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Abstract of the Dissertation

From Mourning to Meditation: Theorizing Ecopoetics, Thinking Ecology
by
Jessica Lee Curran
Doctor of Philosophy
in
English
Stony Brook University

2012

Composed of twelve chapters and argued through the months of the year, thididisserta
analyzes the works of Emily Dickinson and Henry David Thoreau, situating them in a
contemporary ecocritical context, but more importantly, in a widened sensepafetics. The
project’s thesis states that the ecopoet, in mourning the loss of nature asiidesdind
salvation, embraces a state of radical metaphor-making, which in turn allows fghtzhed
sense of intimacy and necessitates a commitment to meditation. The ioutofahtimacy and
the practice of meditation lie at the heart of ecological thinking and beiogdér to theorize
ecology in relation to meditation, the project interrogates and rethinks "thaditas a
canonical term through an intervention of non-western epistemology. In moving with the
calendar, the chapters address key ecopoetic figures (the strangerdthbdighrden, the
heart), processes (mourning, breathing, singing), and literary pratheasotebook, the letter,
the calendar). In shaping this narrativeeobpoesismultiple genres are discussed in relation to
meditative practice as a form of diurnal awareness, including the epist|&aikie journal,

lyric fiction, and elegy. In turn, analysis of Dickinson and Thoreau is supplemgntethhge of
other voices, including contemporary poets Jane Hirshfield, W.S. Merwin, and Julidmma Spa
The project reaches back to Horace’s Stoic and Epicurean education for ecaistin the
West and forward to contemporary global extensions and analogues, in pariouan poet
Ko Un. As ecological thinking requires scale elongation in both temporal and geaties$, this
dissertation ultimately argues for a new mode of reading ecologioatiggnizing patterns of
interrelation and modes of questioning that widen and deepen a shifting set offperspe



The poet is more in the air than the
naturalist though they may walk side

by side—Granted that you are out of
door—but what if the outer door is open,

if the inner door is shut. You must walk
sometimes perfectly free—not prying nor
inquisitive—not bent upon seeing things—
Throw away a whole day for a single
expansion—a single inspiration of air—

-Henry David Thoreau

Forever—is composed of Nows—
‘Tis not a different time—

Except for Infiniteness—

And Latitude of Home—

From this—experienced Here—
Remove the Dates—to These—

Let Months dissolve in further Months—
And Years—exhale in Years—

-Emily Dickinson

It is up to the writer to recognize everything
that happens to her as a gift, to love each
thing that comes under the eye’s
contemplation, inner and outer. To set up
straw men is not only a failure of heart—it
will also be an inevitable failure of writing.
In this, the lessons of ecology, Zen, and
artistic craft are the same.

-Jane Hirshfield
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September

“There is no end to the essence”

Projective Projects & The Ecocritic’s Calendar

The ecological thought is as much about opening our minds as it is labmuing something or
other in particular. At its limit, it is a radical openness to everything.
-Timothy Morton,The Ecological Thought

Really, universally, relations stop nowhere, and the exquisite problem of the artiesthesllg

but to draw, by a geometry of his own, the circle within which they shall happily appear to do so.

He is in the perpetual predicament that the continuity of things is the whole matter, for him, of

comedy and tragedy; that this continuity is never, by the space of an instant or an inch, broken,

and that, to do anything at all, he has at once intensely to consult and intensely to ignore it.
Henry James, Preface to Roderick Hudson

And you O my soul where you stand,
Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space,
Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to connect them,
Till the bridge you will need be form’d, till the ductile anchor hold,
Till the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere, O my soul.
-Walt Whitman, “A Noiseless Patient Spider”

Ecology’s most fundamental principle states that everything is connectddoA
ecology has to do with relations and the stories we tell ourselves about irdmiectivity. And
as Henry James famously noted, “relations stop nowhere.” In fronting timsarswareness, the
artist draws a “circle” to make some sense and shape of the endlessgtrafifef relation.
Ecology, as much as it is about interrelationships that end nowhere, also concerns thgdsound
by which we do something about such expaRseisishas to do with making and with
creating—with both drawing boundaries and extending beyond them. Driven by radical
openness, the ecopoet lets in as much as possible; she senses the work of knowingithe self a
world—navigating interiority and exteriority— never ends. She also knows creagkiag is a
means of accessing and extending this awareness, even as she must drawebdaridadh the
edges of what is known, in order to verge on what is unknown.

But this is not the only sense of the word. In th& @&ntury, the word ecology often has
to do with the environment, particularly with concern for the environment—with fear and
sometimes paranoia. Ecology has to do with global warming, species depletion,doalins
sustainability. In the Zlcentury, ecology is green and green is for sale. Some call our current
state a crisis; others call it a revolution. There’s an inescapable heavdreeology—a tremor
accompanying such awareness. But with this tremor, there has also beeiveledsssfear, and



anger. Accordingly, many ecocritics have looked to this crisis, pointing fiagerspeaking of
better ways of being. They have read literature that draws attention to tagethearth and
championed texts that attempt to save it. It's not that these modes of créreismong, but that
when we think of ecology in the context of poetry, we need to expand our associationgy Ecolo
if anything, asks for wideness. Ecology connects us. Ecology is terrifgthgrarapturing and

asks us to accept unknowing. Ecology asks us to accept everything. Ecology invates us t
consider the implications of our continuity. Ecology demands we come to a fuller, agforder
more unstable, understanding of where and who we are. Ecology asks us to front andeto forg
And finally, as this dissertation will suggest, ecology asks us to mourn and totmedita

Every story starts somewhere. This story starts in the autumn. The seasbasarst
pervasive metaphor in Western poetics for good reason; as their lesson is thhtasfdbdeath,
the seasons offer a story that shapes our extremes—our suffering and our joy, and loss
love. The poet’'s emergence into ecological being starts with grief and sgff€he ecopoet
first relinquishes her idealized notions of nature. And because of loss and pain, shamuast le
new way. And so, she turns to metaphor. Through the process of making metaphor—of creating
new relations and revivifying old ones—the ecopoet establishes a new wastioigeix the
world. This new way is paradoxical in that it recognizes inherent connection, dtit@ldeep
patterns of difference that such relations depend upon. And the further the ecopastibgoes i
metaphor, the more she emerges into relations that can be thought of as-rtmestéhat are
startling and unnerving—ones that necessitate self-exposure and vulneraliiitgcy concerns
rhetorical immediacy and the incredible singularity of any humaniifenacy is unhinging.

And so, intimacy necessitates meditative processes. Through meditation, thet ézamps new
ways of staying with the tremor of intimacy, even in the face of moredsssinevitably
surfaces again. The ecopoet disciplines herself to a daily practidé gfcseth and pays
attention to her breath. And in letting go of illusions of nature and literary produtteon, t
ecopoet willfully meditates, opening herself to the infinite reaches tbhhigecal thinking
releases.

Simply stated, in mourning the loss of nature as ideal and salvation, the ecolp@etesm
a radical metaphoricity, which allows for a heightened sense of intimacyamdraitment to
meditation. In turn, the cultivation of intimacy and the process of meditationthe aeart of
ecological thinking and being.

This western narrative has a linear projection, although we cannot forgéitetisaasons
inflect a cycle, and as the year turns again, we find ourselves with new los#ehileat loss
never ends. Just as these four stages exist with our seasons, a meditativesmescbrings us
more fully into the present and makes us more aware that these stages ekmstasously. As
such, a meditative consciousness asks that we cease to judge or idealize onersttian
another and rather recognize their inherent interdependence. Interdepentisnasly and allow
us to sense summer in winter and autumn in spring. As Annie Dillard writes, “tteebdt isf
every season in each season” (Dillard 76). Ecology’s ultimate temporal veasagjgests there
is only the present—though a deep present that resounds with memory and intention. As much as
this project constructs a narrative of emergence into ecological beatgp tecognizes the
simultaneity of these states—the ripe readiness of the present, and the whigh each month
of the calendar depends upon the others.

Because ecology hinges on infinity, ecopoetics concerns a life corantjtwith each
day, there are new changes, new experiences, and new impressions. But svttas dimeto a
critic? To an ecocritic? How does the ecocritic read ecocritically? Howalogtic, so used to



reading closely and in specialized modes, consider everything? How does shesliasEa
wide enough to allow perspective to endlessly shift? To trace wide patterns aftcmmnand to
listen to nuanced voices of intimacy? Part of the difficulty for the ecocoincerns the process
of drawing boundaries. And so, in a way, the ecocritic is compelled to become a poetueit
ecocritic must find a form large enough to contain multitudes—the world’s full maityeand

the infinite relations, but also one that draws some boundaries to shape that imrandity
allow her reader to come to closer to it. To do this, the ecocritic, like the ecopoettspaoje
project. In my case, it is the construction of a calenaeorizing Ecopoetics, Thinking Ecology
might also be calledhe Ecocritic’'s Calendar.

But what is a project, and why are projects important to ecology? This prbjefty
concerns two masters of ecopoetics: Emily Dickinson and Henry David Thoreae. drleeold
writers who need to be read in new ways. The first question we need to\&%$laiss
Dickinson’s project”Then,What is Thoreau’s project&nd finally, what does this mean for
ecopoetic criticism?

Dickinson

The American Romantic tradition is closely related to the idea of the pribjeagh its
most prolific writers rarely used the word itself. Indeed, Emily Dickinsog oséd it once in a
poem, a poem that was transcribed on an envelope, which of course, is somehow a part of her
project.

On that specific Pillow

Our projects flit away—

The Night’'s tremendous Morrow
And whether sleep will stay

Or usher us—a stranger—

To situations new

The effort to comprise it

Is all the soul can do— (Fr 1554)

As in so many instances, Dickinson’s syntax strains certainty. What doe<leae is that the
poem hinges on the abyss of sleep. Today's “projects flit away”—tomorrow rémeehdous
Morrow” might “usher us” as strangers into new situations, and so perhaps pr@semijects.
All “the soul can do” is put forth an effort to “comprise it.”

It seems particularly compelling that Dickinson—a poet so immensetylsasin
engaging projects—barely mentions the word in her copious production of lyriasthink of
her fascicles, her gardens, her correspondence, and her gift-giving, thagiwestart to sense
the breadth and endless relations between these mediums of expression. And indeed this has
been part of the contemporary critical struggle with approaching her waret#nes we find
ourselves askingiVhat is her worR As this dissertation will argue, when we ask this question

! Throughout this dissertation, | will cite Dickinson’s poems through the R.W. Frasklin’
numbering in the reading edition. The letters, unless otherwise noted, are cited throogis T
H. Johnson’s numbering systemBmily Dickinson: Selected Letters.



and feel anxious concerning the critical meshings its response neesssitafre starting to
theorize ecopoetics.

In Dickinson’s MiseryVirginia Jackson proposes that we learn just as much about our
history of lyric reading from Dickinson’s lyrics as anything the indiidl poems themselves
might tell us. INChoosing Not Choosingharon Cameron dives into similar questions, thinking
through how we understand Dickinson’s lyrics when they are read in fascicle fonineomwe
read them contextually. Cameron’s conclusions are revealing; she suygeSMeaning in
Dickinson’s poems is produced by relations that evolve and shift” (159 ) — her subjects and
topics teach us “how relations specify subjects by obliquity and juxtapositiomdeetli specify
subjects in the process of either evolving or shifting” (45). In reading Dakimsariant poems
and their placements within the fascicles, Cameron argues that “Dickinsoongizes meaning”
and “regulates the relation between part and whole so that the question What isc&adojects
What are its parameters? including What are its textual paramegs9}’ As Cameron
suggests, “What is subject” is the same as thinking “What are parameteltsi¥ikg this line,
when we ask what Dickinson’s project was, we must also ask “what are the gas&hiket turn,
when we ask what Dickinson’s concept of self is, we also ask “How does she draw les®idar
What happens there? This is why Dickinson’s language of circumference auaithbe
important, as it allows her to theorize at the edge—not just the edge of the sdHpltheadge
of poetic creation.

But what is a project? As children we do science projects and art projectiuliss we
might have home improvement projects and self-improvement projects. It has zeaamree
that is so commonplace that we perhaps neglect its meanings. TracingogigsadheDED
turns our attention to the Latin teproiectus,which refers to the “fact of extending beyond a
surface or edge, projection.” Projects extend and stretch beyond edges—thdy-fpogiing
beyond parameters. Cameron’s argument is echoed in Dickinson’s contention that heslsisine
circumference, drawing our attention to the parameters that allow subjéatst But although
such boundaries are drawn, the work of the project consists in continuing to extend beyond, re-
drawing if necessary, but only to sink deeper—to reach further—to imagine mckadon
was no stranger to the language of extensive reaching, perhaps best exemplifiéahiguage
of infinity. And so, our sense @ickinson’s project might be expounded by turning to her sense
of thinking big—because think big she did. How big did Dickinson think? Once again, when we
ask this question, we are theorizing ecopoetics.

As a teenager, Emily Dickinson created a Herbarium, which recently has been
beautifully replicated in a facsimile edition. On May 7, 1845, she wrote taheolsgirl friend
Abiah Root: “My plants look finely now. | am going to send you a little geraniuhriehis
letter, which you must press for me. Have you made you an herbarium yet? blopi yf
you have not, it would be such a treasure to you; most all the girls are makingyaneddf,
perhaps | can make some additions to it from flowers growing around here” (lckijdan
would go on always to keep a garden and to write copious poems on flowers, which she would
routinely send to relations, often accompanied by a pressed specimen. kHeitycveass
inspired by and engaged with the world around her. The more one studies her work, the more the
connections radiate—the more resonance her lexicon takes on.

Indeed, it is difficult to trace the reach of Dickinson’s poesis—the line of hacpoet
making. She is such an enticing subject for literary critics becausehigrmetaphorical
language allows a flexibility and space for infinite critical idiecdition. Timothy Morton argues
in The Ecological Thougtihat “The best environmental thinking is thinking big—as big as



possible, and maybe even bigger than that we can conceiveé’B20how do we think so big?
And how does such big thinking translate into making?

Perhaps into 1789 lyrics and hundreds of surviving letters. Perhaps into wover$ascicl
and ceaseless writings and re-writings. Perhaps into a herbariumea,gambconut cake
recipe, a cricket, and an untraceable exchange between these mediums.iReraaps
abandonment of the notion of the contained poem and with that, our notion of nature.

What is particularly challenging about ecology is that, in many wagsfigs critical
containment. But what | want to suggest is that understanding ecopoeticstatxetst we too
project beyond the boundaries of how we think of literary production. While we mighlyacute
analyze details of a particular poem or essay, we need also to projectesibmslond to
imagine the interconnections that radiate through varying media and beydadrihbty of
publishable literary production. We need to extend beyond the parameters of contagigah,cr
even as we shape structures and narratives that hold our questions and allow our reaching.
Ecopoetics demands creative thinking. Ecopoetics also requires negativetyapatmbmfort
in uncertainty. As Dickinson said of paradise, “All we know/Is the uncertain gftdFr
1421). The same might be said of ecology—we might be certain of its uncertainty+gite m
commit ourselves to never fully knowing.

Thoreau

Like Dickinson, Thoreau both thought and created in ways that sought to shape the
endless relations of ecological awareness. As Emerson wrote afteatheofl his dear friend:

The scale on which his studies proceeded was so large as to require longevity,

and we were the less prepared for his sudden disappearance. The country knows

not yet, or in the least part, how great a son it has lost. It seems an infurg tha

should leave in the midst of his broken task which none else can finish, a kind of
indignity to so noble a soul that he should depart out of nature before yet he has really
been shown to his peers for what he is. (quoted in Dean 5)

Perhaps more aware of the range of Thoreau’s work than most others, Emersoattnation
to the vast “scale” of his friend’s life’s work—a task that “none else cashfi’ And perhaps
Emerson’s choice of the term “scale” is most apt, for Thoreau’s “studigg’na¢hing if not
extensive and expansive. And as this dissertation will suggest, when we stadniugsti
writer’s scale, we are theorizing ecopoetics.

What was Thoreau’s project? Was it his self-conscious cultivation of ahoetz
language as a means of living deliberately, expressed in the po®tigldér? Was it his
Journal,a work that spanned twenty-four years, forty-seven volumes, and two million words?
Was it is his travel narratives into boundary environments of extreme reseredeeights of
Katahdin in theViaine Woodsnd the edge of the oceanGape Cod? Was it his late and

2 Because Timothy MortonShe Ecological Thoughvill be cited with frequency, unless
otherwise indicated by a different title, all Morton citations will mfrthis text.



unfinished works—extensive projects that documented subtle and cyclical dimensions of
environmental phenomena?

Thoreau was a writer who never ceased writing, making it a daily labor; in aeetise,
Thoreau'spoesismplies apraxis. The diurnal action of literary labors entails a commitment to
meditation, and his experimentation with the calendar and journal form sugsieshér
foremost a commitment to the contingency of the present monigkeé Dickinson, his forays
into publication and fame were abandoned in favor of a steady commitment to hissproject
many still of which press the limits of our means of literary reproduction.

While Sharon Cameron’s work on Dickinson’s fascicles is among the most valuable
criticism available to help us think of the ecopoetic range of the poet’s work r@amealso
one of the more perceptive critics of Thoreau’s range as wéNritmg Nature her study of
Thoreau’s journal, Cameron notes that “To@rnalitself prohibits the use of many interpretive
procedures ordinarily taken for granted” (4). Her conclusions are essential:

The greatest problem posed by floeirnalis not in fact its length, albeit

that is formidable. The greatest problem posed byadhenalis our wish

to not be assaulted by its ideas as these are at once fearful and :famailiar
meaning is not circumscribed; that we cannot excerpt it; that natureneemai
alien; that, notwithstanding, we continue to see it. In this respdtienwill
remain the canonical text, as it converts those intermidallanal questions
and illustrations to emblems, to recognitions, to codified meanings. (154)

As Cameron notes, the length of Thorealgarnalcorresponds to and exceeds the weight of its
ideas—that “meaning is not circumscribed” and that “nature remains’aémen Thoreau died

of tuberculosis in 1862, he left behind a rich archive of writing projects still veci mnu

process. Bradley Dean explains the substance of Thoreau’s final projected’s@54-page
manuscript o he Dispersion of Seedss 631-page manuscript &¥ild Fruits, his more than

700 pages of notes and charts of natural phenomena in Concord in the 1850’s, and his 3,000
pages in twelve notebooks on aboriginal North America remain unknown to the generatpublic
and, with a handful of exceptions, even to specialists in American literaReah(3). It is
important to acknowledge the projective trajectories of Dickinson and Thoreau loplege
ecopoetic theory. These questions that | have been outlining concerning prejedtsrately
guestions of ecology’s genres, as well as the accordant practices fograadiencountering
ecopoetic literary productions, issues that | will also address in “OctoBéhbugh throughout
this dissertation | will turn to the questions engendered by close readings adulalpoems

and passages, it is critical to always consciously entertain the relatioe @dbse reading to the
sense of the life project. Although such relations are not always easilyial#ator

explicatable, ecopoetic theory demands the literary critic exercisgadive capability in

reading and analysis. Ecopoetic theory demands that the critic rectaynizé context and
contingency—and turn to writers who consciously shaped writing that is loyalrttatipractice
and elongated scale. Because it is so highly subjective, a meditation psanttsomething

that is easily describable or measurable. In turn, when we think of a wigeilislt corpus as a
indication of his or her meditative work, we must proceed with openness, with cyroslty
sometimes, with awe.



Leaves of Grass, Ko Un, and the Project’s Purpose

If there is one writer who seems to exemplify the reach of the lifegbrdjenust surely
be Whitman and his ever-expansheaves of Grasslthough my dissertation will only
tangentially reference Whitman, he is, in so many ways, the elephant in the_ezoms of
Grassis a classic projective project, one that exemplifies endless additions asidngwvhile
also offering regenerative metaphors to center the infinite potentiém@ryy work as meditative
work. Importantly L eaves of Grasalso impels us to question its purpose or underlying
motivation. It is my sense that Whitman'’s project is ultimately grounded irutieation of a
compassionate sensibility—of opening the self wide enough to embrace #iktlsatf
encounters, as the poet best articulates in “Salut au Monde!”:

My spirit has pass’d in compassion and determination around the whole earth.
| have look’d for equals and lovers and found them ready for me in all lands,
| think some divine rapport has equalized me with them. (Whitman 296)

And while Leaves of Graskas always been thought of as a national project of the American
democratic sensibility, Whitman’s compassion stretches beyond the confine®ofamal his
poetic vision and “spirit” pass “around the whole earth.” With Whitman, we might corsde
a life-project is motivated through the imperative to generate increasedreess, compassion,
and inclusion—to not deny anything or anyone from the reaches of the poet’s laagdage
vision.

To consider a contemporary example of a project with a similar scope amdioscal
Whitman’s inexhaustible inclusion, we can turn our attentions to Korean poet Ko Un. While
imprisoned in the early 1980’s, Ko Un “felt called to promise” that if he “ever carhalive, he
would set about writing a poetic record of the life of every person he had ever knowa)of” (

Ko Un’s projectManinbo(translated a¥en Thousand Livess, in the words of Robert Hass,

“one of the most extraordinary projects in contemporary literature” (30)l iddeed, the scale

and scope of Ko Un’s work has drawn enough international attention to provoke reporters to wait
outside of his home each year before the Nobel Prize for literature is announeetatfmal

project for a war-torn natiodlaninbois also a deeply meditative literary experiment that hinges
on an infinite awareness. And despite the fact that with 4001 poems and 30 volumes, Ko Un
completed his final volume, he explains that ultimately, “there is no end to #recess

‘Maninbo’ and perhaps somebody might see my soul working on the 31st volume” (Sung-jin, no
page). The “essence” of the project has no end, and it is precisely this open-tamakéa Ko

Un such a valuable poet for ecopoetics. However, Ko Un’s value for ecopoetics mypwed be

the sheer scale of his project; his work is valuable because of what such seatgtaies. Ko

Un’s project self-consciously offers a collision of poetry and meditation—v@i@n of

meditation as poetry. In an interview with Patricia Donegan, Ko Un explaingtlesig of

Maninboin the following words:

The idea oManinbocame at a very difficult point of my life. In May 1980



| was arrested and going to be court-martialed by the emergtagodship.

| was accused of "rebellion."” The people arrested with me were the now-
deceased priest Moon Ik-hwan and former president Kim Dae-jung. When
you are in a military prison, it's a kind of labyrinth: we didn't know where
anyone was, whether alive or dead. If the single weak electric bulb went out
it was a black room, so we were full of fear, for we felt we might be killed at
any moment. The thought that really sustained my life was that if ltevere

get out of there, | would have to write these poems. | thought that even if |
didn't do it, the thought in itself would be a source of strength. (Donegan 4)

From this passage, we can see the ways in vWarminbowas born as a means of sustaining
existence. In the midst of dire suffering, Ko Un vowed to himself that he would givetedive
suffering of his people—the thought itself was “a source of strength.” A Buddbisk for a
period of time, Ko Un developed a project that is inherently meditative; influendeid by
monastic training, it offers an example of what type of literary form atated consciousness
might produce. And although Ko Un recognizes the differences between meditatipoery,
he also expresses their intimate relation through the silence that tihey sha

Great master Wonhyo of Korean Buddhism said that there are two kinds of
truth: truth according to words, and truth without words. You can say that Zen
focuses on the truth without the words and that poetry focuses on the truth with
words. Yet every poem, all poetry is related to Zen, to meditation, becterse af
each line of poetry there is silence. Although we read the words, between...
between there is the silence... (Donegan 5)

The range and dedication of Ko Un'’s project is incredible, as his vision rivals WWistma
compassionate inclusion. Some poems concern close family members, as thedgpllow
“Ch’ung-jo, My Little Brother”:

At the end of the Japanese period we had nothing to eat.
There were no trees on the hills.

Springtime was dreary without azaleas.

Ch’ung-jo, my little brother,

born when | was already a big boy,

chose that wretched time to come into the world.
Mother was carted off on a wagon down Shiorit road
to the hospital near the harbor.

A rough tampon inserted

to keep his head from popping out,

she was carted off on a rickety wagon;

he kept trying to be born but the passage was blocked
as mother hung on to the wagon side

and screamed bloody murder.



So they went off

down Shiorit road

and the kid was born in a hospital called

Guam Hospital so we called him the Guam Kid:
that’'s how Ch’ung-jo my little brother was born.
Once out, he grew up fine.

He’d go racing off, a pinwheel in his hand.

My brother lived through

Independence, the War, the 1960 Revolution
then just past thirty he died of leukemia.

