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A Selection of Poems by Vonnie Winslow Crist
     I began my writing career as a poet. Indeed, the first hundred pieces of writing I had published were poems. That said, I have moved into writing mostly fiction nowadays, still carrying with me the lessons learned as a poet. Since childhood, I have had an abiding love of language, and I think poetry is one of the best forums for celebrating language.

     When putting together my two published collections of short fiction (and now, the other two story collections I'm working on), I have found poems are an excellent transition from one story to another. I try to use the poems to further the overall narrative of each story collection, while letting the poems stand on their own.

     Below are several poems from my story collections, The Greener Forest and Owl Light. I hope they convey the tone of the fiction which surrounds them. – Vonnie
Harvest Mouse
by Vonnie Winslow Crist
I watch a mouse 

lured  by wheatberries and muffin crumbs

venture out

from dark, hidden burrow

beneath the japonica bush.
Gray velvet gatherer

of spillage from the bird-feeder, 

ignored by sparrows,

she darts from hole to redbud tree 

in risky dusk.
Footprints like stitches 

mark the white tablecloth of snow 

spread under boughs bent 

by starlings eager to swallow 

a mouse’s meal.
But I’m not a rodent goddess 

who blesses and protects careless mice.

Instead, I open wide my door, 

loose 
the hungry cat.
(from Owl Light)
Owl Pellets
by Vonnie Winslow Crist
Owl pellets teach many lessons – 

like who amongst us is squeamish

and who will sift 

through owl vomit to locate 

tiny bones.
Tiny bones teach many lessons – 

like which creatures are cautious 

and which will pay 

for a moment of moonlight 

with their quiet death.
Quiet death teaches many lessons – 

like who will depart 

without argument and who

will fight the inevitable 

arrival of earthworms.
Earthworms teach many lessons – 

like the equality

of owls, mice, and humans 

when their flesh is a meal 

that crumbles into soil.
Soil teaches many lessons – 

like the work of earthworms is never done

and all things are recycled 

whether leaf, feather, fur, or 
the body of a saint.
(from Owl Light)
Owl Light
by Vonnie Winslow Crist
Be daring: 

push wide the door

when sun vanishes in a puddle of pink,

temperatures chill,

and twilight creatures emerge 

from cracks, crevices, caves, and hidey holes.
Be audacious: 

step onto the porch

when skies darken to indigo,

frogs serenade,

and beings of Faerie slip

from beneath tree roots, rocks, and bridges.
Be fearless: 

descend to the yard

when moon raises her ghostly face,

dogs howl,

and phantoms venture

from swamp, sea, and cemetery.
Be courageous: 

walk towards the forest

when early stars flicker,

owls wake from their slumber,

and shadows appear

where shadows ought not be.
But be cautious, dear ones,

for dusk dims to darkness

as surely

as dreams change to nightmares,
and dawn 
is more distant than you know.
(from Owl Light)
Dark Fairy
by Vonnie Winslow Crist
I collect sun-bleached turtle shells, 

squirrel skulls, deer antlers, 

bits of bones from countless

fox, goats, opossums, and other

unlucky creatures that wandered

into the thorny tangle of my woods.
Graveyard bric-a-brac lines 

the dusty shelves of my home:

jaws, teeth, dried moss, broken

egg shells, hornets’ nests, feathers,

tubes of skin sloughed off by 

corn snakes, black racers, and

the occasional copperhead.
In daylight, I sketch and jot thoughts 

about these scraps of small lives, 

diminished even as I put pencil to page 

by decay’s relentless deconstruction.
By candle’s flame, my mirror reveals 

a face framed by midnight hair,

eyes that know too much about 

things lost and never found, 

and a mouth that loosed

curses it cannot summon back.
So year after year, 

I record tiny details, 

attempt to weave them like 

thistledown and spider webs into 

a hummingbird’s nest of dreams,

and refuse to seek a haven from 

this life of shadows.
(from The Greener Forest)
Before the Battle
by Vonnie Winslow Crist
On this witch-kissed morning,

as I trudge northward,

dampness frizzes my hair,

worms its way into my joints.

Beneath winter clouds

draped like dark cloth above the trees,

an unkindness of ravens descends,

bickers over a half-eaten carcass.
At my approach, 

the feathered trio complain,

rise to an oak limb,

cackle when my stiff fingers struggle 

to free my cloak from a thorny branch,

mutter when I slide blade from its scabbard,

and tilt their heads

when I say a prayer to the Morrigan.
Before joining

my cousins on the battle plain,

I glance again into the ravens' sullen eyes,

then turn away –

for there’s an ugliness in their stare

that makes me feel 

like someone is digging my grave.
(from The Greener Forest)
On the Edge
by Vonnie Winslow Crist
On the fringes of the islands 

where generations of coral 

have surrendered their lives to land, 

drowned sailors in seabird guise 

scull the gales and lament 

the approach of another storm.
On the selvages of the swamps 

where freshwater mingles with brine 

and ebb tides scour 

the roots of sawgrass and mangroves, 

manatee paddle 

dreaming of their siren days.
On the outskirts of a trailer park 

where wet laundry and sun-bleached flags 

slap the air, 

descendants of dragons 

slither through 

their diminished empire.
On the boundary between boardwalk and froth 

where miniature crabs, 

scoot sideways and high-step their way 

over cigarette butts, 

there's no more pirate’s booty to be discovered 

beneath the beach blankets.
On the borders between extinct and never-was, 

a sprite, 

translucent as moonstone, 

glides between water lilies and duckweed 

collecting bubbles from 

the rounded lips of minnows and polliwogs.
Tonight, beneath the Singing Frog Moon 

and a neon sign that promises vacant rooms, 

she’ll rise 

from her murky canal beside a lonesome

stretch of two-lane highway

cradling a basket of bubbles
and feed magic to wind.
(from The Greener Forest)


