water and fire  it 

Gold  —  quickly-fading gold, fo r  the light 
Advances. A long the shore the guard 

Changes. Creatures o f  the night slip away  
To hide and  sleep; d a y ’s denizens arrive:

A  morning drink, a hunt fo r  food, a pause 
To catch the first o f  the day.

The lake ripples gently in the whisper 
That stirs the needles o f  the pines.

Land and sky  are wed in the water 

O f the lake. Trees admire themselves.

Seeing birds on some branches, fish  

In others. Fish pierce the clouds.

Faint ligh t becomes fu l l  light, and the lake 

Accepts it all. But she seems reluctant 

To let dawn leave; she keeps the freshness 

In her sheltered coves, along overhanging banks. 
A nd  deep within her silent heart.
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