That kid could work up the beat of any old song,
merrily singing and dancing. (102-103)

As this poem demonstrates, the ways in which Ko Un offers realistic details sdiffering of
his subjects is balanced by how he often finds a means of ending the poems with a
compassionate vision. Although it was a “wretched time to come into the world” whengEh’un
jo was born, and although he dies tragically young, we are left with a vision of himlyme
singing and dancing.” This poem is representative of a larger tenderneymdet’'s project,
which sustains a compassionate warmth for his subjects despite whetheetfzayilgror only a
passing relation from his memory. Robert Hass writddariinbohow “One would think that
the poems would begin to seem formulaic, that the ways of calling up a life wouhdt®dgi
repetitive, and they never are. In that way it is a book of wonders in its mix ofé¢kef
ordinary people, people from stories and legends, and historical figures. Ttakgdheir place
inside this extraordinarily rich reach of a single consciousness” (30). Ahdgsemost
importantly, this “extraordinarily rich reach” of Ko Un’s awareness is supgdry the
compassionate acceptance his consciousness allows.

Recently, in a class | taught that dealt specifically with theioeksttip between
meditation and poetry, | had my students read all of Ko Un’s English transldtoms a
handful of poems at each session. What emerged from the exercise was a sensscettaey
range of perception as well as the consistent compassion Ko Un managed to hacfe for e
subject—even ones that required representations of violence and cruelty. Dayiexip&ins of
Horace how “One of the great pleasures of the four books of Horace’s odes ifoovdez will
do it this timelt’s like watching a great diver being challenged by one perfect digerform
yet another, of another kind and degree of difficulty, and another, and he Qoesk). Ferry’'s
language might easily apply to Ko Un. Part of the reward of reMdamgnboemerges from
witnessing the ways in which the poet manages, time after time, to consafisticre
representations of his people’s suffering, including soldiers who perpetakaecd, while
simultaneously embracing and forgiving his subjects—offering them malbassion within the
larger context of human suffering. As my students articulated, time andgaie Ko Un offers
poetic portraits that eschew judgment in favor of acceptance and empathy. Cibreside
following poem:

In the fall of 1977, as | was on my way
for an interview with the assistant governor,



going down one corridor of Sodaemun Prison,

I met a man so handsome, wow, he left you gaping.
| learned from the guard accompanying me

it was Pak Ch’ol-ung, under sentence of death.

The youngest in his family, Pak Ch’ol-ung

had organized his older brothers, killed

and buried a man and his wife,

antique dealers in Insandong, along with the driver.

Since he was under sentence of death,
he always wore handcuffs,
even in his cell.

That bright smile

those graceful movements

undoubtedly the star in some movie

only it was as if somewhere in his life

the seed of that dreadful act had sprouted
and grown up, taking his body for humus.

On the floor of the cellar
behind the necktie factory of the execution room
his sprawling corpse was neither good nor evil. (346-7)

This poem offers an example of Ko Un’s need to write of individuals who perpetuateitiexr
a sad reality of war-torn Korea’s history. Withholding judgment of Pak Ch’ol4&indJn
concludes the poem with a sense of equanimity—the sprawling corpse isr‘geiienor evil.”
And when we recall Ko Un’s darkened jail cell, one can imagine the degree ofozmnaork
such a project entails. More than a collection of podtasiinbois a deeply personal project of
an extraordinary range.

Maninbois certainly a national project, but it is also an ecological one because its
awareness is infinite. And althoutykaninbois formally about people, it is everywhere
concerned with the earth and animals that are also intrinsically connegtedples’ lives.
Consider the following poem, “Azaleas,” which portrays the ways in which theorgezha
young girl named Yang-gum is intimately related to the environmentalisf Ko Un’s
village.

Halmi Hill used to be ablaze with azaleas

until I was four years old.

After that, for several years running

we were reduced to grubbing out the azalea roots

and burning them to heat the rooms in winter.

Those were hard times.

There were no azaleas left to blossom when spring came.
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If people were poor, it was only right

that Halmi Hill behind the village should also be poor.

Still, a few azalea roots survived

and soon they at least were blooming again.

Yang-gum, a girl from our village, climbed up to see those azaleas,
wearing a long red ribbon,

piled stones around them and built a fence,

forgot home and talks for a while, just sat there.

“Gosh! What am | doing, still here? Gracious, good gracious!” (61)

This poem, about Ko Un’s memory of the girl Yang-gum with the red ribbon, is afphg
history of Ko Un’s village, socially and environmentally. The need to cut down theaazeés
for fire wood is indicative of poverty and oppression, as well as the endurance Ahdfechile
most poems iManinboare titled by the subject’s name, this poem emphasizes the
correspondence between Yang-gum and the azaleas—red ribbon and azalea-flooth
effected and resilient, connected in the poet’s memory.

Ultimately, Ko Un’s project is valuable for ecopoetic theory because damigtoffers a
contemporary life-project, but also because it offers us a concrete exantentéditative
work the life-project is capable of in an ecological context. And in turning to Ko kénie
order to expand the notion of the project, | am also modeling a critical turn thdisgestation
will make throughout. Because Western poetics does not have a developedvodadailary to
discuss meditation as a poetic practice (the term does not even appean tistgttinceton
Encyclopedia of Poetry and Poelici is necessary and productive to turn to Eastern
philosophies and traditions (Yogic and Buddhist in particular), in order to develop a vogabular
and critical framework through which to help theorize the connections betwedatadand
poetry. In turning tManinbg we can witness an example of an ecological life-project that is
made possible through Ko Un’s meditative consciousness. And meditation, as thiattssert
will suggest in varying ways, is the ground for ecological poetics.

On Methodology & Personal Philosophy

Ultimately, the type of ecological criticism that | will theaim this dissertation is closer
to recent global criticism than to much current ecocritical scholarshiarticgar the sense of
deep time presented by Wai Chee DimocKmough other Continentsffers a mode of
thinking that adequately accounts for the scale-shifting necessaryfogieal thinking
Reflecting the recent pressure put on the construct of the nation-state, Dimoclepr@poasical
framework that emphasizes American literature not as a “discréty ‘dmiit rather as a “criss-
crossing set of pathways, open-ended and ever-multiplying, weaving in andotiugof
geographies, other languages and cultures,” which allow a sense of the “abicbsgfrtne
planet’s multitudinous life” (Dimock 3). Advocating a “scale enlargemenigathe temporal
axis,” Dimock’s work exemplifies an opening in critical awareness that snoeygond the
parameters of the nation-state and offers literary texts comparatitexts that propel forward
in endless relation. Dimock’s emphasis on temporal “scale” in literary thimkiaug important
foundation for ecological thinking, even as it often asks for scale enlargement upon both
temporal and spatial axes. In addition, ecological thinking asks for awsiereserning the
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psychological states that correspond to such expansive scale shifts. Agjeayiprdirectly
concerned with poetics rather than literary history, this dissertation wilaply emphasize the
ways in which scale enlargement is made possible through meditative consciamshess
manifests itself through literary genre, poetic practice, and metaphiation. Ecology asks

us to think big—but, as | will suggest throughout the following chapters, such widendss mus
account for, and work to integrate, both internal experience and external awafengsch, this
dissertation will work to creatively integrate a range of criticate@®iand perspectives, although
it will ultimately favor critics who are interested in questions of enthsgales, whether they be
formal, ecological, global, psychological, or existential.

In relation, in its attempt to theorize ecopoetics, this dissertation isdgoyde
philosophical position that does several things. Primarily, it works to listen to tes\afi poets
above those of literary critics and theorists. At times it will turn to varieeistfiy critics as a
subject of critique or commendation, doing the work of a “dissertation,” which demand®a degr
of intervention and scholarly positioning. However, this project’s underlying posstion i
grounded in my own basic sensibilities, particularly the openness engend®ettihgon’s
epistemological expanse and the literary growth encouraged by Thoreplosagxe
metaphoricity. Also, the basic importance of figures (the field, the hkargarden), processes
(mourning, breathing, singing), and literary genres (the notebook, the letteglendar)
centralize and condense my critical position. It is my sense that tleekeyaigures and
processes that are worth thinking through in working to expand and explore the reijations
between meditation, poetry, and ecology. Persistently, my argument adubeateportance of
these tropes and practices to ecopoetics; it is my sense that they arettgtbrsiand
breathing with, as they continue to widen the field and engender further thinking

In relation, at times, | have traced connections for the sake of their resoatierahan
their argument. The tension between the essay and the chapter is often atiptaygh®h
dissertation asks one to dissertate, it would betray my sense of poetry smthpphilosophy
(in addition to the subject of my project) not to acknowledge the ultimate sense of unknowing
that guides my critical practice. In listening to the voice of the poet, inbexoecessary to
acknowledge and explore the epistemological uncertainty that strong poetry eagende
Importantly, this same sense of uncertainty also defines ecological thiakithgo, the natural
correspondence between poetry and ecology encourages their symbiosis.

In the shaping of this critical tenor, | find it necessary to acknowledggunding
examples, particularly Robert Pogue Harrison’s voice as a literaio/ & a comparative
literature scholar with a command of multiple languages, Harrison’s ihteneyth, poetics,
and philosophy explores key cultural archetypes, while also paying attemipadific nuances
offered by the subjective range of lyric production. When interviewed, he explaipssition in
the following language:

| see it in the following way, though you may disagree. If there is something
distinctive about my approach, it is my insistent listening to the voice of the
poet, by which | mean the voice of literature as such. | start from the tonvic
that literature knows better than philosophy what philosophy seeks to aeticulat
in abstract terms — knows it not only more intuitively but also less naively.
Sometimes one must first expose oneself to the abstractions of philosophy in
order to discover the universal implications of what offers itself latamidly
specificallyin the literary work. | find it frustrating that many theorists
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and philosophers who tout their sympathy towards literature often do not
make genuine efforts to be guided by what the poem or text is revealing,
especially in those cases when they put on an elaborate show of minute
textual analysis.

Harrison’s sense of allowing oneself to be “guided by what the poem or the rexg¢asing”

exhibits a willingness of the critic to submit his own political or theoretiganda to the

nuances of the voice he uses to support his position. “Minute textual analysis” valalgle if

it also balances with “insistent listening” to the voice of literature; rati@ producing

theoretical acrobatics in order to validate the critic’s intelligeiterore important to listen, to

learn, and to trust literature. But listening to the voice of the poet can atdomnelate to the

critic’s willingness to admit uncertainty, after all, good poetry oftéma$ the uncertainty that
defines the human condition. For the articulation of this perception, | am indebted to ktraf wor
Jane Hirshfield, who, as both poet and critic, sheds much light on the relationship betvisen poe
and uncertainty. As she perceptively articulates,

To be human is to be unsure, and if the purpose of poetry is to deepen the
humanness in us, poetry will be unsure as well. By the navigation of open-
ended yet resonant conclusions, by multifaceted statement, by subtle
resolutions and non-resolutions of circumstance and sound, good poetry
helps us to be more richly uncertain, in more profound ways. St. Augustine
said of Time, “If you don’t ask me what Time is, | know, but if you ask what
it is, then | don’t.” But the truth is, we don’t need to understand uncertainty
or time for them to accomplish their work in our lives, or in poems—all we
need do is live them out and through, and that, well, that can scarcely be
avoided. (“Poetry and Uncertainty,” no page)

Following Hirshfield’s sense, this dissertation works to value the intellegtilia) of

uncertainty even as it seeks to position and affirm. Although our contemporary sense of
“dissertating” is often associated with arguing, intervening, and examining-sportant to

also recall the term’s etymologygissertatioin Latin, which primarily suggests discourse. And

so, a dissertation might also be thought of as an opportunity to generate discourse oi, a subjec
with the ultimate objective to widen discourse of the subject, provoking furtloeudse in

future writing projects and fields.

A Final Note: Pedagogues and Ecologues.

3 “Echoes of the Phenomenon—A Conversation with Robert Pogue Hartis@gg and
Narrative: Online Magazine of Visual Narrativdolume X. Issue 1 (March 2009)
http://www.imageandnarrative.be/Images_de_|_invisible/debruyn.htm. I[Fotagions that
come from internet publications, | will include the url in a footnote.
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| start this dissertation with “September” as a commitment to my pojdtimate
purpose, which affirms the notion that literary criticism, in its generation obulise, is
ultimately instructive in its intention. Northrop Frye notes that in “literatvgehave both a
theory and a practice” and the “theory of literature is what | mean logismit the activity of
uniting literature with society’Hducatedl27). As Frye continues, the “great bulk of criticism is
teaching” and the ultimate goal of teaching literature involves thesfeea of imaginative energy
from literature to the student” (128). A dissertation, as a theoretical wditkrafy criticism by
a graduate student, is both a written statement of the student’s imaginatiye gameerated
from the study of literature, as well as a commitment to the intrinsic valiterary studies at
large. Ecological criticism in particular, as it harbors an awarenessiotreasingly strained
global position, must work to generate connections between literature and,dueteen
poetry and personal experience, as well as between theory and practice. Anersbfirst
decided on the shape of a calendar, it was clear to me that it would begin in Septembe
September we return to school and to the instructive purpose of literary ritisssuch,
ecopoetic criticism, like all literary criticism, should always be@nof its pedagogical utility
and purpose. As Emily Dickinson puts it best, “September’s Baccalaureate” agesus to
move with the season, to put up our fun, and “turn philosopher.”

September’s Baccalaureate

A combination is

Of Crickets—Crows—and Retrospects
And dissembling Breeze

That hints without assuming—

An innuendo sear

That makes the Heart put up it's Fun—
And turn Philosopher. (Fr 1313)
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October

“Notebooks of the Present”

Four Seasons and The Genres of Ecology

No one, to my knowledge, has observed the minute differences in the seasons....A Book of the
seasons, each page of which should be written in its own season and out-of-doors, or in its own
locality whenever it may be.

-Henry David Thoreau, June 11, 1851

To sum it up, then—if indeed any conclusion is possible when everybody is talking at once and it
is time to be going—it seems that it would be wise for the writers of the present to eeti@unc
hope of creating masterpieces. Their poems, plays, biographies, novels are not books but
notebooks, and Time, like a good schoolmaster, will take them in his hands, point to their blots
and scrawls and erasions, and tear them across; but he will not throw them into the waste-paper
basket. He will keep them because other students will find them very ussfinbrit notebooks
of the present that the masterpieces of the future are made.

-Virginia Woolf, “How it Strikes a Contemporary”

The matter very well accordeth with the season of the moneth.
-Edmund SpenséeFhe Shepheardes Calender

In this chapter, | will introduce the primary genres that this disssrtadll encounter
when theorizing ecology. Already in “September,” | have framed the notioneoflifie
project’—or recognized the ultimate unboundedness (and according critical iuatitihe
heart of ecopoetic creation. Part of the work of the ecopoet concerns drawing tesuttddo
something about the infinite underpinnings of ecological thinking. In turn, the écoauist
exercise an awareness of the ways in which literary genre confroniteinglation and creates
in the face of such expanse. As my own shaping of an ecocritical caletedss, amploying a
seasonal narrative offers a flexible structure that balances difégnenately working through a
process of loss and regeneration.

What the genres | will discuss in this chapter share is a complex relgbitetivieen
mourning, metaphor, intimacy, and meditation. Inherent in their composition is a refinogrit
of lyric perfection in favor of an understanding of literary production as a dipraefice—or an
exchange of the notion of a poem as meditation in favor of an understanding of thagvriter
engaged in a larger process of conscious meditation. Not surprisingly, due to theitrevede
interest in daily passings, these different genres often share a hewjateareness of the
moment of their composition—often framing themselves through temporal markérsssac
day, a month, a year, etc. Literary genres that explicitly presem@otal frame are productive
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for theorizing ecopoetics because they offer boundaries that allow woitdessomething about
the infinite awareness that ecological thinking propels, both temporally amallgpat

particular, literature that “writes the date,” whether directly, asl@tter or journal entry, or
indirectly, in a moment of deep reverence to the season or day—heightens asvaneines
acceptance of wha at a particular moment, rather than projecting idealizations of what could
be, which largely fosters mental probing that resists full acceptanceasvdovas | discussed in
“September,” often “life projects” can create critical impass¢haextent of their scale can
challenge epistemological framing and critical authority. And whilélifeeproject” is the

ultimate ecopoetic genre, there are other literary manifestatianalsbaencourage and engender
further thinking within this perceptual mode.

In her essay “How it Strikes a Contemporary,” quoted as a epigram to thisrchapt
Virginia Woolf notes that it is important for “writers of the present to renoureadpe of
creating masterpieces”—and instead to recognize the contingencies didoicgéas a worthy
literary genre in and of itselEgsays30). Woolf's call for the notebook was part of her
Modernist confrontation with a new century defined by increasing epistermaldgigmentation
and the need for new literary forms to develop amidst such radical change. As@seld, the
notebook can serve as a meditation tool—a space where a writer might observeehwthand
external passing phenomena. Notebooks provide space for everything—and involve the
relinquishment of pressures of publication and external validation. Notebooks are where
ecopoetics begin and renew faith in beginnings, regardless of whether or ngusabse
revisions and re-writings will turn these initial fragments into more razagle and
reproducible literary productions.

In developing his own theory for American poetry in relation to the environment, Angus
Fletcher establishes the importance of what he calls “diurnal knowledde® @véentual creation
of an “environment poem”—or a poem that becomes its own environment. Building from
journalistic reporting of daily passings (largely via Whitman), Fletdescribes diurnal
knowledge as being “connected to the most basic human needs—Iliving, breathingtysexuali
health, sickness, getting and spending even—»but in all cases the knowledgehatf hifestnot
yet been mechanized. It is above all seasonal knowledge, a function of natura{@DeRt}.
Diurnal awareness concerns the “daily, quotidian round of life” and “connects ugto ma
traditional extensions of diurnal time, namely, the myth and fact of the chamgisgns, often
rendered as an undated yearly calendar.” This type of knowledge ultimetdl  poetry of
description rather than narration, and an awareness of the “unclosed messinesalof natur
process” as “there is nothing but the day, which is always disappearing, reagpeari
disappearing, reappearing in perpetual sequence” (92-93). Accordinglyn&vitstendless
present participles and John Clare’s “way of ending-the-poem-without-endliong”aan
embracing of “chaos and complexity” rather than a sense of Romantic tiomjple an echo of
Platonic formal holism (92). And while Fletcher recognizes the need for dkmoalledge in
connection to environmental thinking, what he does not discuss in his theory are the ways in
which diurnal knowledge is also essential to meditation. Literary formgthglasize diurnal
knowledge do more than just report and record passing phenomena—they also generate an
awareness that allows the artist to withess and gradually accept two eaigbogiciples: that
everything changes and everything is connected.

It is my intention in this chapter to look at the seasons as ecopoetic form hather t
content, not to consider poetry that is about the seasons, but rather poetry thasoses sea
markers to structure its unfolding. This is why | am less interested in’ Kéatdutumn,”
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which, while an exemplary poem that looks deeply into the experience of the season, is not
formally constructed by the season it represents. And while it might seeBid¢kmson’s
“lyrics” would undermine my emphasis on diurnal knowledge and uncontained forms, it is
important to recall alternate ways of considering these poems. As gistabiln “September,” |
approach them through Virginia Jackson and Sharon Cameron, who both recognize that
Dickinson’s perfect lyrics are more a product of our desire for a contaieation than a
recognition of the endless contingencies and meshings of mediums that uftichatelcterize
her literarycorpus.Indeed, in some senses, it is more productive to think of Dickinson’s lyrics as
epistles, as so many of them were written and re-written into lettegard®ess, her most
contained lyrics will also find a space in the genres | outline in the pagesiw-fathough
perhaps not where first thought.

As previously mentioned, this dissertation will reiterate the importanndadrary
criticism to not look at individual poems as meditations, but rather to consider peetiocras
being part of a larger meditative process. This intention will guide theggandewriters | frame
to shape my theory of ecopoetics. Importantly though, | do not wish to excludecaamylit
production from the scope of ecopoetic theory—declaring that, for example, Kadesto
Autumn” is not ecological. Because ecology recognizes ceaseles® drahgadical
interconnection, nothing is excludable from its theoretical reaches; ateadyat is all-
containing, it is accordingly all-inclusive. Indeed, this issue concerns muhbk etocritic’s
challenge—to draw critical boundaries while also not closing down alternateiglodiéneictions
and positions, despite moments of contradiction, paradox, and impasse. However, my hope in
this dissertation concerns the attempt to outline and advocate a series oftgrsesm to open
guestions and discourse surrounding ecopoetics even wider—and to favor genres thagencour
mourning and metaphor, while also cultivating intimacy and meditative awardnessler to
do this, genres that exercise a notebook sensibility, holding space for contingenayraald di
knowledge, demand acknowledgement and will ultimately underlie the larger poetigsitiea
my project. And while some readers might immediately associateggyoaith nature, and so
expect to see genres such as the pastoral to follow, “November” will work to decbiistr
notion of nature in favor of a more radical and uncanny ecology. In turn, “Decewibier”
account specifically for the pastoral as it merges with elegy, wheotedidy an ecological
awareness.

The Journal

If there is a literary genre that quite literally is a notebook—offegiispace for diurnal
meditation and recognition of contingency and connection—it is by all means the .j@moal
again, Virginal Woolf's perception of the journal is highly productive for ecopdleitiking:

But what is more to the point is my belief that the habit of writing thus for

my own eye only is good practise. It loosens the ligaments. Never mind the
misses and the stumbles. Going at such a pace as | do | must make the most
direct & instant shots at my object, & thus have to lay hands on words, choose
them & shoot them with no more pause than is needed to put my pen in the ink.
| believe that during the past year | can trace some increasseoheay
professional writing which | attribute to my casual half hours attar Moreover
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there looms ahead of me the shadow of some kind of form which a diary
might attain to. | might in the course of time learn what it is that one can
make of this loose, drifting material of life; finding another use fdrant

the use | put it to, so much more consciously & scrupulously, in fiction.
What sort of diary should | like mine to be? Something loose knit, & yet
not slovenly, so elastic that it will embrace anything, solemn, slightautifid
that comes into my mindA(Writer’'s Diary13)

Woolf emphasizes the importance of having a writing genre that is “saefztit will

embrace anything.” The journal’s ability to provide a venue for this opening eenisrprecisely
what makes it ecopoetic. Woolf describes the fluidity and flux of the diary-tagtiaty and
capaciousness. As a space for a more spontaneous form of automatic writing, the diapt doe
offer judgment of thought or rigid lines, but rather values experimentation, spoytand
process.

As mentioned in “September,” Thoreau’s journal is perhaps best understood as his
primary project—the “terra-firma” that allowed his other more polisheksvtir emerge into
circulation. In his journal he writes of the need to, “Write often and write upon a titbusa
themes"—emphasizing the journal’s capacity to hold abundance and difference. iHeesott
explain, “Those sentences are good and well discharged which are like sattizargsiliencies
from the spring floor of our life.—a distinct fruit & kernel itself—springifrom terra-firma. Let
there be as many distinct plants as the soil & the light can sustain. Tak@yabonnds in a day
as possible” (Peck 289). Each day offers new opportunities to take risks in lengoaghape
new forms and sow new seeds—bult it is the space of the journal itself thatlotegrsund for
further shaping and nourishment. The journal also heightens awareness of thierpoasent
with its elusive changes and its evasive nature. As Daniel Peck explains, “Fonitw
Transcendentalists, a journal was the most responsive of literary faerferm most likely to
catch one’s inspiration in the moment of its inception, and journal keeping becamarfer a t
almost a required practice for Emersonians” (Peck ix). Ultimately, jaaigradourage an
awareness that recognizes interconnection and change—and the only boundagntsatHem
is the mark of each day, which does its own work in encouraging diurnal knowledge. As Robert
Richardson explains of Emerson’s journal, “The aimlessness and lack of systemant of the
point, which was to preserve things just as they came to him, without second thoughts, without
fitting them into predetermined niches” (Richardson 21). Importantly, such eispimaferst
thoughts and spontaneity in writing are characteristic of a meditative conmszssus

Although not all journals self-consciously inscribe the date on the top of the page, they
largely allow diurnal knowledge to guide and frame their composition. Importdmlyotm is
largely dictated by external factors—the hours of the day, the passing ochslom sihe weather,
holidays, etc.—even as it has the potential to inscribe highly intimate and subjesfponses to
these outer phenomena.

The Calendar
Bridging on the journal is the calendar, a genre already cataloguedtiarréd the life

project in “September.” Indeed, journals that are meticulous with dates mididgught of as
calendars, employing and organizing diurnal awareness, as well as regpgmezcontingency
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of internal experience upon external phenomena. Perhaps the most canonical extraple of
calendar as literary form is ti&hepheardes Calendavhere Spenser, following Virgil's
example, presents an extended pastoral. However, unlike Virgil, Spenser £ gnelaty
structural adherence through his use of the months to organize each extended pesmatss
Cain writes of the project, “To organize a series of eclogues (as poems toralEesies are
called) by a calendar design and to subordinate his speakers to the exigetih@eseasons is
Spenser’s innovation, with the result a structurally more intricate yet umdied pastoral
sequence than Virgil's or any other previous poet” (Spenser 3). Becausen a®iGts out, SO
little happens in pastoral (which involves little action and is mostly dialoguesbetwstic
figures), the employment of calendrial structure adds and implies arailewihotion and sense
of external change. As a “literature of stasis,” pastoral does not abvagede the same
external pressures that the georgic mode might include, whether social,alogfieal, political,
etc. Indeed, as Barbara Kiefer Lewalski arguesCiélenderdoes “not keep up the expected
pastoral stasis but instead have been made subject, by the addition of a calendaiicto georg
seasonable variety” (Lewalski 113)his sense of “seasonable variety” and external influences
is evident in Spenser’s prefatory “arguments” that introduce each eclaguexdmple in
“Februarie,” he writes, “The matter very well accordeth with the seasde ohdneth, the yeare
now drouping, and as it were, drawing to his last age. For as in this time qfs@g#ren in our
bodies there is a dry and withering cold, which congealeth the crudled blood, art these
wetherbeaten flesh, with stormes of Future, and hoar frosts of Care” (39). Altittiegh |
happens in this eclogue, which is “rather morall and generall, the bent to eete sE@articular
purpose,” the tenor and circumstances of the dialogue that occurs betweenditzé glaaracters
are both analogized and influenced by the cold weather and the winter’s:cCitheltyatter very
well accordeth with the seasons of the moneth.” With his glosses, antiquatéadypand
illustrative wood-cuts, SpenseiGalendermpresents itself as a compelling and difficult mixing of
genre, which although highly crafted, offers a form that is ultimatelyrdigre upon external
factors.

Another genre of writing that consistently employs calendrical stegiargarden
writing. In “February” | will turn more directly to the preponderance otigarmetaphors in
ecopoetic writing, but it is also worth noting their connection to the calendar. &oipéx we
might consider Vita Sackville-Westla Your Gardena collection of garden essays, which she
compiles and organizes through the months. In explaining her method of organization in the
prefatory remarks to the second volunmeYour Garden AgainSackville-West writes, “the
months have been grouped together irrespective of the year in which the appelas’ decause
originally the articles were “spaced seasonally” (5). Although SackWkst recognizes the
confusion of letting the years collide, the calendar guided by the months ttkegeul
precedence in narrating and organizing her garden writings.

Similarly, the Czech writer Karel Capek’s famous work of gardetingr The
Gardener’s Years also dependent upon the calendar for its unfolding. The chapters show the
possessive relationship of the month to the gardener, commencing with “The Gardener
January,” and moving forward. With each month, Capek offers ironic observations and
commentaries on duties and difficulties presented by the given month. He Vixliéesh is the
busiest month in the garden, which should be prepared for the coming of spring” (29), while
“From a horticultural point of view—September is a gratifying and excellenthh¢dt). In
“November the soil should be turned over and loosened,” while in July, “according to the
immutable law of gardeners, roses are grafted” (99, 63). Filling his téxadvice and playful
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disappointments, Capek urges his gardener readers to “make haste and not wglstelaysir

you want to do what is necessary” (116). The gardener’s work is never done, and thégparame
of the months allow for an unfolding of work and tasks in relation to weather and grashdh. cy
Garden writing is necessarily and consistently dependent upon outer chashgé&aomenon,

so it makes sense that the calendar (and by extension the almanac) would fircys®iifi this
mode of writing.

The Lyric Fiction

The lyric fiction is a genre perhaps best theorized by one of its mosatitic
contemporary practitioners—Carole Maso. In her essay “Notes of @ Agtrst Working in
Prose,” Maso names this experimental genre and describes the lyrist®wark in
comparison to the lyric poet’s. She describes the lyric fiction as a géere Wrhe novelist’s
lyric ‘I engaged, as the epic poet is, in the world. A singer singimglation toothers” Break
Every Ruleé31). Combining the intensity of first person utterance with the epic or narsative
traditional role of presenting a character’s voice in relation to other vbilees’s sense of the
lyric fiction offers a hybrid genre that extends the lyric moment throdgtoar full-length
narrative. As she explains, this type of fiction involves “a pattern, which ialezl/as patterns
are, through elongation and perspective, the ability to see a whole, a necklanaotis
moments strung together” (23). Maso’s discussion of the lyric fiction is based on a
epistemological position that acknowledges unknowing and uncertainty—or a conception of
reality that is illusive and contingent. As she explains, “Many fictiotengido not, | believe,
acknowledge reality’s remoteness, its mysteriousness. Its indikgst us and to our modes
of expression, though the novel is one of the very few good places for this sort of egpfanati
(24). Accordingly, she shapes fragmentary narratives that hold space tiogflegressions
and contradictory experience.

In her own lyric novels, Maso often utilizes a temporal structure in ordeartefher
lyric fragmentation. InThe Art Loverthe narrative moves through the four seasons—both
commencing and ending in spring. The narrative voice also shifts, offerindjraptharrators,
including Maso herself, relating the pathos of non-fictional memoir to the plot everds of
characters’ lives. What remains consistent is the passing of the seasonke-anndion of the
characters lives through cycles of change. As the narrator offdr€umington fashion stood
still, along with almost everything else, except the seasons and, hopetlil{9arBoth the
seasons and art continue to changé&Ja,Maso condenses time further and divides the
narrative into three sections—Morning, Afternoon, Night—presenting a narratikie st day
of a woman'’s life. As Ava lies on her deathbed, memories flood forward and intezmittlyl
present sensations. She envisions her first-person narration as a “the l&gtdovavill ever
write” (215) and as far as the narrative journeys in terms of sensation, ypeamaimaginings,
it is always grounded in the space of a last day; the frame of one day holds @ swehwle life.
Importantly, bothThe Art LovelandAvaare elegiac—one mourning the loss surrounding the
ground-zero AIDS crisis in the West Village (many scenes in the book tatesipl&t.
Vincent's Hospital)—and the other taking place on the last day of Ava’s Isheasuccumbs to
a “rare blood disease.”

In relation, Maso often credits Virginia Woolf as one of her greatesteéegcand a
master of the genre of lyric fiction. Indeed, Woolf's novels also employ disémporal
narratives and are defined by intensely figurative and rhythmic prosnsest IrMrs.
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Dalloway,she frames the narrative through a single day in a woman’'8éfejeen the Acts
further condenses time and frames itself through the span of an afternoonrfueygrece. True
to its title, The Yearspans fifty years, but takes the personal nuances of one family’s changing
state through a representative day from selected passing yeass)asative structure.
Referencing Woolf's work in her criticism, Maso describes the power dytizenovel “To

make a place for ambivalence or uncertainty texyeeriencecnd not just referred or alluded to
seems one of the most interesting challenges of the novel. The tentative, thevady¢isel
incomplete might be enacted. Played out in the theater of one’s imaginationth(48nhg
temporal structuring to create the parameters through which the “unresahatihcomplete”
might be enacted, Maso, like Woolf, is able to choreograph her fragmented aatdlégyrguage
within a literary space or “place” for “uncertainty” to bexperienced.

Although these novels by Maso and Woolf, having undergone extensive revisionary and
publication processes, are by many means describable as masterpsgcesiskence on the
primacy of the fleeting nuances and impressions of subjective experiencehaiovo also feel
like “notebooks”; they present narrative experiences that move with time pasding,and
relation to shifts in external phenomena and internal difference. This expéairspace of the
lyric novel provides productive parameters for ecopoetic creation. TimotngpMwrites that
Woolf's “narratives are ecological because” she “lets consciousna&emto each other: this
includes nonhuman as well as human consciousnesses” (107). And indeed, this “flow in and out
of characters’ heads” does present an ecological sensibility—an inclusi\amkemeshing of
internal and external experience—however, Woolf’s firm temporal strugbuoggle the form
that allow these collisions to slide, as they would inevitably in a given momengcblegical
content is made possible by her allegiance to genres that frame iafuaiteness through
temporal windows.

The Lyric Essay

In relation to the lyric fiction is the lyric essay or the lyric nonidict An experimental
genre, the lyric essay has been garnering increasing contempteatyorn, especially through
literary journals such ahe Seneca Reviewhich has taken on the lyric essay as its central
focus. As the editors Deborah Tall and John D’Agata explain, “we turn to the lync éssis
“malleability, ingenuity, immediacy, complexity, and use of poetic lagguarhey describe the
genre in the following language:

Given its genre mingling, the lyric essay often accretes byniats, taking

shape mosaically - its import visible only when one stands back and sees it
whole. The stories it tells may be no more than metaphors. Or, storylesg, it ma
spiral in on itself, circling the core of a single image or idea, withouias|,

without a paraphrasable theme. The lyric essay stalks its subject like louiarr

is never content to merely explain or confess. It elucidates through theeafanc
its own delving’

“ Deborah Tall and John D’'Agata, “The Lyric Essay,”
http://www.hws.edu/academics/senecareview/lyricessay.aspx
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Through the accretion of fragments and the taking of shape “mosaically,tithedgay is a
genre that is propelled by contingency and relation—not always forcing satibrre] but rather
allowing them to exist like different pieces of broken tile in a mosaicnQlfgec essays will
take on temporal narratives to frame their unending malleability. Theelssiy is often highly
metaphorical—propelling its organization around a “single image or idea.lyfibessay
elucidates the “dance of its own delving” and reveals the process through wimébidis rather
than arguing any single point or position. The writer’s concentration on a guamitagphor over
time ultimately channels the work’s coherence and choreography.

One of the most obvious and relevant practitioners of this genre is Théfakienis
constructed through a seasonal narrative, as Thoreau initiates his experinmenfouarth of
July and ultimately works his way toward spring. Thoreau’s other major wdkeek on the
Concord and Merrimack Riveris structured as its title suggests through the days of the week,
and each chapter records a different day of the journey, bearing symbolic mohiemagative
moves through its process of mourning. | will further discuss the importance of Usdieanal
choices iPA Weekn relation to ecology in “December,” but it is important to recognize his
central role in the history of this genre, made explicit in his employmenétaipior and poetic
figures to both organize and shape his language. Not surprisingly, much environniénial w
falls under this genre distinction, including Annie Dillar®#grim at Tinker Creekwhich,
echoingWalden,is thematically divided into the four seasons.

If there is a contemporary text that works to explicitly express eicalapinking and to
exist as a paradigmatic example of an extended lyric essay, Terry Taiihesns’ Finding
Beauty in a Broken World a strong candidate. While it does not divide itself through days or
months or seasons, in the central section of the book Williams records her exgsengnio the
field as a naturalist, observing and documenting prairie dog activity—tepthat basic things
like where a prairie dog emerges from in the morning and where it retolaskatonvey a
wealth of information about an individual” (115). Constructed as a series of field noliesng/
dates different days “8 June 04” and further divides these sections into segments ofrmburs. A
so, philosophical and introspective musings will be positioned against notes fromdhe fiel

8:00 A.M.

Good morning P Dog #35, Burrow NZ at 7:33 A.M.

Good morning, Madam Head Wide Apart, Burrow 9T at 7:35 A.M.
Good morning, P Dog #24, Burrow NW at 7:42 A.M.

Good morning, p dog babies, Burrow 9W at 7:50 A.M. (Williams 171)

Interspersed with these more scientific recordings are Williams’ ovaopel reflections—
observations of what she is learning and the realizations that surfaderajtéours gathering

data. Williams shapes a fragmentary narrative, listing passing thamghtsmpressions through
accretion, without putting pressure on their coherence and explanatory lineylelés skose to
Maso’s (indeed in other places Williams quotes Maso as a means of expressiwg ipeetic

etho9: fragmentary, intimate, contingent, revealing. Williams’ notes range tinem

observational obvious “Today marks one week for me in this tower” (165) to the philosophically
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inquisitive—as she concludes her prairie dog stay with one question: “What isSkal?
continues to establish an anaphoric meditation on this daunting question:

What is real?These prairie dogs and the lives they live and have adapted
to in grassland communities over time, deep time?

What is real?A gravel pit adjacent to one of the last remaining protected
prairie dog colonies in the world? A corral where cowboys in an honest day’s
work saddle up horses with prairie dogs under hoof for visitors to ride in Bryce
Canyon National Park?

What is real?Two planes slamming into the World Trade Center and the wake
of fear that has never stopped in this endless war of terror?

What is real?Forgiveness or revenge and the mounting deaths of thousands
of human beings as America wages war in Afghanistan and Iraq?

What is real”Steves’ recurrence of lymphoma? A closet full of shoes?
Making love? Making money? Making right with the world with the
smallest of unseen gestures? (197-8)

The questions that Williams presents here attempt to collage the fragyraintansions of her
own experience—aligning the local and global—the personal and political—the eneitaim
and the social. The mosaic becomes a master metaphor for Williams’ edalogieestanding,
as well as her ecopoetic narration—"a mosaic is a conversation betwetes imoken” (6).
Also potentially critiqued as postmodern pastiche, Williams’ inclusion of raotégjuotes
echoes the commonplace book—a genre predating postmodernism and also analogous to a
mosaic accretion of different positions and voices. Importantly, Williamayshacknowledges
connections and favors metaphors (such as the mosaic) that perpetuate redttient)an
closing off through critique. In entertaining another master-metaphor, she @ejeize and
Guattari, ‘A rhizome ceaselessly establishes connectiefasid asks, “Can one be a rhizome
artist? Can one ‘form a rhizome with the world’?” (164). As an ecologicalnwMdliams does
more than just write about nature; rather, she offers in her literaryiegms forms that open
and encourage the flood gates of ecological thinking. In finding metaphors like#agcrto
shape her formal parameters, Williams creates ecologically—ifugterther connections,
relations, and contingencies. And importantly, i&Veek on the Concord and Merrimack
River, Finding Beauty in a Broken Woiklalso an elegy—the work of mourning takes time,
follows days, and shifts with the seasons.

The Elegy
Because the elegy demonstrates a type of work and takes place thrajghttmoften

allows its formal structure to be dictated by shifting external phenomenawka Freud’s
sense of the “work of mourning”—or grief as a process or project, Peter Sackgstiggates
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“Elegy shouldbe seen as a working through of grief and as a symbolic action” (1). Butlas | wi
discuss further in “December,” elegy, when brought together with ecoldigicking, aligns
closer with Freud’s notion of melancholia, where mourning is more sustainedthathe
productively closed. As Timothy Morton explains, “We cannot mourn for the environment
because we are so deeply attached to it-angat. So ecological discourse holds out the
possibility of a mourning without end. Ecological elegy, then, must provide forms that
undermine a sense of closure” (“Dark Ecology” 253). As | have been arguing ahdpiter,
“notebook” genres, are by and large, “forms without closure,” although ang paating
depends on some formal structure to exist to bring it into being; in the case ofrtiesxh
have been outlining, the diurnal frame or the calendar can provide a form withou¢ ceogir
as it offers boundaries by which to do something about the infinite awareness tbgicatol
thinking provokes. Even life projects, with their seemingly endless scales, gftemddgpon
diurnal awareness as a means of confronting grief—whether or not “sfuteasurning” will
take place. Indeed, many of the full-length works | have named in this chaptkgaes,eand
present a situation where the writer will work through a period of mourning by mgrtitrnal
awareness and through the creation of a narrative, regardless of how fractufiedjmentary it
might be. In “December” | will more directly dive into the paradoxicatrehship between
elegy and ecology. However, in moving forward, it is important to consider the extghich
ecopoetics is inherently dependent on an elegiac mode, as it continually askscaghize the
transient nature of experience, as well as the need to relinquish idealiped wbinature and
the literary masterpiece. In turn, poetry that depends upon a meditative conssalsae
inherently recognizes the shifting phenomenal experience of each day, andcsoctireent
existential non-attachment to what presents itself. In this senseettiedlgo” of elegy is
necessary, even as the next day might present the poet with a new awareneads tof nvburn
and of which to let go.

The Letter

Among its other compelling qualities, letters, like many of the gdndesitify in this
chapter, do the work of “writing the date.” Acute awareness of both their momermtcatidn of
composition shape the circumstances of composition and compel their transcriptiodeConsi
Dickinson’s playful letter-poem addressed to “Bee!” from “Fly”:

Bee! I'm expecting you!
Was saying Yesterday
To Somebody you know
That you were due—

The Frogs got home last Week—
Are settled, and at work—

Birds mostly back—

The Clover warm and thick—

You'll get my letter by
The Seventeenth; Reply
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Or better, be with me—
Your’s, Fly. (Fr 983)

Aside from the amusing imaginative scenario Dickinson envisions, the reportemmdral
indicators in each stanza of the poem (“was saying Yesterday,” “Fob¢me last Week,”
“You'll get my letter by/The Seventeenth”) illustrate the extent to whpsktkes often express
and depend upon diurnal awareness. As another example, consider Dickinson’s letter to her
friends Dr. and Mrs. Holland, dated “autumn 1853": “it is cold tonight, but the thought of you so
warm, that | sit by it as a fireside, and am never cold any more. | lovetéotavgou—it gives
my heart a holiday and sets the bells ringing. If prayers had any answesmto/ou were all
here to-night” (L 133). Here, the coldness of the night presents itself as aed@ntiescenario
that guides the letter's composition and rhetoric; Dickinson’s work on the waiéisg is
initiated by external phenomenon.

The other important dimension of the letter for ecopoetics concerns the inttmacy i
engenders. As | will more directly address in “May,” letters offegistpground for exposure
and intimacy, and while not usually written with the intention of publication, $ettiéen make
deictic reference to the writing desk itself. In Dickinson’s case, $ettiéen came along with
gifts, cookies, flowers, or other home-made gestures of affection and ggnesssinding us of
the materiality often provoked by literary projects. In “May” | wilbre directly address the
letter as an ecopoetic genre that exemplifies ecological intinraegdition to suggesting that
the epistolary impulse at large helps generate the intimacy that eablagiareness necessitates
and engenders.

The Haiku

In “August” | will turn to an Eastern poetic, recognizing the ways in whiahderlies
and enforces many of the epistemological points that contribute to ecologaahghi
philosophy and poetry that depend upon and encourage meditation often adhere to certain
cognitive positions and precepts. Zen Buddhism, in particular, as a philosophical tate
encourages mindful awareness through meditation practice, fosters diurnaldgeafe
pushes even further into precise present moment mental absorption. However Hissbdietl
explains, Zen is more “set of tools” than a “study of doctrine”: “Zen is lessttioly of doctrine
than a set of tools for discovering what can be known when the world is looked at with open
eyes. Poetry can be thought of in much the same way, and the recognition of impeanane
ceaseless alternation, and interdependence—the connection of each persoe, exgsit, and
object with every other—need not be ‘BuddhistThé Heart of Haikul42). As a literary genre
closely related to Zen Buddhism, the Haiku consistently recognizes “irapenue, ceaseless
alternation, and interdependence” within the brief space of seventeen syllable$lirshfield
continues to explain how the haiku is paradoxical due to its “scale and speed”™—"inrttenm
of haiku perception, something outer is seen, heard, tasted, felt, emplaced in a scemator cont
That new perception then seeds an inner response beyond paraphrase, name, or any ather f
containment” (61). In her account of Basho’s poetry, Hirshfield describes the génee i
following language, “Some haiku seem reports of internal awareness, somi® gEenm at the
external, but Basho’s work as a whole awakens the necessary permeéhility all.
Awareness of the mind’s movements makes clear that is it the mind’s nature to(#8@)e

25



Through this awareness of “permeability” and inner and outer flux, Basho’s haiku do not s
much arrest a moment as recognize its fleeting motion; haiku acknowledgertent as it slips
away. In paying attention to both place and time, haiku re-enforce transience angecmyt
both of the self and of the world. Consider Basho through Robert Hass’ translation:

A monk sips morning tea,
it's quiet,
the chrysanthemum’s flowering. (46)

A snowy morning—
by myself,
chewing on dried salmon. (12)

A bee
staggers out
of the peony. (18)

Basho’s haiku affirm a sense of the poem’s action sliding outside of its fraenen&gine the
bee as it staggers, the poet chewing as the snow falls, and a monk sipping as the
chrysanthemum’s flower. These are not images frozen eternally in timaltert poems that
frame a process of continuance—a relinquishment of holding and fixing in favor of
acknowledgement of passing and shifting. Basho best articulates this papo=ila
phenomenon through his prose:

The basis of art is change in the universe. What's still has changeless form.
Moving things change, and because we cannot stop to time, it continues
unarrested. To stop a thing would be to halve a sight or sound in our heart.
Cherry blossoms whirl, leaves fall, and the wind flits them both along the
ground. We cannot arrest with our eyes or ear what lies in such things.

Were we to gain mastery over them, we would find that the life of each things
had vanished without a trace. (233)

As Basho suggests through his ruminations on the “unarrested,” rather thag {aastery,”
ecopoetic creation humbly recognizes ceaseless change—favoring peasergxpression and
collision of both inner and outer experience. Traditionally, haiku also include a reféoethe
season, as they emerged from renga, which involve larger cycles of calspodse poetry,

which consistently moves through the seasons. Not attached to narration, these poems do not
adhere to the common Western impulse to stop time in lyric poetry, or to freezeecapt
perpetuate stasis. In turn, the haiku poet is not as attached to his literary psodyxéce that
perpetuates captured time or experience. Rather, as Basho widds gxists only while it's on
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the writing desk. Once it's taken off, it should be regarded as a mere scrap of(B8pgrAlso
a journal writer and itinerant travelling writer, Basho’s emphasis is omtmeent of
composition—the process of inception and the spontaneous quality of such writing.

The haikuhas also received attention and prominence in twentieth-century American
poetry, as Ezra Pound’s famous “In the Station of the Metro” has become partadajrtize
work of the imagism it represents and inspires. One of the most important Amideita
practitioners was Richard Wright, who when suffering from debilitatingsfirceiring the last
years of his life wrote four thousand hafkam his exile in Paris:

Hurdy-gurdy sounds
Soften the glow of streetlamps
In the evening dusk.

The drone of spring rain;
A lonely woman strokes
The fur of her cat. (Wright 91)

Wright’'s daughter Julia Wright accounts for her father’s passionate arificppatpouring of
haiku production during the last year of his life through two connected but distincieexges.
The first concerns a process of necessary mourning in the face of numeroysitmssesuding
his exile. As Julia Wright explains, “the haiku enabled him to mourn a mother whoseaphys
absence from his life had begun way before her death”™—"with the haiku, ruselfing could
begin, albeit so close to his own death” (Wright xi). In addition to the haiku aidinguming
and self-nurturance though its collision of internal and external change, Juljiat\Algo
identifies the ways in which this writing served as a type of therapy fdather’s iliness. As
she writes, “I believe his haiku were self-developed antidotes againssjlbrad that breaking
down words into syllables matched the shortness of his breath, especially on thesbablatay
his inability to sit up at the typewriter restricted the very breadth ibihgt (Wright viii). In
“June” | will more specifically address the relation of breathing aedth duration to ecopoetic
creation, but here it is worth recognizing Julia Wright's connection betwedather’'s breath
and his chosen genre. Poetry that heightens breath awareness is alaysstraligative of a
meditative consciousness at work and in process. In addition, many haiku practéchoress
its therapeutic qualities—the ways in which the process of drawing togesinggle image into
the syllable patterns absorbs the mind fully, letting go other concerns andatadimerAs
Basho writes, “Composition must occur in an instant, like a woodcutter felling areegetita
swordsman leaping at his enemy. It is also like cutting a ripe watermetoa sharp knife or
taking a large bite at a pear” (Hass 234).

Once again, by emphasizing the haiku’s qualities in relation to meditatiorcprdatd
not intend to dismiss the Western lyric as a genre void of such awarenesd, thd&&estern
lyric’s present-tense elongation offers provocative explorations of exgetaton with
temporality and experience. As much of this dissertation will expliartjpe for and illustrate
ecopoetic dimensions in Dickinson’s poetry, it is necessary to consider the wayishrher
poems also recognize that time is always moving, and poetry strugglesaimelibiseig with this
ceaseless continuance:
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To see the Summer Sky
Is Poetry, though never in a book it lie—
True Poems flee— (Fr 1491)

As Sharon Cameron arguedslyric Time,“all of Dickinson’s poems fight temporality with a
vengeance” because “All action, these poems seem to insist, and consequentigtaiéreard
story on whose shoulders action is carried, leads to an ending, leads to death” (203)eAs1Cam
argues, Dickinson’s poems exemplify the struggle of lyric to resist tefitgokéowever, in a
deconstructive sense, it is precisely this temporal motion that allows fattanyative—
revealing the extent to which lyric is ultimately dependent upon temporahgass
Dickinson’s sense of a “center”—or the alternate temporality promiséehioyortality”—and
her consistent recognition that “True poems” like everything “flee,” t&@thar in relation to
haiku. Because loss, and ultimately death, lie at the center of Dickinson's ipgatise, even
her struggles to do something about this condition first recognize her avearameat times,
her acceptance, of mortality’s inevitability.

Dickinson’s poems have been described by critics in terms of distillation, cssigpre
and crystallization. Like haiku, they often reference the seasons andafigpbeir passing. But
clearly Dickinson did not write haiku, as many of her poems unfold through multiple startzas
engage in elaborate and extended figural constructions. However, as studyihgke [Beesho
reminds us, the work on the “writing desk”—the daily discipline and commitment pbikte—
and especially his willingness to let external phenomena intervene and influbjesetige
shaping and experience, is indicative of a meditative consciousness at workeAtirdafield
writes, “Basho’s seventeen-syllable haiku, looked at closely, are muchntitg Bickinson’s
poems: they are small but many (both poets left behind over a thousand poems), and the work of
each of these poets crosses implausibly variable and precise terrains ohdwnorld. Basho'’s
haiku describe and feel, think and debate. They test ideas against the realibesradtion;
they renovate, expand, and intensify both experience and the range of language” (450).
Ultimately, it is, as Hirshfield notes, the expansion and intensification ol ‘&qterience and
language”—of both “mind and world"—that characterize Dickinson’s contribution to etcpoe

The Garden Poem

In “July,” I will theorize a genre of poetry that | am calling “gardentpde-a genre
long present in Western literary history, but not yet explicitly framed andsdied in terms of
its productive offerings for ecological thinking. In positioning myseliiregiahe notion of the
poem as a meditation, this chapter will consider poems that are produced frger a lar
meditative consciousness, or poems that emerge from a meditative awarenesseapentys
demonstrate a series of social virtues. Taking Hord@dé&sas an originary and still highly-
relevant example, I will also discuss a series of other poems that deneasteaiological
thinking grounded in the sense of caring forahles,or household. In their capacity to both
teach and delight, these poems have the potential for a type of ecologicay-sHogia
propensity to praise and celebrate wikatemerging from acceptance and embodied as
gratitude Having moved through mourning and into meditation, these poems might be carried
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forward in order to teach future students of ecological criticism the setysibdt ecopoetics
ultimately works to cultivate and sustain.
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November

“Those who know her, know her less/The nearer her they get”:

Dickinson, Ecological Infinity, and Letting Nature Go

| have never yet met a man who was quite awake. How could | have looked him in the face?
Henry David ThoreawValden

What could be stranger than what is familiar? As anyone who has a long-term partner can
attest, the strangest person is the one you wake up with every morning. Far from gradually
erasing strangeness, intimacy heightens it. The more we know them, the stranger they become.

-Timothy Morton;The Ecological Thought

Just Infinites of Nought—
As far as | could see—
So looked the face | looked opon—
So looked itself—on Me—
Emily Dickinson (Fr 693)

Although ecological criticism has been a prolific field of literary satsblig for roughly
twenty years, we are still awaiting a full-length ecocritical moaplgron Emily Dickinson. As
one of American’s most beloved “nature poets,” she has been strangely absent fr@avethef
academic ecocritical literary production. But the absence of Dickinsonthig critical nexus
says more about ecocriticism’s limitations than her place in the coneerdatileed, thinking of
Dickinson as an “ecopoetic” requires we relinquish our notions of “nature” as a site of
idealization or salvation—something much ecocritical work has struggled to dcs bhdpter |
will argue that Dickinson is a profoundly ecological poet, but that our acceptaree gfiality
of her work depends upon our relinquishment of a notion of an idealized nature in favor of a
more uncanny sense of ecology. Following the theoretical advances of Tikhotton inThe
Ecological Thoughtl will present the ways in which Dickinson’s conception of “nature” is
closer to the implications engendered by ecological awareness. Subsequeatigjdaring
Emily Dickinson as an ecological poet, questions will arise: If ecolbtfizgking ultimately
implies that we are all “connected,” what exactly does this mean? Andtamathsconnectivity,
how do we account for the all too common human feelings of loneliness, depression, and
isolation? How do we experience ecological connectivity? What makes eeablag@reness
possible? And finally, what type of poetic expression emerges from thisraasar—what
figures and paradigms does ecological connectivity employ?
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Nature, as Dickinson teaches us, is enigmatic. For Dickinson, “nature” is not some
idealized place of nostalgia and longing, but rather is a site of sensual expandrezeounter.
It is also a word that appears 160 times in her 1789 poems. Almost always itaBzesapioften
it is personified (“the simple news that Nature told” [Fr 519]), often feminizddt(ire
murmured to herself’ [Fr 627]) and sometimes it is found in quotation marks (“Nayeha
what we see” [Fr 703]). Not surprisingly, attempting to understand Dickinsortisr&ideads
one down a path of uncertainty, epistemological resistance, and enigma. Thetembienahe
poet lends to nature, the more nature as an idealized place is deconstructedohrfattoe as
mysterious abyss and locus of unknowing. But it is precisely this recognitiodicdira
uncertainty that will allow for intimacy and ultimately demonstratekiDg8on’s proximity to
ecological thinking.

In The Ecological Thoughgne of Timothy Morton’s most compelling theoretical
constructs centers on the notion of intimacy as fundamental to ecologicahthimkpushing
the notion of “interconnectedness” to its full implications, Morton recognizestieatelation
depends upon recognition of the necessary boundaries that allow us to think through and
experience interconnection.

The ecological thought realizes that all beings are interconnected.

This is the mesh. The ecological thought realizes that the boundaries
between, and identities of being are affected by this interconnection.
This is the strange stranger. The ecological thought finds itself nex

to other beings, neither me nor not-me. These other beings exist,

but they don't really exist. They are strange, all the way down.

The more intimately we know them, the stranger they become.

The ecological thought is intimacy with the strangeness of the

stranger. The ultimate strangeness, the strangeness of pure semblance,
is (feminine) subjectivity, whose essence is radical passivity. (94)

Morton’s conception of the “strange stranger” thinks of the other (animal, human, tabjcs
“neither me nor not-me.” His argument is based on evolutionary thinking, which sulgggsts
patterns of interrelation at the level of the gene. However, he also rect@zele of human
consciousness in apprehending interconnection. His discussion is worked through in
conversation with continental ethical philosophy (Levinas, Irigaray, @8rend questions of
identity and of relation to the “other.” His construct of the “strange strasgeves to recognize
paradoxes of ecological subjectivity and the according uncanniness of interemmnect

And while Morton never turns to Dickinson, his language might have been borrowed
from her. Consider one of her boldest statements on nature:

What mystery pervades a well!
The water lives so far—

A neighbor from another world
Residing in a jar

Whose limit none have ever seen,
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But just his lid of glass—
Like looking every time you please
In an abyss’s face!

The grass does not appear afraid,

| often wonder he

Can stand so close and look so bold
At what is awe to me.

Related somehow they may be,
The sedge stands next the sea
Where he is floorless

And does no timidity betray—

But nature is a stranger yet;

The ones that cite her most

Have never passed her haunted house,
Nor simplified her ghost.

To pity those that know her not

Is helped by the regret

That those who know her, know her less
The nearer her they get. (Fr 1433)

This poem works to identify the “stranger” of nature—or nature as a stragaggcularly the
abysmal mystery of expansive depth provoked by the image of a well or the ocegmedies s
exhibits a fear of such epistemological uncertainty, questioning whetherehasur ever be
known. She creates a series of personified relationships between naturaltbbjeats
proximate and seem to be interested in the potentialities of relationships glitgrit
encounter natural mystery. “Related somehow they may be,/The sedgenstenitie sea”™—
“Those who know her, know her less/The nearer her they get;” trying to “knoweretdrher
mysterious depths seems to cut to the center of ecological intrigue. Wiszimafimg about the
poem is how Dickinson suggests the relation but refuses to define it. She sayss‘toene
connection here, but | can’t say it—the more I try to know, the less | know.” Thisttype o
thinking opens itself to radical uncertainty and is profoundly ecological. Thiegesentation
of the “strange stranger.” Dickinson plays with paradoxes of knowing through irmages
proximity and distance. As Timothy Morton writes, “What could be stranger thahis/
familiar? As anyone who has a long-term partner can attest, the straegson is the one you
wake up with every morning. Far from gradually erasing strangenaessdytheightens it. The
more we know them, the stranger they become. Intimacy itself is stratige'Qf, in
Dickinson’s language, “Those who know her, know her less/The nearer her they get.”
Dickinson returns to the idea of nature as a haunted house in a letter to Thomas
Wentworth Higginson: “Nature is a Haunted House -- but Art -- a House thatiottes
haunted” (L 459). Here, nature does not have a house that one might pass by, but rather is
represented through a direct metaphor. Nature is not the stranger but the House Iftitough t
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house is certainly strange to the point of being uncanny) and Art attempts to cleateatr
enigmatic. In arguing for the importance of studying art in trying to fathraoiogy, Morton
writes, “studying art is important, because art sometimes gives woidedt is unspeakable
elsewhere, either temporally—one day we will find the words—or intringicadlords are
impossible. Since the ecological thought is so new and so open, and therefore sq difficult
should expect art to show us some of the way” (12). Art’s striving to lend “voice” to the
“unspeakable” turns out to lend a prime site for theorizing ecology. And Dickinson, aisc poe
“finite infinity,” provides the paradoxical language for surfacing our oftamfused and figure-
driven experiences related to the expanse of such thinking.

In relation, Freud’s notions ahheimlich(un-homely) andHeimlich(homely) help to
frame Dickinson’s haunted houses and help think through Morton’s notion of the ecological
thought, which he associates with the uncahiy.his famous essay, Freud writes, “the uncanny
is that class of the frightening which leads back to what is known of old and long fa(fiiltze
Uncanny” 930). As he explains, “What interests me most in this long extradinsl that
among its different shades of meaning the wbrdrlich exhibits one which is identical with
its opposite, uinheimlich ” (933)—"thus heimlichis a word the meaning of which develops in
the direction of ambivalence, until it finally coincides with its oppositdeimlicti (934). In
theorizing the strangeness of familiarity, Freud’s notion of the uncanny beags®aful in
Dickinson’s nature poems. Consider the following poem where the first winterdrost i
personified as a strange stranger.

The Frost was never seen—

If met, too rapid passed,

Or in too unsubstantial Team—
The Flowers notice first

A Stranger hovering round
A Symptom of alarm

In Villages remotely set
But search effaces him

Till some retrieveless night
Our Vigilance at waste

The Garden gets the only shot
That never could be traced.

Unproved is much we know—
Unknown the worst we fear—
Of Strangers is the Earth the Inn

® For a reading of the uncanny in Dickinson’s poetry in specific relation to Gothises
Daneen Wadrop’s “Emily Dickinson and the Gothic Fascicle,” where Wadrop ttea@othic
as the dark side of Romanticism, suggesting, “the twist of the Gothic inhehespgayichological
fact that what can scare the most remains what is closest”—Dickinsorithedsreudian twists
in her oxymorons—the appalling exhilaration, the captivating horror, the libefaghg the
freeing terror” (Wadrop 144).
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Of Secrets is the Air—

To Analyze perhaps

A Philip would prefer

But Labor vaster than myself
| find it to infer. (Fr 1190)

Representing the frost as a criminal—a “stranger hovering round” anddehidn a face (which
is effaced) Dickinson’s personified frost shoots the garden—untraceable gndhgaito
persistent vigilance. The earth itself is an “inn” for strangers andrtiseaaplace to hold
secrets. Analysis is useless, futile and a labor vaster than which #kesfels capable.
“Unproved” and “unknown,” inference is impossible in the face of nature’s motions. Butsvhat i
perhaps too obvious to mention in the poem is the fact that frosts come every year and are not
really strangers to New England residents like Dickinson. Dickinson seegesiess in what is
most familiar, cyclical, and predictable. Rather than taking solace orlabaean nature’s
diurnal round, she looks past metaphors and understandings of nature’s holistic benevolence in
favor of a “retrieveless” uncertainty.

For Dickinson, intimacy always seems to involve a corresponding estrang&wemin
the following poem, what can be read as fairly innocuous representation of Serpassing, is
also suggestive of nature’s persistent mystery.

Without a smile—Without a throe

A Summer’s soft assemblies go

To their entrancing end

Unknown—for all the times we met—
Estranged, however intimate—

What a dissembling Friend— (Fr 1340)

Reading summer as a metonym of nature, intimacy is again representeti thissegnblance, in
concealing true intentions behind a false appearance. Once again, “howevdejhthaare
ultimately “estranged” from fully containing such enigfha.

® Angus Fletcher's booR New Theory for American Poetry: Democracy, Environment, and the
Future of the Imaginatioalso notes an uncanniness in American “nature” poetry, which he
attributes to questions of scale. Fletcher writes, “Both exegesis and exrahfadRomantic
poetry have emphasized the poet’s role as voiced consciousness, this dyraiorclyetween
nature and our species, but the present study takes almost the opposite view, whilemgngr
our human need for transcendental and extraordinary flights of the imaginatioulditoe
argued that a substratum of naturalistic study and description is deterfoinihg Romantics,
but remains often obscured by clouds of glory, whereas American poetry nmeetsaale of
things,a larger scale. The Americans are somehow troubled by the fact that Natumely
bigger that we are” (Fletcher 5). Dickinson and her endless motions inwardcse@nk in an
opposite direction from Fletcher’'s exemplum, Whitman.
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As these examples illustrate, Dickinson is no stranger to the strangear@dvever
again her poems exhibit moments of relinquishment of certainty as theyerggprature not as
beautiful and good, but all too often as just plain strange. As one who dwells in “possibility,”
Dickinson often professes an understanding that acknowledges the limitations of hiedigeow
At times, the penetrating presence of mortality and the bewilderingciatipins of a fully
engaged consciousness seem all too easy to turn away fromNat&imoksColeridge writes,
“In looking at objects of Nature, | seem rather to be seeking, as itaskirggfor, a symbolical
language within me that already and forever exists, than observingrapgdw” (qtd. in Frye,
Romanticisn10-11). Dickinson seems to align with this tendency in Romanticism, which
understands outer reality in terms of inner experience. Again and again efi¢odstare into
such uncertainty—as she acknowledges the terror embedded in the reaches of human
consciousness. Outer immensities correspond to and work in reciprocity to inrensines:

| never hear that one is dead
Without the chance of Life
Afresh annihilating me

That mightiest Belief,

Too mighty for the Daily mind

That tilling its abyss,

Had Madness, had it once, or Twice
The yawning Consciousness,

Beliefs are Bandaged, like the Tongue
When Terror were it told

In any Tone commensurate

Would strike us instant Dead—

I do not know the man so bold

He dare in lonely Place

That awful stranger—Consciousness
Deliberately face— (Fr 1325)

Once again, Dickinson recognizes the notion of the “stranger” within—the str@ingee’s own
Consciousness. Whereas in “What mystery pervades a well,” nature islfaguaestranger, in “I
never hear that one is dead,” Consciousness itself is the stranger. Fasicigusness with
deliberate intention entails an exhibition of bravery, but is also potentially madd&eliefs,
particularly the “mightiest belief,” which recognizes ultimate anatfoh, become bandaged or
blindfolded in facing such terror.

| am particularly drawn to the final line in the poem—"Deliberatelyfa¢eas it once
again figures a gesture of intimacy and also recalls Thoreau’s langualdenwhere
“Deliberately” is one of his most important terms. In “Where | LivedatV Lived For,”
Thoreau writes, “l went to the woods because | wished to live deliberately, t@figrihe
essential facts of life.” He writes on the subject of conscious awakeningyélnever yet met a
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man who was quite awake. How could | have looked him in the face?” (59). Like Tioreau’
emphasis i'Walden Dickinson’s poem revolves around the conscious willingness to directly
face the abysmal depths of human consciousness. In this case, the tertiiyiatuaol is

mortality. And while Dickinson professes to not know “a man so bold,” one senses, again and
again in her poetry, that she is a woman bold enough to undertake Thoreau’s work of
deliberately facing both internal and external aby$$esmacy depends upon this recognition.
To once again quote Morton, “Our intimacy is an allowing of and a coming to terms with the
passivity and void of the strange stranger. And since the strange stranger thénvasd is in

us, too...the inbuilt uncanniness of the strange strangers is part of how we can be intimat
them” (80).

In these examples we can witness moments in both Dickinson and Thoreau where
ecological thinking takes place—in their deliberate facing of stragge—both inner and outer.
Face-to-face encounters are often intimidating. Just\A&ldenwhen Thoreau reiterates the
need to “front only the essential facts of life,” Dickinson’s work exhibits Bngitess to “front”
what she sees as essential. As Susan Stewart writes, there is a “profiouacliand affect”
associated with face-to-face works of art. She suggests that this powestaigtitom “our
biological experiences” and that the human predilection for frontal sexualityd notions of
uniqueness in sexual encounters and to the development of the idea of the personal lever. Thes
vital experiences of our own nature contribute to the expectations we bringacealbfface
meetings, including those encounters we have with objects” (Stewart 146}oHace-
encounters are also essential to Levinas’s notion of the “ethicabreldt Totality and Infinity
he writes, “the relation with infinity, the idea of infinity in us, conditions it pesiy. Infinity
presents itself as a face in the ethical resistance that paralyzesvers and from the depths of
defenseless eyes rises firm and absolute from in its nudity and destitutionig&.€00-201).
Levinas’s ethical relation works through the reciprocity of inner and outertiefinpresented in
the meeting of two faces.

In relation, Dickinson’s poems exhibit a particular interest in faced¢e-éncounters:
“Just Infinites of Nought—/As far as | could see—/So looked the face | looked opon—/So
looked itself—on Me—" (Fr 693). Often in Dickinson’s face-to-face representatsuch
outward looking generates a self-awareness—just as one looks out, one becomesthware of
other who is looking in. Face-to-face encounters generate reciprocitrés1ady and an
uncanny self-consciousness of the depths of oneself and the other. Just as Thoreau’s
consciousness of his “Bean Field” leads to a point of awareness where he recthgnizans
could be potentially conscious of him —“What shall | learn of the beans or the bea@®"of m
(101), Dickinson also acknowledges the reciprocity of intimate relations. In eafiresnature,
Dickinson often gives it a face that she can face. This process of persmmfiedtile at times
evaded and attempted to be excused by Dickinson critics, serves as & pfaatizlogical
thinking:

The single Flower of the Earth
That I, in passing by
Unconscious was—Great Nature’s Face

’ Also recall the poem discussed above where looking at the bottom of the welli®kikey in
“an abyss’s face.”
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Passed infinite by Me— (Fr 843)

Ecocritical texts have often critiqued personification as an anthropocemdraxcaordingly anti-
ecological gesture. For example, ecocritic Scott J. Bryson defines dre“tifitee primary
characteristics of ecopoetry” to be “an ecological and biocentric perspestiognizing the
interdependent nature of the world” (Brysorf Bcocriticism’s desire to reach an “ecological
and biocentric perspective” is challenged by instances of personificatioryasdiably reveal
the constructive center of human consciousness. Much poetic criticism hast@izedri
anthropomorphism as overly sentimentalized and juvetiileese reasons might account for
ecocriticism’s inability to locate Dickinson in its original theordtitzategies and critiquées.
However, recognizing the faces of natural others and imagining them Wibgnaight not first
seem obvious can be thought of as proposing an environmental ethics. Personification—and
especially the figuring face-to-face encounters with the world—aliowisitimacy with non-
human others; intimacy in turn allows an ethical relation in the reciprocityareaess. In the
poem mentioned above, Dickinson’s syntax places the verb of being in a position whghe it mi
be connected to “Great Nature’s face” or the poem’s subject “I.” Who is unconscre@dine
this sense, the “was” serves as a structural and syntactical locustiofraind both parties stand
to become more aware of the other’s passing.

One of Levinas’s key terms is “infinity"—a term Dickinson uses again and agher
figuring of the self and others.

| could suffice for Him, | knew—
He—-could suffice for Me—

8 Also see Leonard ScigajSustainable Poetrywhere he defines ecopoetry as a “verbal record of
an interactive encounter between human psyche and nature, where nature setatoadmy”

(80). In Bryson, Scigaj, and others, anthropomorphism is understood as a device that gulls awa
from a more ecocentric perspective. Lawerence Buell writes thetrmomorphism implies an
anthropocentric frame of reference, but the two do no correlate preciBatyié of

Environmental Criticismi34). It is in this juncture of correlation between anthropomorphism

and anthropocentrism that future studies in ecocriticism need to venture—to think through the
inevitabilities of both tendencies, and the ways in which ecocentricismes@uirimaginative
capability to exist at all.

% In the case of Dickinson studies, see Charles Ander&wonily Dickinson: Stairway of
Surprise.

19|n the most recently published edition of mily Dickinson Journalan article entitled
“Dickinson’s Animals and Anthropomorphism” by Aaron Shackelford is relevant to my
discussion. Shackelford takes a more a historicist approach in reaching acmilasion to
what | am in arguing in this chapter. He suggests, “In mid nineteenth-cérhesica, books
and magazines were filled with discussions on how to go about understanding aeimal lif
Dickinson’s animal poems join these concerns over epistemology and biology togaterthe
ways in which humans could describe and understand other creatures” (Shackelford 48).
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Yet Hesitating fractions—Both
Surveyed Infinity—

“Would | be Whole” He sudden broached—
My syllable rebelled—

‘Twas face to face with Nature—forced—
‘Twas face to face with God—

Withdrew the Sun—to other Wests—
Withdrew the furthest Star

Before Decision —stooped to speech—
And then—be audibler

The Answer of the Sea unto

The Motion of the Moon—

Herself adjust Her Tides—unto—
Could I—do else—with Mine? (Fr 712)

Once again, epistemological uncertainty is present in both the subject and theogymitax
poem, as it also frames a meeting between the speaking self and the othes-easdha “He.”
What does it mean to suffice for another? Are they surveying one anothertlozyal@oking
outward to the surrounding world? What is the desire at work in the poem? What is thaf sense
being “whole” that is at stake? Does the poem reference a Platonic dredostobther half? Is
this a love poem? There is ambiguity here, but my sense is that the spealoangithiaother,
apprehends “Infinity,” which is synonymous with Nature and with God—all are boundless in
their reaches. Positioned “Face to face” with the other, while also questibaipgdsibility of
being enough for another, time lapses before an analogous answer from thbezed.i The
Sea adjusts herself in relation to the Moon, just as the speaker questions the liheuitaler
own adjustment to the other, echoed in the repeating preposition “dnRetiprocity is merged
into infinity and uncertainty, syntax strains, and the depths of self are besjiaedlto the
depths of the other.

As these examples have been suggesting, Dickinson’s inward looking and
acknowledgement of the self's far and terrifying reaches correspond withutweard looking.
As Thoreau writes, “Not till we are lost, in other words, not till we have lhestworld, do we
begin to find ourselves, and realize where we are and the infinite extent of tions2lel11)*2

1 There is more ecocritical potential here, as Dickinson’s poems offer soptamples of
poems with “nature” faces—faces of birds, flowers, etc.

12 Emerson in his “Divinity School Address” used the language of “infinite ogisitiposing

such beholding as an aim of Transcendentalist thinking: “Behold these outrunning lavs, whic
our imperfect apprehension can see tend this way and that, but not come full circld.tBeb®l
infinite relations, so like, so unlike; many, yet one. | would study, | would knowuldvadmire
forever.” Dickinson, not surprisingly, also took her turn with the term, “Not so the infinite
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The ecological principle of infinite relation is only possible in recognizpigtemological and
ontological disorientation as inherently uncanny. In this sense, we mighbkertbments in the
American Romantic tradition that have often overlooked the uncanniness of metaphors of
organic regeneration. We might also read the strangeness in such momentsras\&/Faimous
“If you want me look for me under your boot-soles” and Thoreau’s “Am | not parthe$eand
vegetable mold myself?” Biologically, these statements bear valid@ycbntext of composting
and deep time. But taken in the present literalness, there is another typegy hiolvork—the
theory of endosymbiosis, which takes place as Morton writes, “within as wellasgya
organisms” (36). Joan Kirkby's recent article on Dickinson and Darwin suggestB#matinian
themes, ideas, and imagery that were circulating in New England were petsoicial energy
that is embedded in Dickinson’s nature writings” (Kirkby 4). By demonstrati@groliferation
of Darwinian ideas and discourse in New England periodicals and working through
corresponding examples in Dickinson’s poetry, Kirkby even goes as far agieothat “it is
appropriate to regard her as one of the great Darwinian poets of the nineteentli g€imkiry
18). In particular, Dickinson seems to have developed an acute awareness at didnézve
language concerning the ins and outs of radical intimacy.

As there is an inevitable psychological component to ecological thinkingJsbisvarth
recognizing how the notion of the boundary has become productive in psychology when
theorizing relationship dynamics and processes of self-differentigtlarthis sense, intimacy
depends upon boundaries. Intimacy depends upon autonomy. Closeness depends upon distance.
Similarity depends upon difference. Not surprisingly, Dickinson’s poetscsexdhibit a
fascination with the boundary of self-differentiation—often represented througtiges
surrounding the notion of circumference. As she famously wrote to Higginson in 1862, “My
business is circumference—" (L 268). In the following poem she poses circundereac
threshold of subjectivity:

His mind of man, a secret makes
| meet him with a start

He carries a circumference

In which | have no part—

Orevenif | deem I do
He otherwise may know
Impregnable to inquest

Relations—Below/Division is Adhesion’s forfeit—On High/Affliction but a spetiala—And
Wo/A Fallacy, a Figment, We knew—" (Fr. 997).

13| am drawing my ideas here from psychologist Karen Prager’s Boeksychology of
Intimacy.Prager writes, “It seems likely that the more relational intimandryiduation,

separateness, and privacy promote each other, the more rewarding, harmonious, arglaandur
intimate relationship is likely to be” (276). The work of psychiatrist Petant@r also discusses
intimacy and differentiation, but often in terms of the American transcendeadidan of self-

help and autonomy. Kramer reads Emerson, Thoreau, and William James among others in order
to frame self-differentiation in the context of American philosophy and titexa
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However neighborly— (Fr 1730)

The speaker of the poem both denies and implies her relation with the circloafefdine

other. The circumference is a point of meeting, though there is a great deat@hailability in
the intense differentiation of subjectivity. Despite being “neighborly,” threestill a sense of
impregnability. Although this could just be a case of a private though frienidjiylboe,
Dickinson’s opening line is suggestive. The term “his mind of man” suggests a largarityum
or shared commonalitythe mind of man of whicthis mind of man is one, representing the
carrying of circumference as a larger human tendency. In this poem, cirenodeerves as a
type of psychological boundary. Laura Gribbin writes, “Though Circumferenceeis wéated
as a necessary boundary, in many poems it is seen less as a limit thamasfacpavergence
or conflation. Something seems to exist beyond Circumference, but it cannot berecgeri
Like Kant's notion of a boundary, Circumference is at once a division and a connectionjshe loc
of relation” (Gribbin 12). As the “locus of relation,” for Dickinson, circumfereisca figure of
the boundary and the boundary is what ultimately fosters intimacy betweeertitiezd
subjectivities.

The psychological understandings of boundaries are important for ecologargl the
because radical connectedness necessarily demands we consider theimg nesuo core
guestions of subject and object. It is also for these reasons that Morton’sntiterve bringing
deconstruction to ecocriticism is needed and necessary. Ecocriticisimiately absorbed in
theorizing the relation with the other in the hope of practicing a new ethicsiéw aentury. A
new perception of “nature” means relinquishing an old one and thinking through the question of
relation—how we relate to others and ourselves. Much continental post-strtiutorg,
interested in the ethics of subject and object, has had a productive dialogue wittapalytioo
theory. We might see how through a notion such as the boundary, ecocriticism mighselpen it
to further interdisciplinary discourse while also recognizing its contilsuiieh contemporary
literary theory.

In Civilization and its Discontent§;reud writes, “our present ego-feeling is only a
shrunken residue of a much more inclusive, indeed, an all-embracing, feeling which
corresponded to a more intimate bond between the ego and the world about it” (14). @ldle Fr
framed our intimacy as something that has been lost (this is why a chaptgpodject deals
with the centrality of the elegy in ecopoetic theory), Dickinson seemssligespective and more
interested in negotiating intimacy in the present. For Dickinson, “Perception difject O
costs/Precise the Object’s loss---/Perception in itself a GainfReglt it's price” (Fr 1103).
Dickinson’s emphasis on individual perception as a vehicle of relation allows hegotiate
intimacies in the present, rather than mourn a lost state of ultimate cortgebitlividual
differences and lost connectivities serve as opportunities for Dickinson tsexker awareness
of intimacy. Embedded in disconnect is the opportunity for moving deeper into diferenc
she writes, “But gain—thro’ loss—Through Grief—obtain” (Fr 834).

| will return more directly to the intimacy Dickinson’s poetry both createsinspires in
“April,” but before then, there is still much to work through. As we have alredidgueshed
our idealized notions of the perfect poem and of redemptive nature in favor of notebooks and
ecology, it becomes necessary to explore further the complex dynamicehetwatogy and
elegy. And the elegy, as the genre that most directly engaged with losgnalsea depend
upon idealized nature in order to do so. In “December,” | will explore Thoreaudgkrwith
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pastoral elegy in the face of ecological change and awareness, raupdpow ecology is
always asking us to let something go.
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December

“Is’t then too late the damage to repair?”

Henry David Thoreau and The Work of the Ecolament

...the earth, say they, having been long subjected to extremely artificial and luxurious modes of
cultivation, to gratify appetite, converted into a stye or hot-bed, where men for prodagecr
the ordinary decay of nature.

-ThoreauA Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers

Thoreau’s own pond
was bounded by the railroad, punctuated
by the ‘telegraph trees’ and their Aeolian wires.
All of my dread and all of my longing hope the Earth
may outwit the huge stupidity of its humans,
can find their signs and portents here, their recapitulations
of joy and awe.

-Denise Levertov, “The Almost-Island”

Best Gains—must have the Losses’ test—

To constitute them— Gains.
-Emily Dickinson
Fr 499

In “November,” | argued that Dickinson develops an ecological awardmwesgh her
conception of nature as uncanny and ultimately unknowable. Accordingly, as Dickaaches
us, it is precisely this awareness that encourages the ecocriticgaizecand relinquish the
notion of nature as salvation; such a move only engenders further separatieentitsvself and
world. But the notion of nature has long been a productive solace for poets, particttary w
of elegy, who often turn to the natural world to recognize patterns of life and death tcagecour
consolation and productive mourning; while the mortality of winter is inevitable, thngspr
promises resurrection. As such, it would seem that the pastoral elegy, as afgeretry deeply
connected to these notions of natural cycles, would encounter some difficulty when eahfront
with an ecological awareness. What happens when “nature” is pulled out from undex pastor
elegy? How does elegy confront ecology? And, in our age of global warming anchemsintal
crisis, do we turn to the world in the same way? Do natural cycles and processdseasiime
consolatory power? When we let go of nature, where do we turn when we mourn? And what do
we find? In her poem “The Almost-Island,” frdavening Traina collection of poems that
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mourn environmental damage, Denise Levertov struggles to find redemption in the watldal
when guided by an awareness of its fragility and vulnerability. As L@wegcognizes, we are in

the same danger of idealiziNgaldenas a perfect expression of pastoral salvation, rather than
reminding ourselves, as Thoreau often did, that his beloved pond was bound by the railroad and
“telegraph trees.” As | will argue in this chapter, the power andeas#i of Thoreau'’s faith in
metaphors of regeneration is directly connected to his personal loss and refiveqiishboth

his identity as a poet and his sense of nature in favor of ecology. As | willssu§gereau went
through a complicated process of poetic mourning that lets go of the pastorahdkegyr iof a

new literary genre. This genre will negotiate the questions mentioned abovenaadoc

dominate subsequent ecological poetics—a literary phenomenon that | refénéaaslament.

In “Former Inhabitants” and “Winter Visitors” Walden,Thoreau’s narrative moves
inward, encrusted by the frigidity of a New England winter. In the snowy sedsorgali not
only turns indoors, but also turns to the past, as he writes, “with such reminiscespaspled
the woods and lulled myself asleep” (171). Recalling the former inhabitants obtus w
Thoreau recognizes how “only a dent in the earth marks the site of thesaglsyelis they
become buried in strawberry and sumac brambles over time. For Thoreau, inward gsournin
correspond to outward changes: “What a sorrowful act must that be,--the coveningel|s!
coincident with the opening of wells of tears” (170). It is Thoreau’s sadel@sbis inValden as
he rubs up against the crust of an abrasive environment and experiences a time when hi
optimistic metaphors of growth are strained and exchanged for taciturs&ppseof loss.
Thoreau’s expressions of winter\iialdenare indicative of his fascination with the relation
between inward grief and outward change—the traditional literary work of ttergasdegy.

And so, in understanding Thoreau’s meditative and metaphorical ecopoetics, we need to turn ou
attentions to his expressions of grief—the inevitable winter, and the necgesamg that allows

for his radical growth. Or, as Dickinson best expresses—we need to think through how, “Winter
under cultivation/Is as arable as Spring” (Fr 1720).

Throughout this dissertation, | will turn to Northrop Frye’s sense of metaphaor as a
identification of the self and the world. But from where does this need to idemtéyge? Frye
suggests that it is generated from emotions concerning separation and losti@onHeacuvrites,
“| feel separated and cut off from the world around me, but occasionally Itvadeiit was
really a part of me, and | hope I'll have that feeling again, and that next tmo@’t go away...|
said earlier that this is a feeling of lost identity, and that poetry, by tisnlanguage of
identification, which is metaphor, tries to lead our imaginations back thdtidated
Imagination53). Metaphor works as the “language of identification,” which seeks to negotiate
our feelings of separation—Ileading us back to some lost place or sense of connectoa Bt
lost or have we lost? What is the difference? And how might such senses influenegdivee
create?

Ecocritical theory has generally critiqued Cartesian dualismgekirsgto subsume
human difference, insisting either that we are or that we should be “conndétagiaet than
recognizing an inherent sense of “lost identity,” ecocritical texts hauesd that this sense of
loss is illusionary, or that we need to locate ways of rejoining with the-eadbsuming and
healing the ontological fragmentation that estranges us. Consider ecof&usas Griffin’s
language where she writes “If human consciousness can be rejoined not only Witmtre
body but with the body of the earth, what seems incipient in the reunion is the recovery of
meaning within existence that will infuse every kind of meeting betweéarsgthe universe.”
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This act of “re-joining” is based on the “science of ecology,” where it has “bésrlisked that
all phenomena in nature, including human beings, are interconnected” (Griffin @j’'s&rif
language is indicative of much ecocritical theory, which acknowledges @ sklast
connectivity, but also relies on a retrospective turning. Such work idealizet [dgtare rather
than embracing a present ecology, which, as | suggested in “November,” fotlkraaw
ecological criticism needs to embrace.

Ultimately such ecological theories do not seem that distant from the bsisesds
Romanticism, which also express a condition of alienation in relation to lost sgnandli
environmental connectedness. As M.H. Abrams explains:

It was at the same time an attempt to overcome the sense of man’saiienati
from the world by healing the cleavage between subject and object, between
the vital, purposeful, value-full world of private experience and the dead pedtulat
world of extension, quantity, and motion. To establish that man shares his own
life with nature was to reanimate the dead universe of the materiatidtat a

the same time most effectively tie man back to his milieu. (Abrams 65)

For whatever the reasons—whether they be psychological or socio-cattural
anthropological —driven through capitalism or materialism or environmentahdetem—we
feel the desire to connect. This desire is inevitably based on a sense of disoon@ebi
connectwas Forster’'s famous epigramHioward’s End—a sentiment echoed throughout
modernist texts, expressing existential anxiety toward an increasiaghmented world. And
perhapsvodernism was Romanticism’s irony, an exhaustion falling after the ofitreisergies
of writers like Emerson and Whitman. These writers ceaselessly belretleel human ability to
create relation—to connect and contact—fusing subjects and objects and loeatsngf w
joining the self and the world. And while evolution and genetics prove that we are connected i
profound and essential ways, we are still estranged because of loss or latlaps peen fear
of intimacy, which is another way of expressing the experiential awarehdgep relation. As
this dissertation has been suggesting, intimacy is paradoxical. It goeh ulifeations—
moving outward necessitates a moving inward—knowing another corresponds to knowing the
self. This is why ecological literature is not always about landscapésbn@mwilderness.
Ecological literature concerns all the ideas and emotions that accompangtibe toward
increasing and deepening awareness. And metaphor is the linguistic and convetptiel
through which we forge connections that negotiate our sense of loss and diffdresnce. |
constructive, imaginative, and creative—but also dependent, in certain ways, upon thif sens
separation.

Natural metaphors, particularly ones of growth and cultivation, inevitadsigern
mortality; summer needs its winter, just as birth needs its death. What badyiyomise of
growth these metaphors enable is dependent upon death—and we must fully aco&pt this
Thoreau learns, when we front life, we front mortality. Robert Pogue Harrisorcahnects
Thoreau’s desire to live a deliberate and awakened life to an ultimate neewt tihdr “fact of
death.” As he writes:
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Thoreau’s excursion in the woods of Walden, then, seeks to reduce life to the
essentiality of its facts, in other words to reduce life to the fact ofi. dédact

of life is not so much something to live with but to die with. It is a self-knowledge
that is either in you or not in you when you ‘come to die,” depending upon your
choice, while alive, to live or not to live what is lif€ofests222)

What underlies the metaphorical possibilities of Thoreau’s project at Waltienstate of loss.
In relation, it is important to recall that while Thoreau was stayingsicdibin on Walden Pond,
he was not formally writingValden.Rather, he was writing and preparing the manuscript of
Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivens elegiac text that also organizes itself around
master metaphors—in particular that of the river and its connection to the pastage 6f
Weekis Thoreau’s most explicitly elegiac work, as it narrates a tweky@urney Thoreau took
with his brother John, before his untimely and gruesome death to tetanus. Masyhakie
noted the elegiac quality of the text (and the currents that similarlyromghWalder), but
there has been no explicit discussion of the crossing of Thoreau’s eleggalidbye And while
Harrison argues that Thoreau goe¥ualdento ultimately leavéValdenwe might also
recognize how a similar relinquishment of the construct of an idealized ndteseptace irA
Week:This work is explicitly enacted through Thoreau’s struggles with the gepastdral
elegy, as well as through his negotiations concerning his status and ideatppets The
pastoral, as a genre that depends upon the idealization of nature, challengas'Jlecadogical
sensibilities, which read change, history, and loss in both his inner and outer worlds.

Many critics have proposed thatWeekunctions as a pastoral elegy in that it displaces
human loss by locating cyclical and regenerative processes on the landscapeciithese
readings miss much of Thoreau’s complicated ecological sensibilityadingA Weelas an
ecopoetic text, we need to reconcile the text’'s overwhelming elegiacspaitinoT horeau’s
cutting observations of history and geography. Before turning more explacAlyNeekwe
might first consider Whitman’s poem “This Compost,” where we can witness amharhere
“nature” seems to both cause and trouble the processes of consolation. Although Whitman’s
work often attempts to subsume Civil War trauma into more hopeful visions, consider these
lines:

Something startles me where | thought | was safest

| withdraw from the still woods | loved,

I will not go now on the pastures to walk,

| will not strip the clothes from my body to my lover the sea,

I will not touch my flesh to the earth as to other flesh to renew me. (Whitman
495)

Here, some antecedent moment of heightened awareness precedes the spéiaker@ment

of speaking, as there is an immediate temporal juxtaposition between a pastyodisdf
paralyzed “now.” Presenting an anti-pastoral retreat from the wood and p#stuspeaker is
unable to be “renewed” by the earth because of an overwhelming and sickenmgydébking
haunted by the “sour dead” buried beneath the ground: “Where have you disposed of their

45



carcasses/Those drunkards and gluttons of so many generations?” Hehe, veiy/tidea of
compost or regenerative nature that is troubling.

Now | am terrified at the Earth, it is that calm and patient,

It grows such sweet things out of such corruptions,

It turns harmless and stainless on its axis, with such endless
successions of diseas’d corpses, (Ibid)

The speaker seems only partially convinced in his attempts to envision aratigerend
healing nature. Rather, the mood of the poem presents a type of gothic terrorenadist &
sense of something beneath the ground. As such, the poem becomes a type of elewgydbr pas
conventions themselves, where the impulse toward the pastoral exists, howeweingtesl
with a larger ecological awareness that is uncanny and challeagssandental idealism.
Thoreau faces similar challengesAinWeeka text that presses the limits and possibilities of both
elegy and pastoral—becoming an early example of the eco-elegy—or a texotksito work
through the loss of the illusion of nature itself.

In terms of critical receptio Weelkhas often been overlooked in favonalden,
largely due to its digressive nature. Meredith McGill perceptively offéranaework for
understanding Thoreau’s formal choices in suggesting how:

One way to describe the difficulty and sheer strangeness of this textase

that it is suspended between incompatible modes of representation: on one
hand, the travel narrative, with its specific setting, defieéab,central figure

of traveler-observer, and temporal continuity of the trip; on the other hand, the
commonplace book, a multivocal, discontinuous collection of sententiae,
forgoing temporal order and continuity for abstraction, giddy swerves into self
referentiality, and the generative nature of juxtaposition. (McGill 367)

In not denying the confounding referential nature of the text, McGill’'spréérve stance

positions itself with the “juxtaposition” of a-temporal commonplace inser&gddowithin the

larger temporal travel narrative. Following McGill, to understandeekasan eco-elegy, it is
necessary to closely examine the juxtaposition between these lyric andveanades. In the
narrative Thoreau acknowledges a damaged and altered landscape; accordialglgidus

verses become impinged by these realizations. Consequently, he relies omsigpdéyric
fragments (essentially, the timeless tradition) as a means of wahkowgh grief. These

moments function in diverse ways. At times, they become a type of meta-comnuentiae

tradition of elegy. At other moments, however, they become overly adhesive ttfibe air
convention, causing Thoreau to doubt his own ability to produce verse that endures over time,
and consequently to locate tropes that allow successful mourning. Ultinfatélgelenacts a
complicated process, where more than just mourning John, Thoreau also mourns the construct of
nature itself.
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In its most generalized sengeWeekthrough its various digressioallows for questions
of progress and history. Numerous moments in the text serve as a type ofoomntary on
industrialized New England. For exampe\WWeekmemorably presents meditations on the absent
Native American past and how the white man comes, “buys his hunting-grounds, amghat len
forgets where he is buried and ploughs up his bones” (43). Not only can history be read in the
landscape, but it aldmecomeshe physical environment. In journeying through numerous locks
and dams, Thoreau ruminates on how such technology has led to flooding as well as impeding
the migratory patterns of fish. He describes the Concord as a “dead” eeayde of its
proximity to the railroad line, “instead of a scream of fish-hawk scaniadishes, is heard the
whistle of the steam-engine, arousing a country to its progress” (71). Binih@ Merrimack
River is described in terms of its altered fish populations—both bass and salmom@e&dr”
and the “locks and dams have proved more or less destructive to the fisheriest ¢rdégrito
further understand the dynamics between land development and Euro-American presence
consider Thoreau’s narrative account:

Some spring the white man came, built him a house, and made a clearing

here, letting in the sun, dried up a farm, piled up the old gray stones in fences,

cut down the pines around his dwelling, planted orchard seeds brought from the
old country, and persuaded the civil apple-tree to blossom next to the wild pine
and juniper...He rudely bridged the stream, and drove his team afield into the

river meadows, cut the wild grass...and with his grain he scattered the seeds of
the dandelion and the wild trefoil over the meadows, mingling his English floviers w
the wild native ones. (43)

This particular passage suggests a type of ecological colonialism, whareshseemingly
“natural” dimensions of the landscape cannot be separated from their human origins, and
accordingly, their participation in colonial history. Beyond building bridges anzkgeand
accidentally plowing up Indian bones, the colonial presence has gone even furttezirig tie
actual ecological balances of specie$he “wild native” flowers are mingled, the seeds have
spawned, and the continent is altered. Already, on some levels, we can see how feriaanrAm
naturalist, such as Thoreau, the idea of pastoral is impossible—the more one looks toward the
American landscape, the more one sees colonial history and the consequences ahEurope
expansionism. History cannot be absorbed by the landscape becausebkisbongshe

' For more specific information on dandelions and other British weeds, see Donaldr\#/orste
The Ends of the Earth: Perspectives on Modern Environmental Hi{g€ambridge UP, 1988)—
specifically Chapter 5, “Ecological Imperialism: The Overseas Maraf Western European

as Biological Phenomenon,” where Worster offers an extended discussion of gmssafcc
“European weeds in America,” which at one point, inspired “Charles Darwin to goad the
American botanist Asa Gray: ‘Does it not hurt your Yankee pride that wst tfoa so

confoundly? | am sure Mrs. Gray will stick up for your own weeds. Ask her whetlyeard@&ot

more honest, downright good sort of weeds’ ” (103) in addition to the “stunning, even awesome
success of European agriculture” in North America (106).
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landscape. In “Friday,” the last chaptetinNVeekThoreau returns once again to this trope in
explaining how:

Some have thought that the gales do not at present waft to the voyager the natural
and original fragrance of the land, such as the early navigators described, and that
the loss of many odoriferous native plants, sweet-scented grasses and medicina
herbs, which formerly sweetened the atmosphere, and rendered it salubrious, --
by the grazing cattle and the rooting swine, is the source of many diséases w

now prevail; the earth, say they, having been long subjected to extrenfeliabrt

and luxurious modes of cultivation, to gratify appetite, converted into a stye or
hot-bed, where men for profit increase the ordinary decay of nature. (287)

What distinguishes the latter passage from the previous one is the presencéruftaetligiac
tone, which gathers momentum with the narrative. Thoreau’s initial and moreasati
observations of ecological imperialism are transformed into a sense ofdsttergales that do
not console—gales that also need mourning. Here, the wind, one of Romanticism’s favorite
transcendent metaphors, loses its capacity to console while also becomingexbtme
“disease” through a complex ecological weave. It is a fascinating aadted moment in
Thoreau’s text, where the usual sensuous satisfaction of a natural other is infblitedhear
becomes a manifestation of human destruction—long “subjected to extremely amolusix
modes of cultivation.” Such passages force the reader to become hyper-consttieus of
moments when Thoreau turns toward natural occurrences to understand natural process,
especially those surrounding death and regeneration; something as simplegateieof New
England trigger memories of a disruptive national past.

%In this context, it is also worth considering Thoreau’s 1862 essay “Wild Apples,” ipetblis

the Atlantic Monthly where through the figure of the apple tree, he created a commentary on
human progress and migratiott as been longer cultivated than any other, and so is more
humanized; and who knows but, like the dog, it will at length be no longer traceable to its wild
original? It migrates with man, like the dog and horse and cow: first, pessHamm Greece to
Italy, thence to England, thence to America; and our Western emigrantnsasthing steadily
toward the setting sun with the seeds of the apple in his pocket, or perhaps a fewegsing tr
strapped to his load. At least a million apple-trees are thus set farthesaveetitis year than any
cultivated ones grew last year. Consider how the Blossom-Week, like the Sabthatl, is
annually spreading over the prairies; for when man migrates, he cathdsiw not only his

birds, quadrupeds, insects, vegetables, and his very sward, but his orchaideaksatfie

ancient apple tree is entwined with human history—*humanized” and distant fromlds “wi
origin.” In A Weekthe image of a nail in an apple tree bookends the work and the presence of
the apple trees on the landscape continuously reappears in the narrative. Far, Thetfedenic
apple is always connected to human narratives, as he explains, “brought hithezsterarixy

ours once. These gentler trees imparted a half-civilized and twiligatt® the otherwise
barbarian land.” In America, the apple trees are never untouched nature, bud pethesf
civilization on the undeveloped continent. As Thoreau explains, one will find “in history, that
the era in which men cultivate the apple, and the amenities of the garden, is dssiéfeiant
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Such passages reveal the extent to which Thoreau seems conscious of how the project of
the poet becomes interrupted and challenged—the pastoral cannot and will nobsaticse
“nature” has become uncanny and unnatural. In this sense, we can read THolWaelkas
embodying struggles in form and literary convention. In his narrative disasdse is able to
offer a didactic conversation concerning the roots and consequences of his abservati
However, complementing Week'snarrative motion as structured through the river journey,
Thoreau inserts copious lyric excerpts from a range of authors (from Channiog&r)Hin
addition to at least fifty of his own poems. Many of these inserts actuallyaatoral elegies. For
example, in “Friday,” Thoreau includes an excerpt from “A Pastoral Elagite Death of Sir
William Drummond” by William Drummond of Hawthornden: “Wise Nature’s day$, they
live in the world/Perplexing not themselves how it is hurled” (271). Such “citatioiggiest that
Thoreau was looking toward this literary history for a type of consolation and ¢mmdde
text also presents Thoreau’s own elegiac verse. For example, in “Wedneldahapter most
involved with the working through of John’s death, Thoreau includes a frank elegy for his
brother. Preceding the poem, Thoreau discusses the failings of language [iragtém
ascertain the character of a “Frieft*The universe seems bankrupt as soon as we begin to
discuss the character of individuals. Our discourse all runs to slander, and cuglowit
narrower as we advance” (209). While Thoreau is largely confident in represantisgdpe
and history, he suggests the impossibility of summing up a human existence. Agelge“ivri
say, let us speak of mushrooms and trees rather. Yet we can sometintetoafarember them
in private” (209). The lyric allows Thoreau a space for this more “privatesgfrisss, and the
elegy is not only highly typical, but also a type of meta-elegy, conscidtue tfadition in which
it participates. For example, consider the following stanzas:

The sphere henceforth my elegy shall sing,
For elegy has other subject none;

Each strain of music in my ears shall ring
Knell of departure from that other one.

Make haste and celebrate my tragedy

With fitting strain resound ye woods and fields;
Sorrow is dearer in such case to me

Than all the joys other occasion yields. (210)

from that of the hunter and forest life, and neither can displace the other withdulegmbol
of supposed “progress,” the apple tree becomes also symbol of loss—a constant presence on the
American landscape and an essential part of the history of human civilization.

' Thoreau’s choice to make Wednesday a meditation of the “Friend” rather tharr brothe
positions itself within a larger history of elegy. John B. Vickery explairsssignificance, in that
the idea of the “friend,” —“whether simply an acquaintance or a relativevhather identified

by name, blood relationship, or left anonymous—occupies a central position in the history of
elegy. It is as once the focal point for the poet’s acknowledgement of a selfhathdis own
whose loss is a surrogate and anticipation of his mortality” (11).
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Here, occurrences in the natural world resonate for the speaker only in the obldss; each
sound that he hears is a “knell” —the ominous noise of a funeral bell. The pentarsteserves
as a type of artifice and it seems not nature that consoles but rather tbbabiepy.

In these two stanzas, the speaker is aware of poetic tradition, and by callwggamte itself,
performs a type of public rite hyper-conscious of what a glo@tildbe doing to successfully
mourn. Importantly, Thoreau’s elegy does not stand in isolation; rather it idatisorthe
surrounding narrative, and the immediate transition back into prose statesd4fip is
evanescent in every man’s experience, and remembered like heat lightningsimnpaers”
(211). The narrative continues with an extended meditation of how “The Friend” issalway
present yet elusive—"some fair floating isle of palms eluding thenmam Pacific seas” (211).
Accordingly, the elegist is always on the fringes of capturing his frieessence—and his
project, to somehow grasp that “evanescent in every man’s experience’hiosiisvays
haunting “the outskirts of his time” (212). He is conceived of as an explorer and indtedns
poem “The Atlantides” Thoreau pushes back into a mythic space, as the poem tdlees on t
speaking voice of lost “Friends” “Our fabled shores none ever reach,/No marirffeuhdsour
beach.” Here, what is lost is always illusive—always the object of d&geificantly, the
second stanza of “The Atlantides” presents a different voice, one thatydaédtesses those
lost and distant and mythic islands “smothered in the streams of love:”

But sink not yet, ye desolate isles,

Anon your coast with commerce smiles,
And richer freights ye’ll furnish far

Than Africa or Malabar

Be fair, be fertile evermore,

Ye rumored but untrodden shore,

Who first unto your lands shall send,
And pawn the jewels of the crown

To call your distant soils their own. (212)

In this vital lyric moment, Thoreau’s mythic islands of what is lost are gidnupon by history.
If they are ever found, they will instantly be subject to “commerce’—tbsilé” shores subject
to possession and development for material ends. The very pastoral richinesslegist’s
project attempts to transcend the localized details of a specific placenhat balp but to be
connected to actual places, with actual histories (Africa for example}, plestoral can always
and only be mythic—once infringed upon by people, it is tainted and transformed by an
inevitable mercantilist and colonialist greed. The lost “Friend” is reptedeas a larger sense of
lost land—or the untouched pastoral landscape and the project of the elegist caapefrest
history. We can see how in mourning John, Thoreau inevitably is entangled in a meditation on
loss itself, with the idea of the pastoral constantly resurfacing as bothtpgadesbsent in myth
and history accordingly.

In light of this entanglement, let us again return to the last meta{feledyhn which |
discussed above. The final stanza offers:
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Is’'t then too late the damage to repair?

Distance, forsooth, from my weak grasp hath reft
The empty husk, and clutched the useless tare,
But in my hands the wheat and kernel left. (210)

Here, the idea of distance (between the living and dead, the two brothers, or thefibié

poet to represent his friend), has stripped the speaker of the infertile othjecEnipty husk”

and “useless tare”) and has left him with the fruitful pieces—the “wheat anedlRdPeter Sacks
explains how in both Greek myth and Western elegy, “Only the object as lost, and nott¢he obje
itself, enters into the substitutive sign, and the latter is accepted only myreytaway from the
actual identity of what was lost. Consolation thus depends on a trope that remaiesssrdial
remove from what it replaceq4). For Thoreau’'s speaker, the “wheat and kernel” serve as the
substitutive sign, which allow consolation to work. And so, a poem that starts with an
idealization of the brother’s image (“Lately, alas, | knew a gentle boy,/@Vieasures were all
cast in virtue’s mold” [208]) concludes with the speaker clutching organic olojeuis hands.

Our job as readers is to imagine the speaker holding the wheat and kernelstwiel same

time contextualizing the image and the poem with Thoreau’s surrounding expositioh,asHi
have shown, works to destabilize the impulse to idealize natudeWeekihe very seeds bear a
history of colonial imperialism—the seeds themselves are a reminder effsngnelse—of an
Edenic nature that has been lost.

In his extended study on the work of poetic mourning, R. Clifton Spargo locates
Wordsworth’s “Elegiac Stanzas” as “seeming perhaps both a histontal ead turning point
for pastoral persuasiveness,” with future elegists continuing “to invoke pasteras, almost
perhaps as a poetic reflex, but with perceptibly diminished expectations about thiatcaomns
they will offer” (Spargo 225). Although Thoreau is rarely mentioned in crisicaleys of
elegy!’ it seems possible to also locate him as an American counterpart of Wordsworth. And
althoughA Week isaturated with emotion and longing—full of sadness and grief, Thoreau
wavers in relation to “pastoral persuasiveness” in mediating such grief.dSveany critics
advocate understandidgWeelas being a successful river journey up the stream of time, the
text can also be understood as presenting a complex moment in literary-histeeye pastoral
elegy in America deems itself impossible through an overriding self-cusess of
environmental consequences of colonialism. Instead, we might understand Thotestadns
with the pastoral elegy as being correspondent to his experimentations vatiolbgical elegy,
a complex and paradoxical genre that mourns the loss of nature itself.

In his essay “Dark Ecology,” Timothy Morton describes how “elegy, weeping lfmst
Edenic oneness between humanity and nature, undermines this weeping at the varyohom
the weeping itself’ (254). As he writes, “Ecological language might agpdse intrinsically
elegiac. In a sense, nature is the ultimate lost object. It is the nmewvareaterminus of a
metonymic series: birds, flowers mountains...nature. The ecological,thoseever, is quite the
reverse of elegy. In elegy, the person departs and the environment echoes our eajegicae
thinking, the fear is that we will go on living, while the environment disappeausic us”

significantly, A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivignsot once mentioned in Max
Cavitch’s new inclusive workAmerican Elegy: The Poetry of Mourning From the Puritans to
Whitman(2007).
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(253). In mourning John iA WeekThoreau’s turning to nature engenders further displacement,
frustrating both his capacity as a poet and his work as a mourner. Und&Vigidgn’s
optimistic living metaphors is this sense of estrangement and displaceagententioned
earlier, part of Thoreau’s work #aldenconcerns leaviniValden—abandoning his idealized
constructions of both nature and the literary history that allegorizes natues Korton
explains, “To have ecology, we must give up Nature. But since we have been addicadoré
for so long, giving up will be painful. Giving up a fantasy is harder than giving ugdityt€95).
What make#\ Weelksuch an important text for ecopoetics is how Thoreau’s relinquishment of
Nature is directly connected to an abandonment of his notion of Poetry itself.

Importantly, many critics locate a type of optimism and resolutign\iieekgclaiming
that the self-contained temporality of the week and the joutreegandbackoffers a narrative
of progress®As H. Daniel Peck offers, “Built upon a journey with a beginning and an end, its
linear form called for—and received, in its lyrical closing chapter—réasolaind closure”
(Thoreau’s Morning36). But aside from the fact that the book neatly returns to the precise
“spot” where it started, and that Thoreau includes a conclusive “THE END, "earedhy
moments in “Friday”—this “lyrical closing chapter” that punctuate this netatn? Where do
this chapter’s digressions go? On his own death-bed, Thoreau asked a friend toidegt “Fr
aloud to him, indicating the integral status of this moment icdrigus. Like “Wednesday,”
Thoreau’s last chapter “Friday” is laden with grief and meditations on losdayFthowever,
distinguishes itself as embodying the season change—harvesting théetw®vgen summer and
autumn. The first paragraph concludes, “We had gone to bed summer, and awoke in autumn; for
summer passes into autumn in some unimaginable point in time, like the turning of’the lea
(269), and the chapter is saturated in the imagery of change. Thoreau’s nmepdescriptions
of autumnal ripening gradually merge into an extended discussion of poetry and, im spw
provide a “defense” of poetry.For Thoreau, the “summer” of English poetry, like the “Greek
and Latin before it, seems well advanced toward its fall, and laden with thenfidileage of
the season” (295). In this context, Friday presents an extended elegiac wontirgntof the
lost grandeur of the mytho-poetic Western tradition—no longer a “seer,” thetliba in great
measure lost the sacredness of his office” (295). For Thoreau, the poet has betamhé ain
nature—he has come “within doors” so instead of a former heroic song, “we seenfoetable
fireside, and hear the crackling fagots in all verse” (296). Thoreau’s iddakpéemer, who
writes “as if nature spoke. He presents to us the simplest picture of humam tiife,child itself
can understand them, and the man must not think twice to appreciate his naturalnes&e(74)
Homer, the best poet “sings how the blood flows in his veins” (74). Thoreau describes how “we
are a people” who live “in houses of pearl and porcelain, and drink only light wines"—a people
physically weakened and no longer capable of producing real and true poetry. Ehiolesgu
poet is one who is strong and “like the sun, he will indifferently select his rhynsyith a
liberal taste weave his verse the planet and the stubble” (302). Accordingly, steinghas
permanence; it is like “unhewn granite,” and is measured successfuldyfiiig to endure and
“polish” with time: “A work of genius is rough-hewn from the first, able to@péte the lapse
of time, and has an ingrained polish, which still appears when fragments are broken off, a

'8 For example, see Richard Lebeaux’s “Week of a Man’s Lif@tiareau’s Seasons

9 Here I am thinking of Shelley’s famous Defense and Emerson’s “The Poet® ageces that
meditate on what poetig—and how thgpoetfunctions in the world.
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essential quality of its substance” (303). But where does Thoreau situaté beresépoet”

within this conversation? To what extent is he a part of the “we,” of “pearl andgiofdeat he
works to trouble? We cannot overlook the numerous lyric poems at work in the body of the
text—many of which would be later published again in his posthumous coll&d@mns and
Naturein 1895. On one level, Thoreau situates himself as a strong poet, echoing his earlier
comment that “like the sun, he will indifferently select his rhyme:”

| am the autumnal sun,

With autumn gales my race is run;
When will the hazel put forth its flowers,
Or the grape ripen under my bowers?
When will the harvest or the hunter’'s moon,
Turn my midnight into mid-noon?

I am all sere and yellow,

And to my core mellow.

The mast is dropping within my woods,
The winter is lurking within my moods,
And the rustling of the withered leaf

Is the constant music of my grief (304)

There is something almost a bit juvenile in these rhymes (sun/run, yellbowiirea sense of a
need of forcing the rhyme—of trying to make a poem do what it needs to do in order toandure
verse. And although the lyric speaker is identifying with the sun, it seenesdifiocult to

believe that this selection of rhyme is “indifferent.” | am reminded of awgtite verse moment
from Thoreau:

| say, Turn it outdoors

Into the moors

I love a life whose plot is simple

And does not thicken with every pimple.

A soul so sound no sickly conscience binds it,
That makes the universe no worse than't finds it.

This verse seems more natural to Thoreau—nhis willingness to confound meter ety dire
address the reader more powerfully matches his urge to “Turn it outdoors.” But what do w
make of the “pimple”? Indeed it seems a case of a poet struggling to finthgagte rhyme

with “simple”™—and there is a strict need on the poet’s part to adhere to end-Haytaeit sense

of obligation to poetic endurance (rhyme being what allows us to remember)vétdeteus

return to the “autumnal sun,” where the sun is full of grief, as her season of dominancerlsumm
is fading into winter. Directly following the poem, Thoreau acknowledges thk&mness of his
verse—he is acutely aware of the shortcomings of his poem to communicate hislgssernti
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and he offers a translation of his verse into prose, or as he notes, “To an unskitieit the
Muse thus spoke in prose” (304):

The moon no longer reflects the day, but rises to her absolute rule, and the
husbandman and hunter acknowledge her for their mistress. Asters and
golden-rods reign along the way, and the life-everlasting withers not. The

fields are reaped and shorn of their pride, but an inward verdure still crowns
them. The thistle scatters its down on the pool, and yellow leaves clothe the

vine, and naught disturbs the serious life of men. But behind the sheaves,

and under the sod, there lurks a ripe fruit, which the reapers have not gathered,
the true harvest of the year, which it bears forever, annually watering and
maturing it, and man never severs the stalk which bears this palatable fruit. (304)

It is fascinating that Thoreau suggests that these two excerpts argrapisrin consideration
of how greatly they differ in terms of tone and conclusion. The poem is full of dniexfeas the
prose offers faith in transcendentalist transformation, however, one tha¢ats connection to
the human intervention and a less-idealized sense of nature. Perhaps there isgomethi
redeemable—some metaphorical “palatable fruit"— “lurking” under and away framang his
ceaseless “severing.” Perhaps nature can still offer a type of comsetat “true harvest” of
redemption. Thoreau’s deliberate juxtaposition of verse and narrative indieaeddnt to
which he feels his own verse cannot suffice—that he is not one of those “strong” poets whom he
so strongly admires. Instead, he is a prose writer entwined with history agragj@g and rather
than needing to impose loss upon the landscape (as pastoral-elegists tend to do), he
acknowledges that it is already there. This larger mourning of the bardiotmaminfronts
Thoreau’s own faith in both elegy and pastoral—his own resignation and abandonment of using
the lyric as a form of expression, despite his apparent respect and admaasiochf traditions.
It is for these reasons that | am hesitant to e&deeks representation of the journey as being
entirely redemptive. Rather, we might thinkfiVeelkas being an abandonment of pastoral
elegy and an early example of eco-elegy. In addition, we might considéFiHweau came into
his own as a prose stylist, abandoning his struggles with the formal poeticcaéisifin favor
of his sinuous and densely metaphorical prose that will come to full fruitdfaiden.That
Thoreau’s prose style is connected to his mourning for an idealized nature is anntrideda
suggesting the dense metaphoricity of ecological thinking, rather than asriaiégense of
nature. Metaphoricity kaleidoscopes perspective, and as | will argue wmatygnThoreau’s
metaphorical prose iWaldenwill come to stand as among his greatest achievements in
ecopoetic making.

In A Weekwe can witness Thoreau’s process of working through and letting go of both
his identity as a poet and his idealization of nature as supreme symbolmnallasolding
himself to the heights of the pastoral elegy, Thoreau actually does the whekemia-lament,
which requires a type of meditation and will come to full fruition in his writingvafden.It
seems important to recall the sense of loss that spurns metaphor. And in workimgift ide
Thoreau’s metaphoricity, it also seems important to think of what it depends upon—amtinher
sense of loss.
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In “January” and “February,” | will turn away from Thoreau’s grieAiWeeland turn
toward his celebrations of cultivation Walden where he exhibits a persistent capacity to favor
metaphors of growth and regeneration, while also recognizing the losa¢hajrewth depends
upon. IndeedA Weeks such a central text in the Thoreau canon because it shows us the process
through which he confronted winter, and allowed the experience of loss to inflaatLines f
interest in metaphor and meditation. In “A Winter Walk,” one of Thoreau’s eagbsslys, he
writes, “Though winter is represented in the almanac as an old man, facingnthendisleet,
and drawing his cloak about him, we rather think of him as a merry woodchopper, and warm-
blooded youth, as blithe as summedesgays10). Throughout the essay, Thoreau's literary eye
sees signs of warmth amidst coldness. His shifting perspective embraoasréhoptimistic end
of seasonal paradoxes and cycles, as he finds ways of re-situating wisienmaer: “The day is
but a Scandinavian night. The winter is an arctic summer” (31) and “there is ashgnbe
subterranean fire in nature which never goes out, and which no cold can chill. Itrivettdythe
great snow, and in January or July is only buried under thicker or thinner covering” (3@. In t
earlier essay, we can hear Thoreau’s living metaphor of vital heangnelen the sterile
frigidity of a New England winter. And while Thoreau’s vibrant and inexhaustielaphors
might often turn our attentions to tropes of growth, warmth, and awakening—we need to als
remember his inevitable winter—what the strength of such vitality depends—+gmuhthe
particular collision of elegy and ecology that is exemplified Week.Walden’smetaphoricity
will synthesize the elegiac pathosfbiVeelwith the early naiveté of “A Winter Walk,” finding
ways to grow amidst loss—to persist through December and proceed to January.
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January

“It was no longer beans that | hoed, nor I that hoed beans”

Thoreau and the Metaphorical Field as Meditation

Those old books suggested a certain fertility, an Ohio soil, as if they were making a humos for
new literatures to spring in. | heard the bellowing of bullfrogs and the hum of the mosquitoes
reverberating through the thick embossed covers when | had closed the book. Decayertliterat
makes the richest of all soils.

-Henry David Thoreau, March 16, 1852

We can say that the term ‘metaphor’ has usually been used to denote a peculiarity, or perhaps
better, an innate property, of language.... Metaphor is perhaps the principal sign that words do
not stand in isolation; so long as they have histories—and all words do, even ones that appear
newly coined—they will have a metaphorical field of their own.

-David PunterMetaphor

Poetry constantly requires a new relation.
-Wallace Stevengdagia

As | suggested in “December,” Thoreau’s mourning of nature opens a poetic space to
forge new relations in language. However, in letting go of the lyric poem in ddexttended
prose works framed through diurnal awareness, Thoreau by no means relinquislagidrigur
Indeed, as the organizational principlefAdVeelandWaldenattest, Thoreau’s genius lies in his
manipulation and construction of master metaphors through which he was able tths'ame
infinite dimension of ecological thinking. And metaphor, as | will argue in thegechapters, is
essential to propelling ecological thinking. Because metaphor draws twenifeemcepts into a
relationship of identification, its inherent paradoxical position analogizeotogecal thinking,
which, as | explained in “November,” depends upon uncanny balances of sameness and
difference. And since ecological thinking implies radical and expansive cintye metaphor’'s
ability to encourage new relations is an essential poetic technique thatlergyfurther
ecological thinking. As such, in this chapter, | will argue Watden’sstrength and sense of
ecology is shaped by its profound metaphoricity.

In her bookPassions for NaturdRochelle Johnson argues that Thoreau ultimately seeks
to get “beyond” metaphor in his work and thatMaldenit “seems” that,

Thoreau shaped his language in a way that he believed would impress his
fellow transcendentalists, as well as in ways that would appeal to his audienc
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We might see the frequent use of metaph®aldenas an implicit testament
to the difficulty of evading metaphor in an age when metaphors for nature
pervaded cultural discourse as the increasingly industrialized Amegriean
evermore alienated from the natural world. (Johnson 192)

Although she is able to support this position by pointing to Thoreau’s later and morecampiri
work in theKalendar,Johnson’s contention that Thoreau’s use of metaphor is merely a
rhetorical appeal to his audience significantly undercuts both the inevitaititthe value of
metaphor in ecological thinking. Johnson’s argument is embedded in the perpetuation of
ecocritical “nature” discourse, which | have been positioning myseiistgas urged forward by
Morton’s recent theoretical contentions. She argues that the “real world” dissppé@&lden
because the text is “sufficiently immersed in metaphor that it leavesreeadrift in

philosophizing to such a degree that the real natural world seems far gone” (Johnsont200). B
once again, the desire to see the “real world” in this text seems more a prochadrivical
advocacy than of the complex literary work Thoreau actually produced, whichmssaseaders
immediately notice, saturated in metaphor. In suggesting\faltenis primarily a “social
experiment,” Johnson blames metaphor as the figure taking both Thoreau and reagénsnaw
the “real world.” However, a “social experiment” pitted against thel \weald” sets up a
dichotomy that simplifies and shuts down the complex expanding webs of relation engendere
by ecological thinking. Ultimately, | think dValdenas a text more interested in metaphor and
meditation than “nature.” As | will argue throughout these next chapteraphwetcal

figuration, to draw on ecology’s most inescapable metaphor, is essentiakbionglidne ground

and planting the seeds that will nurture and encourage meditative conscioléitresssing
Thoreau’s metaphorical play with thegosin Waldencan serve as analogy for work that needs
to happen in order for the eventual emergence into the Eastern sensibility pfionets
convergence, rather than purely transference. Johnson’s work is more focu$enlezaus
outward looking, rather than the recognition of the intense correspondence betweeani$hore
outward and inward looking. As | suggested in “November,” attempts to understand™nature
ultimately lead to epistemological uncertainty, a state that returns usgaiceto the
unknowability of the self. In her conclusion Johnson does concede that Thoreau (and Susan
Fenimore Cooper) “seem to have accepted humbly nature’s meaning as somethioglthagt
know fully” (222). However, Johnson’s chapter on Thoreau’s desire to get “beyond metaphor”
seems consistent with much ecocritical writing that seeks to critiqueghly self-reflexive

space of poetic composition in favor of a more scientifically mimetic reptason of the

natural world.

But how should the critic interested in ecopoetics apprdéalden,one of American
literature’s most canonical and philosophical texts? Robert Frost is perhap®ienant in his
insistence thatValdenshould be read as a great poem: “Far be it from me to regret that ajl poetr
isn’t in verse. I'm sure I'm glad of all the unversified poetryddldenr—* (quoted in Moneterio
58). Frost read¥valdenas a poem—as “unversified poetry”—explaining at another point how,
“In Waldenl always get it near the height of poetry.” Frost’s categorizatioatienas a work
of poetry is not particularly surprising, especially in considering of hiseemiralization of
metaphor in his understanding of poetry and education. In his famous essay “Education by
Poetry,” Frost succinctly claimed, “Education by poetry is education bgpher.” As he
explains,
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What | am pointing out is that unless you are at home in the metaphor, unless
you have had your proper poetical education in the metaphor, you are not safe
anywhere . Because you are not at ease with figurative values: you don’t know
the metaphor in its strength and its weakness. You don’t know how far you may
expect to ride it and when it may break down with you. You are not safe with
science; you are not safe in histéty.

Indeed, it is certainlyalden’shighly metaphorical style that allows us to understand it as
poetry. Among other valuable lessoWéldenoffers its readers a “poetical education in the
metaphor,” as Thoreau rides his metaphors through a multiplicity of levels and. Jam3e
metaphor, as Frost suggests, has everything to do with the process of learning.

Interestingly, in all oiValden,Thoreau only refers to metaphor explicitly on one
occasiorf! The opening paragraph of “Sounds” states:

But while we are confined to books, though the most select and classic, and
read only particular written languages, which are themselves but diatett
provincial, we are in danger of forgetting the language which all things and
events speak without metaphor, which alone is copious and standard. Much
is published, but little printed. The rays which stream through the shutter will
be no longer remembered when the shutter is wholly removed. No method nor
discipline can supersede the necessity of being forever on the alert. What is
course of history or philosophy, or poetry, no matter how well selected, or
the best society, or the most admirable routine of life, compared with the
discipline of looking always at what is to be seen? Will you be a reader, a
student merely, or a seer? Read your fate, see what is before you, and walk
on into futurity. (72)

In initiating this chapter on sensual experience, Thoreau draws attentioritoitdwgons of
language to capture “the language which all things speak without metaphole”tih i

statement might be read as a critique or frustration with poetic tropingusteatso turn our
attention to what Thoreau asks instead: “Will you be a reader, a student mesebger?” A

“seer” inWaldenfunctions as a trope that expands the experience of deep looking. “Seeing” in
Waldenalso acts metaphorically. So while Thoreau mourns the loss of “a language without
metaphor,” he also asks us to focus our attention on a particular metaphor—that of vision.

20 A reproduction of this essay, which was initially a talk Frost delivered dtetsh College and
subsequently was published by the school in 1931, can be found through the University of Texas:
http://www.en.utexas.edu/amlit/amlitprivate/scans/edbypo.html

%L In “Economy,” Thoreau explicitly refers to analogy in his discussion ¢&ftieat,” another
one of his living metaphors.
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Indeed, “seeing” might be understood as a metaphor for metaphor, as recognengss in
difference involves a shift of perception. In this sense, Thoreau is not critiquiaghog but
rather is presenting a plea for living metaphor, a term that this chapteremdidFy” will work
to theorize in relation to ecology.

While Robert Frost thought dValdenas poetry, the textas always challenged critics
when subjected to questions of genre. Unarguably central in the canon of Ameriaturditer
Waldenhas maintained popularity through both an academic and general readership—and
Thoreau himself has sustained fame as both a philosopher and a folk hero. But how do we read
the text? Walter Harding offers the most essential and foundational appraablsesssay,

“Five Ways to Look at Walden.” In recognizing the many reasons why pesgal¥\alden,
Harding outlines the five most essential readings: a natural history &ss-it-yourself guide
to the simple life” (Harding 151), “a satirical criticism of modern life aachg)” (154), as
“belletristic” or from a “purely technical standpoint,” and on a spiritual levee§ guidebook to
a higher life” (160). Lawrence Buell's important ecocritical warke Environmental
Imaginationtakes onWaldenin an ecocritical context as exemplifying the natural history essay
Buell works through Thoreau’s legacy—his “canonization as environmental saint’—sand hi
importance to both political and literary green argumentation and analysis—anthhigeg“as a
representative of green American thinking” (2). However, while it might ss®mous for an
ecocritical reading to draw attention to the natural historical dimensiontxf, @n ecopoetic
reading necessarily must encounter and synthesize all the ways of neadtitigned by
Harding. It is the multiplicity of genre and interpretive breadth that rept¥galden’sparticular
power and genius. Thinking ecologically also requires us to think big— in Dickinson’s
language—to “dwell in possibility.” As | will argue in “August,” theorizingbpoetics asks us
to hold multiple views in relation and readitpldenrequires us to consider Harding’s “Five
ways” and perhaps even more. More than just a book about the enviroWWaétenis
ecological because it is a book about everything. As Buell ultimately ackoigsgeThoreau’s
“literary masterpiece was an intricate nest woven idiosyncratioatlpf materials gathered from
diverse sources,” recognizing the writer’'s “dependence on his culture’sjosieh as on nature
(423). Rather than defining it as a text about “natuAéaldenasks us to consider its textuality
first and foremost.

Instead of breaking this chapter down into a more narrow focus—to allegory or
synecdoche or metonymy (which are all tropes of either the word or the s¢ntevenat to
think of metaphor in its widest and most inexhaustible ways. | will be working wehsze sof
metaphor as an illogical identification--what Northrop Frye explaifha Educated
Imaginationas “products of an impulse to identify human and natural worlds” (39). It is in this
quite simple formulation—as a product of the impulse to “identify human and natural worlds,”
that metaphor becomes an essential subject for ecological theory. Metaphmoriant because,
while it ontologically identifies, its semantic structure maintainsageition of difference. As |
discussed in my chapter on Dickinson’s ecological intimacy, ecology also degmda
recognition of difference. Frye’s formulation of metaphor as a processntifickgion is not that
far off from ecological theory, in that he recognizes the uncanny epistdoallogcertainty that
underlies human consciousness’s encounters with the strange stranger. WetEsye‘We
have to look at the figures of speech a writer uses, his images and symbolgddhasl
underneath all the complexity of human life that uneasy stare at alien isagtilehaunting us,
and the problem of surmounting it still with us” (56). As Frye suggests, slowing down to look at
these figures of speech ultimately brings us to a type of face-tofiacarger with “alien
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nature.” Like intimacy, metaphors can be uncanny, as they negotiate the lesibdaween
sameness and difference—of familiarity and unfamiliarity. As David Pwritgs, “metaphor is
a crucial way in which we can apprehend the quality of the uncanny, consideregpasdss
which establishes the inseparability of the familiar and the unfamiliar” ([@%)awing together
two separate and distinct words, metaphors work on both linguistic and conceptsaidevel
identify and to separate—and to allow the human mind, through a poetic consciousness, to
entertain the possibilities of radical connectivity. In turn, any discussiontapima inevitably
should acknowledge Aristotle’s originary theorization, which is also one ofigerg
semblance and familiarity. Like Frost, Aristotle ranked metaphorig&éy in poetic
composition. In théoetics Aristotle explains that for poets, what is “most important by far is to
have an aptitude for metaphor. This alone cannot be had from another but is a sign of natural
endowment; since being good at making metaphors is equivalent to being perdeptive o
resemblances” (1459a, Hutton). Like Frost, Aristotle nonetheless acldgesiéhe useful
pedagogical power of metaphor. In Book Thre®bétoric,Aristotle writes, “To learn easily is
naturally pleasant to all people, and words signify something, so whateverareatks
knowledge in us are the pleasantest. . . . Metaphor most brings about learning” (1410Db,
Kennedy). Both Aristotle and Frost identify metaphor as a vehicle of “ledrasgmething that
will also be important in considering Thoreau’s autodidaticism and his projedf-otikvation.
In “July” I will more directly address currents of didactic poetry inwlest that emerge from
meditative awareness and are valuable to ecopoetic pedagogy; for nowgrihi:ating the
educative value of metaphorical thinking as a useful tool in fostering meditatiareness.
However, in order to work through these ideas, | want to turn to “The Bean Field"—tres of
most densely metaphorical section®alden where the central metaphor concerns the process
of cultivation. From seeds to weeds, Thoreau’s language weaves in and out of the endless
figurations offered by his field, including those who pass through it and fly overéading
“The Bean Field,” one senses—at times because he explicitly declaneseali’s motion
toward an awareness of a proliferation of layered metaphor, where differisgssof meaning
converge and disperse. And so, in order to think of Thoreau’s ecopoetics, we must dive into his
metaphoricity—we must enter his field and turn with his tropes, witnessimptirer of
metaphor to incite ecological thinking.

“The Bean Field” opens with an interrogative position that sets the fstatie
implosion of his metaphoricity. In the first paragraph Thoreau questions: “Wdsath& meaning
of this so steady and self-respecting, this small Herculean labor, | kneanbtBut why
should | raise them? Only Heaven knows. This was my curious labor all summ&gey.” (
Thoreau also questions early in the essay, “What shall | learn of beans oobea?s (101). In
taking this interrogative stance toward his subject early on, Thoreau’sasesgien a rhetorical
space that will allow the ecological thinking driven by living metaphor to talee lbbreau’s
guestions imply an ethics in a sense of “should” and a pedagogy of “shall” in wanaian he
will learn. Importantly, this interrogative tone returns again in the final pgpagf the essay
where Thoreau once again compounds questions: “These beans have results which are not
harvested by me. Do they not grow for woodchucks partly?” and “How, then, can oestharv
fail?” and “Shall | not rejoice also at the abundance of weeds whose seedsgrem#ng of the
birds?” (108). In opening and closing his essay with questions, Thoreau opens the space for a
play of response—exercising a capacity for shifting perspective thrologisening of his
language. By drawing in the possible effects the field might have on the wooddialickds,
the notion of failure becomes metaphorical, in that it is a “product of an impulse tdyideati
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human and natural worlds.” Perhaps, his failure is success for the birds. Pleehagry ttconcept
of failure, when brought into a type of stereoscopy, might converge into anotherasehbg,
doing so, continuing his process of self-education through metaphor.

While Thoreau’s essay opens and closes with questions, the main body of “The Bean
Field” meanders through the varying meanings of the field, the beans, and the pfocess
cultivation. While the idea of the field presents a spatial-temporal geogréyehyeans become
connected to an ethics of care and the other. Both the beans and the field acalmgkmund
up in the process of cultivation itself, which Thoreau frames as spiritual work ape aftart,
as he is “dabbling like a plastic artist in the dewy and crumbling sand” (101 Be,\arites
near the end of the essay, “Ancient poetry and mythology suggest, at ledsistheidry was
once a sacred art” (107). Thoreau’s questions are ultimately simple enolghis\the meaning
of the bean field? What is the meaning and value of his labor? How might it be codersta
“sacred art™?

The answers to these questions are vast and varied and embedded in literary and
mythological allusion. One of Thoreau’s most important literary referenc@haBean Field”
is theBhagavad-Gitaa text he read regularly and passionately during his stay at Walden. In his
book, The Gita within WalderRaul Friedrich carefully traces the depth of Thoreau’s—and
Concord’s for that matter—interest in Eastern literature, working throudftehéuence”
between the two texts. As Friedrich writes, “he eventually read ‘the d&itagin three
translations, two English and one French, and studied it not only during his two-yean sm)
the lake but off and on during the seven revision#/aldenthat were generated over nine
years” (Friedrich 26). Indeetlyaldenfrequently references tl@ita, perhaps most powerfully in
“The Pond in Winter,” where Thoreau writes:

In the morning | bathe my intellect in the stupendous and cosmological philosophy
of the Bhagvat Geeta, since whose composition years of the gods haed elaps
and in comparison with which our modern world and its literature seem puny

and trivial; and | doubt if that philosophy is not to be referred to a previous state
of existence, so remote is its sublimity from our conceptions. | lay down the book
and go to my well for water, and lo! there | meet the servant of the Brahmin,
priest of Brahma and Vishnu and Indra, who still sits in his temple on the Ganges
reading the Vedas, or dwells at the root of the tree with his crust andjueater

| meet his servant and come to draw water for his master, and our buckets as i
were grate together in the same well. The pure Walden water isechingh

the sacred water of the Ganges. (193)

%2 One might also consider this passage from Thoreau’s Journal as offeringaa siifiing

sense of reality by considering a multiplicity of perspective: “Whatallewildness is a

civilization other than our own. The hen-hawk shuns the farmer, but it seeks the friezltdy s

and support of the pine. It will not consent to walk in the barn-yard, but it loves to soar above the
clouds. It has its own way and is beautiful, when we would fain subject it to ouSwidiny
surpassing work of art is strange and wild to the mass of men, as is genius as$elfviNthat

soars and steals our poultry is wilder than genius, and none is more persecuted or above
persecution” (Journal February 16, 1859).
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While Thoreau was clearly influenced by tBga—a book he claimed to remember “as an hour
before sunrise,l am less concerned with re-writing critical work already done in fafor
thinking about how these Eastern texts specifically might have influenceehisis of
metaphof> We need to turn t®he Gitain order to think through Thoreau’s conception of “the
field,” as the term is particularly important in the ancient text.

Thoreau frames his battle in Homeric terms as he weeds: “A long waritharanes,
but with weeds, those Trojans who had sun and rain and dews on their side. Daily the beans saw
me come to their rescue armed with a hoe, and thin the ranks of their enemmgajfitthe
trenches with weedy dead” (105). In figuring the bean field as a type [afieéd{ Thoreau
draws an allusion to thBhagavad-Gitawhich alsotakes place on a battlefield, as it presents a
dialogue between Arjuna (a heroic warrior) and Krishna (a supreme being ocgathie),
incited from Arjuna’s crisis due to his despair in the face of battle. Inghé&een chapters that
follow (Walden not surprisingly is also framed in eighteen chapters), Krishna offers, in highly
poetic language, an extended series of advice concerning how one is to live. T obtite
“field” becomes central in the unfolding of Krishna’s yogic wisdom:

Just as the sun by itself
illumines the entire world,
so the field owner illumines
everything in the field.

He whose inner eye sees

how the Knower is distinct from the field,

and how men are set free from Nature,

arrives at the highest state. (13. 33-34, Mitchell 4'56)

%3As quoted by Friedrich (1). Certainly see Friedrich’s text for a moegleetdiscussion
concerning Thoreau'’imtertexual negotiations with th@ita—and Thoreau’s claim that “Farthest
India is nearer to me than Concord or Lexington.” In addition, for more on Thoreau and the
Bhagavad-Gitasee Dimock’sThrough Other Continentsyhere she reads Thoreau’s references
in A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivarsugh larger literary exchanges between
Ancient and Modern India

24| am using Stephen Mitchell's translation here because of its modersiaditgsnd poetic
sensibility. Thoreau consulted several translations, but primarily rees&ttarles Wilkins’
translation from 1785—the first translation of Bé&a into English. Friedrich uses Barbara
Stoler Miller’s contemporary translation in his book. In Wilkins’ translation, tlssgge reads:
“Learn that by the wor&fhertrais implied this body, and that he who is acquainted with it is
calledKfhetra-gna.Know that | am thaKfhetra-gnain every mortal frame. The knowledge of
theKfhetraand theKfherta-gnais by me esteeme@nanor wisdom” (101). Wilkins translates

the wordKfhertrain his glossary as “land,” (156) although at other points in his translation, he
refers to it as “field” as in battle-field, oKboroo-kfhertrd (27).
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What is perhaps most important about Krishna’'s advice to Thoreau’s essay cameerns t
centrality of the “knower of the field” in seeing or illuming what is outside of. INature and
the self (the field and its knower) are not collapsed into an irretrievable sssn&éhes passage
echoes a position Thoreau posits in “Solitude”:

I only know myself as a human entity; the scene, so to speak, of thoughts and
affections; and am sensible of a certain doubleness by which | can stand as
remote from myself as from another. However intense my experience, | am
conscious of the presence and criticism of a part of me, which, as it were, is
not a part of me, but spectator, sharing no experience, but taking note of it;
and that is no more | than it is you. (88)

Thoreau’s sense of a “certain doubleness” is closely related to meditatistgtthéhat Timothy
Morton argues ecological thinking needs to work toward. As Morton writes, “Meditatieam’toe
mean becoming ‘one with everything’ or turning in to (nonexistent) Nature—how coultl y
Meditation means exposing our conceptual fixations and exploring the openness oftthe mes
(127). Part of Thoreau’s work in his bean field is gradually to expose “concepttadtis,” and
to explore openness, but also with a larger sense of direction and purpose, or meditation a
process of self watching the self. In Bé&a, Krishna encourages Arjuna to fight, but also
illuminates that the ultimate fight is spiritual work. As Friedrich veitd horeau’s and the Gita
poet’s field-knowers both perceive and illuminate their respective fielthstheteye of
knowledge. Both poets, in the course of their respective texts, become more and mors,knowe
in many senses, of ‘the field’ in even more senses” (52). We can recognizéchisedr
background in anthropology when he refers to Thoreau’s “complex master metaghas” (
“totalizing symbols” that “congeal or essentialize or abstract s$teoficonnections that may be
historical or particular to two or more cultural realms, or that space suofsrathe universal
level of the psychic unity of humankind” (37). While there is certainly intellectalake in
thinking through Friderich’s sense of anthropological continuity between thext) there are
also digressive passages in “The Bean Field” that at times seem tovlaati@n an elevated
and totalizing symbolic process. For example, Thoreau provides us with a listexfoeinses—
“For a hoe,” “Horse and cart to get crop,” etc. as well as instructionsdotipg, “Plant the
common white small bush bean about the first of June, in rows three feet by eightegn inche
apart” (106). He offers the local gossip concerning his field, “Fellow{gevas they rattled by
compared it aloud with the fields which they had passed, so | came to know how | stood in the
agricultural world” (102). In addition, he includes socio-historical observatiamsh are also
an important part of the field. He writes, “As | drew a still fresher soil &th@urows with my
hoe, | disturbed the ashes of unchronicled nations who in primeval years lived under these
leaves” (103). In unearthing these Indian artifacts, Thoreau recognit€l tes no longer
beans that | hoed, nor | that hoed beans” (103). Recognizing the perpetual shiftingiduere
field as he consciously moves through time, Thoreau’s figuring of the field tamftee literal
and figurative meanings. His writing of the associative convergences Hélithexemplifies a
sense of metaphoricity—a writing that in its perpetual troping turns backeti iesognizing
the paradoxical need for language, while not denying its simultaneousibmstand undoings.
Although deconstructive theory emphasizes the rhetoricity and metaphofiaigiven
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text (and its according intertexual and contextual deconstructions), such methad@lsgy

evident in texts that are already self-conscious of metaphoricity. In foduation to his

translation of th&ita, Stephen Mitchell puts the same concept in a different way. He writes,
“The most profound sacred texts have a way of self-destructing. They undernviramei
authority and gleefully hoist themselves with their own petard. Because thégaanse what

they are with what they are about, they encourage us to see them as, in the endJelisposa
(Mitchell 29). Mitchell borrows an expression frdtamlethere—“For ‘tis the sport to have the
enginer/Hoist with his own petar* a passage where Hamlet refers to his switching of his death-
warrant letter. Ironically of course, as in most tragedy, it is the hero wheatdty ends up

hoisted.

In A Week on the Concord and Merrimagkoreau writes, “besides the vast and
cosmological philosophy of the Bhagvat-Geeta, even our Shakespeare seenmeoyuithful
green and practical merely” (116). What is compelling here is that Thorealgdtirsy a
Western text as a point of comparison, compatesBhagavad- Giteo Shakespeare, rather than
another spiritual scripture. Shakespeare’s work is exemplary of metaph@ati-consciously
constructing and deconstructing figures—turning words and phrases over and ovays-alw
the ironic and contextual present that the drama affords. Shakespeare @itd tied to abound
in metaphoricity—hoisting themselves by their own petards and inventing such metiapther
processWaldenoften hoists itself as well, encouraging us to look at these books for their ever
expanding and contracting ecology of words and figures, just as much as theigesessd
meanings. Indeed, it is these playful contradictions that either delight wateuShoreau’s
readers and offer such productive space for generating a series of intenposttions.

Ultimately it is an awareness of theld, in all its implications and their accordant
undoings, that can be understood as the prime example of Thoreau’s metaphariditis B
Thoreau’s weeding of his own distractions and his turning to cultivation (and thinking of hi
writing too in this sense) that encourages the living metaphor and guide his labor. He i
cultivating material beans. He is also cultivating an intimate relatipngitih beans—as he
writes, “It was a singular experience that long acquaintance whictivataed with beans”

(204). In turn, he is also cultivating a relationship with his own self-developmemntupaty his
language and his discipline towards his language. One of Thoreau’s most impoitEmtesein
the chapter involves his relinquishment of his georgic industry in favor of a moréydirec
spiritual work. He writes, “ | said to myself, | will not plant beans and catim so much

industry another summer, but such seeds, if the seed is not lost, as sincerity, truititysimpl
faith, innocence, and the like, and see if they will not grow in this soil, even witloilessd
manurance, and sustain me, for surely it has been exhausted for these crops” (106). More
important than the beans or corn or his industry, which can become “exhausted,” is the
metaphoricity of the field, in this case of “seeds’—especially those rdésty, truth,

simplicity, faith, innocence, and the like.” These seeds are what Thoreauviakesam the
field—what he would focus on planting in some future summer. Such seeds are also what he
feels are needed in the development of American politics: “Our ambassadors should be
instructed to send home such seeds as these, and Congress help to distribute thethall over
land” (107). Such seeds are at the center of his project at Walden Pond.

Undergraduates often think of Thoreau’s bean field as his means of self-sulstginabi
They think of going into the woods to live alone and not need outside resources for sustenance
idealizing the agrarian pastoral in relation to American myths of independesseatiglly, they
remain overly influenced by the Thoreau of “Economy,” where Thoreau wfitege bean field
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in terms of economic utility and production. A basic reading of the text will quakdyturn
these conceptions, as Thoreau, ever ironic and self-conscious, was not interegiagd mse
beans as much as in harvesting metaphorical flexibility in his languamgdliem. As he writes:

Not that | wanted beans to eat, for | am by nature a Pythagorean, so far a
beans are concerned, whether they mean porridge or voting, and exchanged
them for rice; but, perchance, as some must work in fields if only for sake of
tropes and expression, to serve a parable maker one day. It was on the whole

a rare amusement, which, continued too long, might have become a dissipation.
(105)

It is passages like these that make Stanley Cavell’'s readitvgldienso convincing and central.
As Cavell explains, “Less obviously, hoeing serves the writer as a trope—toulzar a
metaphor—for writing” and that “the first value of the metaphorical equationithgvand

hoeing is that his writing must bear up under repetitiveness” (Cavell 22). LikegHmeans,

writing requires a commitment to what at times can be repetitive andatimgtlabor. And

perhaps this is where we can understand Thoreau’s ironic tone in the essay—nhisioacaigni

his work as a “rare amusement,” in that his writing (like the beans) is alsxstdhjorces

beyond his control, and perhaps has results “not harvested by me.” What he can do and does do,
over and over again iWalden,is turn to the world that surrounds him in order to harvest tropes.
“Nature” becomes a living metaphor for change, and change is central tatmedixperience.
“The Bean Field” offers us a paradigmatic example of metaphobeitpuse of its presence as a
locus of suggestion turns its own foundations—a concentrated figure through which a living
metaphor might take root and grow. Like ecology, living metaphors require thmatiag to
extend and to bend. They suggest an interaction of time and space that must be enacted in the
present. Metaphors recognize difference and separation even as they work tp ateintif
connect. In this sense, Thoreau’s living metaphor—that of cultivation—is an ecapeesgsity,

as it involves practice and the care to not over-cultivate, a critique Thoreaumafkes of the
contemporary land-use. His field is the “connecting link between wild and califiatds,” as it
was, “not in a bad sense, a half-cultivated field. They were beans chegzfuilying to their

wild and primitive state that | cultivated” (102). Cultivating a “half-atdted field” is itself a

type of careful cultivation.

“The Bean Field,” although not one of Thoreau’s most spiritually aesthetepimors, is
perhaps his most practical, and so also one of his most necessary, in that ihenacisetss of
clearing the ground and opening oneself to layers of meaning that ecologgitates. The
process of meditating on metaphoricity might converge into a locatingwohg metaphor—a
word or idea or concept or construct that endlessly ripples into ethical sogg¥®glien a living
metaphor is located, then it might become a guiding path to and through meditation—as we
might return to it again and again.The Gita,Krishna reminds Arjuna:

However often the restless
mind may break loose and wander,
he should rein it in and constantly
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bring it back to the Self (Mitchell 93)

Just as Thoreau’s essay wanders from humor to list-making to rapturous singiagk-epic
musings, so does the “restless mind” break loose and wander. The work is to returndcathe lit
field each morning and so to remain in the openness of metaphoricity. Once in this more
meditative space, living metaphors might then take hold and guide.

Our understanding of Thoreau’s metaphoricity is further expanded in thinking throug
the writer’s relation to Eastern senses of metaphor. Because Thoreao vaddlg and with
such fervor, it makes sense that his own sense of metaphor might be inflecteld dthaug
literary traditions. As he writes “It would be worthy of the age to printttegehe collected
Scriptures or Sacred Writings of the several nations, the Chinese, the HindoossitdresPand
the Hebrews, and others, as the Scripture of mankind” (116). Daniel Peck discussesmbment
Eastern metaphor in Thoreadgurnal.He turns to Stephen Owens’ notion of “parallelism” in
his studies of Chinese poetry. According to Owens, “Parallelism and metphessentially
different: unlike metaphor, parallelism supposes that both terms are pesbetsame level of
discourse and that neither ‘stands in for’ the other...Parallelism is contenitsotégtns rest side
by side” (Peck 71). David Punter, in his study of metaphor, presents Eastegpohanatea
different way. Punter writes:

Thus we may fairly say of traditional Chinese poetry, as | have mentioned
before, that it is better considered a series of parts of a continuous pirfocess o
metaphorisationput the crucial point is to make this stock of metaphors
convergeto find and reveal in them an underlying ground, so that a general
term like ‘passion’, for example, ‘takes root’ in a sphere which spans natural
imagery and the interior world of the poet considered as a human subject, in
all the complex senses of the term. (Punter 39)

From parallelism to convergence, these Eastern theories of metaphor fééfangli
understandings of metaphoricity, especially on a psychological level. @exKoreau’s
writing in The Journaks synthesizing both the Western and Eastern tendencies, where “we
experience the metaphoric relation not as displacement but as placement. tidrelrelangs to
the imagination, but it also belongs to the world” (Peck 73). And perhaps this is a part of
Thoreau’s particular genius—his ability to be receptive and creative alifiesent literary
styles and cultures—refers both to the Romantic Western notion of the imagjpawver of
metaphor-making and the Eastern motion toward convergence, or in Punter g&@railoaving
a “general term” to root itself in “a sphere which spans natural imageryharmatérior world of
the poet.” This process of metaphor-making—of drawing relations betweendteriand
exterior worlds of the poet—is essential to ecological thinking because iib¢gsliow down
and reflect upon the infinite possibilities of such connections.

Much ecocritical work has found the turning to Eastern philosophy and psychology to
offer productive analogues for ecological thinking. Most recently, Timothydvidurns to
Buddhist and yogic epistemologies, recognizing their correspondences to eadlugking. As
Morton writes, “Ecological collectivities must make space for introeerand reflection,
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including meditative practices....Meditation is yoga, which means yoking:iegaat
experiencing an intrinsic interconnectedness” (Morton 127). Thoreau was noisteange
meditative practice, as he writes in his “Conclusion,” with the admonition to “exjbigself”:

Direct your eye right inward, and you'll find
A thousand regions in your mind

Yet undiscovered. Travel them, and be
Expert in home-cosmography.

Thoreau’s inward journeying—his call to direct the eye inward—exemplifiresditative
process and is part of his urgent conclusiowtdden One of his most explicit passages
discussing meditation occurs earlier in “Sounds”:

| did not read books the first summer; | hoed beans. Nay, | often did better
than this. There were times when | could not afford to sacrifice the bloom

of the present moment to any work, whether of head or hands. | love a broad
margin to my life. Sometimes, in a summer morning, having taken my
accustomed bath, | sat in my sunny doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt

in a revery, amidst the pines and hickories and sumachs, inundisturbed
solitude and stillness, while the birds sang around or flitted noiseless through
the house, until the sun falling in at my west window, or the noise of some
traveler’s wagon on the distant highway, | was reminded of the lapse of time.
| grew in those seasons like corn in the night, and they were far better than
any work of the hands would have been. They were not time subtracted from
my life, but so much over and above my usual allowance. | realized what the
Orientals mean by contemplation and the forsaking of works. (72)

This paragraph helps to open “Sounds” and shows how Thoreau’s living metaphor of cultivation
surfaces not just in “The Bean Field,” but across the larger expalg¢aldén. Correcting his
assertion that all he did was hoe beans his first summer, Thoreau elucidatesghatary

work was that of meditative contemplation. Forsaking the work of the “head or handsle- or t
analytical and physical labors—Thoreau lets economy go in “undisturbed solitudélaesisst

mindful of the singing birds and moving sun. But beyond his sensual observations, Thoreau also
is observing his own mind—contemplating his reception of sensual experience. \iriting

general can be understood as a meditative practice in that it encouragg& ribidexive process

of composition, though it too uses both the head and hands. The metaphor he chooses to use: “I
love a broad margin to my life,” suggests the blank space at the side of theqragjeofthe

words, sentences, and paragraphs, Thoreau also points to the blankness—the non-linguistic
emptiness surrounding the page of his existence. The metaphor reinforcesethessias his

writing to his life, and the centrality of metaphoricity in this process.dtiigal that Thoreau’s
passage on meditative contemplation turns to his living metaphor of cultivationdtuss his
meditative experience. His employment of the language of cultivation—the “blotire of
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present moment” and his simile, “I grew in those seasons like corn in the night’ht-ateg be
understood in relation to Thoreau’s interest in Eastern spirituality, espesirade here he makes
a direct reference to the “forsaking of words” that he had read about from ibatals.”

In 1844 an excerpted translation of theus Sutrawvas published in thBial under
Thoreau’s name. Although there is some debate whether Thoreau or ElizalbeithyPezually
translated the text from the French, Thoreau’s name associates him alibise¢he translation in
some intimate capacity. The section was published under the title, “The Pgeaictiia
Buddha” and the selected passage is from Chapter Five, sometimes uleas|dibe Parable of
Medicinal Plants.” In the chapter, the speaker explains the notion of Buddha-dhesoghtthe
metaphorical construct of a cloud and the “homogeneous rain,” which nourish all people, and in
turn are metaphorically classified as different types of plants:

Listen. | am going to explain to you what the humble and small plants
are, which are found in the world; what the plants of middle size are; and what
the trees of great height. Those men who live with a knowledge of the law
exempt from imperfections, who have obtained annihilation, who have the six
kinds of supernatural knowledge, and the three sciences, these men are named
the small plants. The men who live in the caverns of the mountains, and who
aspire to the state of Prateyekabuddha, men whose minds are half purified, are
the plants of middle size. Those who solicit the rank of heroes, saying, | will be a
Buddha, I will be the chief of gods and men, and who cultivate energy and
contemplation, these are the most elevated plants. And the sons of Buddha who
quietly and full of reserve, cultivate charity, and conceive no doubt concerning the
rank of heroes among men, these are named trees. Those who turn the wheel and
look not backward, the strong men who possess the power of supernatural faculties,
and who deliver millions of living beings, these are named great trees.

It is, however, one and the same law which is preached by the conqueror,
even as it is one homogeneous water which is poured out by the cloud, those men who
possess as | have just said, the different faculties, are as differentgiatts
burst from the surface of the earth.

Thou mayst know by this example and this explanation the means of which
Tathagaka makes use; thou knowest how he preaches a single law whose different
developments resemble drops of rain. As to me, | will pour out the rain of the law,
and the whole world shall be filled with satisfaction, and men shall meditatepra
according to his strength upon this homogeneous law which | explain. So that while
the rain falls, the herbs and the bushes, as well as the plants of middle siegsthe tr
of all sizes, shall shine in the ten points of space. {200)

It is not surprising that Thoreau would have expressed interest in this particapaer, as it
identifies all beings as types of plants. The passage encourages individuadstatenaecording
to their strength and position, echoing his language in “Sounds” on meditation andioultivat

%> TheDial. No. XV (Volume IV, number 3): January 1844. This and ofbiat publications can
be accessed on the Walden Pond Project website at www.walden.org
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where Thoreau states that he grew “in those seasons like corn in the nigBouhds,” he does
not compare himself to a tree or a large plant, but rather to the middle-sized doapspkin to
the “men who live in the caverns of the mountains” and are “half-purified.” Insteéidefen
the woods and each morning bathes in Walden Pond with the intention further purifying his
being.

As many scholars have noted, Concord’s access to Eastern texts web dintitsubject
to less than ideal linguistic and cultural translations. Rather than arguinhtireau was a
Buddhist or proto-Buddhist, we might recognize the ways in which his imagination found
metaphorical flexibility in both th&ita’s figurings of self-discipline and thHeotus Sutra’s
parable of meditative growth in relation to one’s faculty. Ultimatelyeéms important to
consider the ways in which living metaphors are deployed in texts of spirn&ilical
significance. Meditation and yoga teachers routinely employ livingphers to guide their
students—whether visualizing the mind as an empty sky and thoughts as clouds passing
through—or visualizing breathing processes through the inhalation of light anldtexthaf
smoke. Sitting meditation can be difficult and strange—especially for Yidessecaught up in
the endlessness of agendas and the valuation of the analytical mind. Living metaph®ote
guide and structure meditative experiences, even as perhaps the ultinhateajoss their
relinquishment. In “February,” I'll focus more exclusively on living méiays and the ways
they depend upon metaphoricity, but for now, we need to further consider why suclepsactic
important to ecology and ecopoetics.

Thoreau'’s interest in metaphors of growth and cultivation seems partialilariynating
to pay attention to because they perform their figural function on us; they take roovand g
through the text and exemplify the work of the living metaphor. Speaking of the environment
seems to immediately draw our attentions outward—to nature and to external sensory
experiences. However, the other side of the sensual is the spiritual, and the turandg inw
Throughout this project | have been reiterating that ecology concerns a pbagssning
awareness. While it might initially seem counter-productive for eccarivvork to draw our
attention away from constructs like nature and environment in favor of cultivaéidigative
consciousness and linguistic creativity, ecopoesis—and its persisteasimtelyric subjectivity
and interiority—necessitates this internal correspondence. In anotheriseesessitates
metaphoricity—the work of identification and its according undoing. While it nsgand a bit
strange to argue that Thoreau is his most ecological when he observes his ownisnind, it
nevertheless an idea we need to try on. So much ecocritical attention has focusedaun’'3 hor
interest in natural history—nhis scientific observations and commitment thiwgtcature’s
changing cycles. And perhaps if we are going to think environmentally, we mgjtfobes on
exteriority—on facts and empirical data. But if we are interested in thinkwiggically, we
need the interiority just as much and perhaps even more. An ecopoetic reading camrdraw
attention to the metaphoricity through which Thoreau reveals his own wonder anchtbsiome
An ecopoetic reading d/aldenfinds its flexibility in Thoreau’s bean field, turning tropes and
tilling metaphoricity.
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February

“Late—my Garden of a Rock/Yielded Grape—and Maise—"

Living Metaphor & Garden Theory

The symbol of an ancient man’s thoughts becomes a modern man’s speech.
-Thoreay Walden

It is easily seen that there is nothing lucky or capricious in these analogies, but that they are
constant, and pervade nature. These are not the dreams of a few poets, here and there, but man
is an analogist and studies relations in all objectEmersonNature

Thoreau goes into nature to be brought out of nature.
-Robert Pogue HarrisoRgrests

But a garden is a relation, this is one of the countless reasons why it is never finished.
-W.S. Merwin, “The Shape of Water”

In this chapter, | will continue to suggest the importance of metaphor to eablog
thinking—especially living metaphors, which encourage further thinking, and tigggees of
relation through both linguistic and cognitive connectivity. In turn, | will arthat the garden is
the ultimate living metaphor—a metaphor for life itself—and teaches us mudtadit means
to be human in an ecological context. In order to make this point, | will first difuiss
importance of living metaphor to ecology, and then move on to a discussion of the garden as the
ultimate living metaphor, drawing into conversation the voices of some of contesnpoedry’s
most profound and prolific poet-gardeners, in particular Stanley Kunitz and W.S.riMerwi
Importantly though, as the correspondence between meditation and poetry motivatesdhe
of this calendar, and | am also interested in identifying the work metdplkerin preparing the
ground for meditation, it is necessary to consider what lies at the edgeagfhar; in this case,
the moment when metaphor ceases motion and arrives in the poetic space of pur@noage
again, it is the garden, as the ultimate living metaphor, which brings us to thefgage
image—or the state of meditation commonly referred to as pure awareness.

In “January” | used the term “metaphoricity,” which is most basically wtded as the
power of metaphor, although tlford English Dictionaryffers an even vaguer definition in
stating, “The fact or nature of being metaphorical; metaphorical natgueativeness.” With a
first identified usage in 1970, the term has mainly been used in philosophical discourse,
particularly in deconstructive theory. Derrida is often associated with éhefdise word, which
his translator defines as, “figuration as a gesture that turns back upon(Dsztitda xxiv).
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Metaphoricity is an important term for Derrida because, along with thengenty of
intertextuality, it frames the literary nature of philosophical documerst$iugh Silverman
explains, “In Derrida’s sense, metaphoricity is a structure of reféabhtcounts for the
possibility and impossibility of the philosophical discourse, yet not insofarsaditourse may
be construed as literary” (Silverman 188).

The other critical term that follows metaphoricity, and which | will esgph this
chapter, is “living metaphor.” As | have been suggesting, a state of metiytailows for the
inception and perpetuation of living metaphor. Living metaphor is also elusive wheatsabje
definition, although its primary usage usually surfaces in relation to the notion of degahor.
Paul Ricoeur, one of the West’s most passionate and optimistic theoristsaphiar, critiques
deconstructionist notions of the inevitability of the dead metaphor. Rather, Ricoesartpesit
concept of the living metaphor. As he explains, “Metaphor is living by virtue of théhiat it
introduces the spark of imagination into a ‘thinking more’ at a conceptual levekstiimgle to
‘think more,’” guided by the ‘vivifying principle,’ is the ‘soul’ of interpretatiof803). Ricoeur
suggests that the creative linguistic imagination urges on the process ofrighinére” when
“put to conceptual thought.” And so, living metaphor—the expressive metaphor that incites the
process of “thinking more”—also allows us to conceive of the importance of thedjeepr
which, as | identified in “September,” is the ultimate ecopoetic project.

In his ecocritical study of Whitman, Jimmie Killingsworth notes thetaphor is not
best thought of as an ecopoetic technique as it can “overwhelm differenceihsistence on
identification:

For ecopoetics, metaphor is particularly problematical because it is a form

of language that identifies two ostensibly unalike things. Modern definitions

of nature, despite the troubled survival of a concept like ‘human nature,” begin
from a point of difference, nature being designated as the nonhuman realm, the e
environment. But metaphors appear to have little respect for such boundaries,
leaving tension and irony (sometimes unintended irony) where difference once
prevailed. (48)

Killingsworth understands metaphor as challenging ecopoetics becauseafidsasidue,
troubling boundaries between the human and nonhuman realms. However, this same sense of
irony might also be understood as helping us to think ecologically, rather than holding onto a
more naive sense of holistic connectivity that collapses the ontological disciyrihetuween
humans and others. Timothy Morton argues that a “more honest ecological artingeddn
the shadowy world of irony and difference,” as irony “insists that therethee points of view
we must acknowledge” (Morton 17). The irony engendered by metaphoricity @lows
recognition that people are intimately connected tdapes,acknowledging the ways our
language creates relation. In that metaphor and irony both depend upon awdreordgeral
implications and a multiplicity of points of view, they offer a productive divedior ecopoetics.
It is precisely the irony generated by metaphor that makes it ecopoetiejcakl of irony and
difference engenders a multiplicity of meaning and perspective.

Ultimately, it seems impossible to clearly demarcate the line betme&aphoricity and
living metaphor, especially with a writer like Thoreau. Unearthing and rexiagrthe dense
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metaphoricity of a word is the work that allows language to continue to grow iicatiph and
suggestion. IMhe Rule of MetaphoRicoeur presents a theory of metaphor that accentuates its
performative and active quality. As previously mentioned, Ricoeur positions hagsahst
Derrida’s notion of the dead metaphor, favoring rather the contextual remgadizthe “ancient
metaphors” in philosophical discourse:

The philosopher has a perfect right to try and say what is strange and distant
by rejuvenating some dead metaphor or by restoring some archaic meaning of
a word. Our own investigation has prepared us to say that this language ploy
involves no mystique of ‘primordial meaning.” A buried sense becomes a new
meaning in the present instance of discourse. This is all the more troe whe
speculative thought adopts the new meaning in order to blaze a path to the
‘thing’ itself. The return of ancient metaphors—that of light, the ground, the
home, the way or path—must be regarded in the same manner. Their use in

a new context is a form of innovation. (311)

Thoreau’s recontextualization of ancient and spiritual metaphors can be thougtelafiamrto
Ricoeur’s notion of the living metaphor’s centrality in philosophical discoursesiNptisingly,
such active revitalizing of language can also be found in the American Rormadiiion, as its
writers sought to create a new American sense of language, yet omeshil of European
acknowledgement and respect. Such a view of language is witnessed and is als@zethphasi
Emerson’s formulation of the work of the poet in “The Poet™

Language is fossil poetry. As the limestone of the continent consists afanfini
masses of the shells of animalcules, so language is made up of imagessor trope
which now, in their secondary use, have long ceased to remind us of their poetic
origin. But the poet names the thing because he sees it, or comes one step nearer
to it than any other. This expression, or naming, is not art, but a second nature,
grown out of the first, as a leaf out of a tree. What we call nature, itaancssl|f-
regulated motion, or change; and nature does all things by her own hands, and
does not leave another to baptise her, but baptises herself; and this through the
metamorphosis agairSélected Essayy1)

Because nature is in a perpetual state of flux, the poet comes closest to mahregaming the
original poetic identification, “rejoicing the intellect, which delights itedément and

boundary” (271). Emerson more specifically values synecdoche as a model gicahalo
identification, which seeks and believes in a larger whole. Even the poet himself is
“representative”—"He stands among partial man for the complete man” (260). Abh@se,
Emerson advocates a fluidity of thought and a sense of process over product, rectigmizing
inexhaustible nature of language. He writes, “we are far from having exthdlstsignificance

of the few symbols we use. We can come to use them yet with a terrible symfiliddbes not
need that a poem should be long. Every word was once a poem. Every new relatiordis a wor
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(269). In many ways, Emerson identifies the poet as the one who is responsibledbzirayi
living metaphor—one who ever creates new relations from the “few symbols We use

Thoreau, as | have been suggesting, seems quite self-consciously comfeitialhe
state of metaphoricity. In surely echoing his mentor, Thoreau writes im{Sphat “The earth
is not a mere fragment of dead history, stratum upon stratum like the leaves of a book, to be
studied by geologists and antiquaries chiefly, but living poetry like thedex\aetree, which
precede flowers and fruit,--not a fossil earth, but a living earth” (199). Whieréon states that
language can become fossilized while the earth is constantly changinga@lluses the term
poetry as an analogue for the living quality of the earth; the earth is negitéobe studied but
rather is alive in its motions and perpetual change. Poetry, as something alweayserves as a
correspondent. Both Thoreau and Emerson see the living quality of the earth and ase it as
metaphor for the living quality of language, inextricably linking the twdn@irtprocess of
relation-making.

To look at this still yet another way, we might also turn to Dickinson’s succinct
formulation:

A word is dead, when it is said
Some say—

| say it just begins to live

That day (Fr 278)

Although their arguments bear different implications, Ricoeur, Emerson, Thoredbic&mson
all point to the living quality of language. Metaphors of cultivation concern the workeotiaig
to and becoming aware of the motions of this living capacity—and nurturing itewedti
growth.

Throughout this dissertation, part of my methodology is to draw attention to particula
words that serve as nodes of concentrated meaning and relation-making. Whetheatief
the “field,” these words encourage ecopoetic creation—they allow rela@dmg in language
to continue to unfold; they are living metaphors.Walden,Thoreaudoes incredible work in his
commitment to casting the lines of living metapHS8mong the most important are the field,

%6 |t seems important to recognize Sharon Cameron’s work on Thoraurisal as the “record

of a man thinking about nature, however at odds with each other thesatthougiews might
be” (134). While Cavell see¥/aldenas Thoreau’s most important and fully realized work,
Cameron argues that tdeurnalgets closer to “writing nature” largely due to questions of genre
and audience’ Thinking our way into the issues raised by Thoreau is the option ofhwhic
Walden deprives us. For thought in the book exists as a figure of spasch, trope for
connections whose meaning is predetermined. If the probl&ialidenis that thought is a dead
end because we have no access to it, the problem idotireal is that thinking is endless”
(Cameron 134). Whether or nétaldenor theJournalgets “closer” to nature is less my concern,
but it does seem important to note that Cameron also locates dis@yrais the perennial theme
of theJournal’s project of relation-making, as “discontinuity could be describeti@¥ournal’s
dominant feature, for no thought is ever entirely separated frgoin@d to any other thought”

(6).
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spring, a reflective pond or the “earth’s eye,” the notion of being awake, bathihdeataand
the state of being lost. Although | have identified the importance of Thoreau’s notion of
cultivation in connection to the field, | could have chosen any of these figures alitsac
converging and dispersing meanings in a similar way. Thoreau’s living metaphors a
philosophical in that they encourage the process of inquiry. They are also spirtheir i
commitment to meditation, ethical self-growth, and moral action. They aremoiad, linguistic,
and deconstructive—and ultimately, they are at the heart of the ways we migistamdie
ecology’s pervasiveness Walden.

In relation,Waldenis not an ecopoetic text because its writer seeks to become one with
nature, but rather, because he is committed to cultivating living metaphorsdiatedétion-
making to continue, even as they acknowledge and depend upon his ontological discontinuity
with the world that surrounds him. In “Where | Lived, What | Lived For,” Thoreéarsf
through one of his more direct statements concerning the purpose of his erpatiWialden,
the metaphor of dawn. In his call to awakening, he writes, “We must learn takeraand keep
ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an infinite expectation of the(88yviThis
time of day “Morning,” he writes “is when | am awake and there is a dawrei' (58).
Thoreau’s thesis has little to do with “nature” and everything to do with locattgpmors in
the world that surrounds him, which allow deliberate effrontery to continue.

In other places | have suggested that Dickinson and Thoreau exhibit an episieaholog
uncertainty in the face of nature and that this estrangement fosters ancatahtignacy. In this
chapter, | am suggesting that we might commit ourselves to intimacygthmeditative
practices guided by living metaphors. In terms of poetics, this commitmamtests itself as
writerly discipline, often as the work of metaphor-making, a product of, to restets F
language, the “impulse to identify human and natural worlds.” Becauseevesteainged, this
work of identification seems essential and is at the center of our ecolbgiogl It is no
surprise that Thoreau describes his relationship with his beans as an intimate lenasahi
noting that his purpose in building this relationship is for the sake of tropes and symbols
Intimacy is tied to metaphoricity because they both involve the deepening ang fairgin
relation—they both also bring us to paradoxical positions, kaleidoscpoing samathess a
difference through constructive and deconstructive means. Metaphoricity aawsold a
seemingly endless array of possibilities—metaphors allow us to stretch the bgumdEh we
can think and imagine. In many ways, so does intimacy.

As | have been reiterating, everything in ecology has to do witharlafe often think
of relation as synonymous with connection or association. However it seems mhpmekso
remember the first definition offered in tRdED, which states: “The action of giving an account
of something; narration, report. In early use also in to make relation: te, rdabunt.”

This sense suggests the active nature of relation—that relations are nadé tharrative
accounts. Metaphors are action driven—Iliving metaphors in particular continuetm ac
practice, and to process. Relation, and its centrality in ecology, depends upatve crarrative
of connection-making.

Ecology concerns relation. Metaphors make relafaesiss making. Metaphors
compose ecology. THegosis relation.Eco-Poesis—ecopoetics—has to do with the creative
making of relation—with the cultivation of living metaphors. Robert Pogue $teriest
articulates how the tropiriggoslies at the center of ecology. He writes:
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The Greek wordbgosis usually translated as “language,” but more
originally it means “relation.Logosis that which binds, gathers, or relates.
It binds humans to nature in the mode of openness and difference. It is that
wherein we dwell and by which we relate to this or that place. Witbgas
there is no place, only habitat; domusponly niche; no finitude, only the
endless reproductive cycle of species-being; no dwelling, only subsisting.
In shortlogosis that which opens the human abode on earth.

The word ‘eco-logy’ names this abode. In Gremkpsmeans “house”
or “abode”—the Latirdomuslin this sense@ikosandlogosbelong together
inseparably, fologosis theoikosof humanity. Thus the word “ecology” names
far more than the science that studies ecosystems; it names the Uhiverza
manner of being in the world. As a cause that takes us beyond the end of history,
ecology cannot remain naive about the deeper meaning of the word that susimarize
its vocation. We dwell not in nature but in  relation to nature. We do not inhabit
the earth but inhabit our excess of the earth. We dwell not in the forest but in an
exteriority with regard to its closure. We do not subsist so much as transcend
(Forests,200-201)

Although not bearing any ecocritical labels, the work of Robert Pogue Harriaomoisg the
most important in working to theorize ecology through literature, as he fsldaraeot adopt
ecology as a “cause” and “ecologically oriented doctrines” thdttfahink the discontinuity
between humanity and nature radically enough.” For Harrison, this ontologicahiiisgty
“manifests itself in the phenomenon of language,” even as it Iedgbsthat works to create
relation (200). Not surprisingly, one of Harrison’s most important subjects isdthaed he
explains how the “lesson ®¥aldenlies in this pedagogy of estrangement,” where the woods, as
a metonym of nature, provide a place to get lost, just as Thoreau’s “enignoaB¢ ar times
“evades us as we are alternately lured and confused” (223). Thoreau does notadgetddV
become merged into a holistic nature. Rather, he goes into the woods (another one of his maste
metaphors), to overcome nature—and perhaps even to mourn it. As Harrison writesadThore
goes into nature to be brought out of nature” (230). Harrison’s etymological aefiafti
ecology (as well as his use of Thoreau as an exploratory example) ishexefuse it suggests
that our ecological being is bound to language,; it is ever growing and cganginn the denial
of language, but rather in its exploration and expansion. In this sense, part of oetiecopik
lies in exploring théogos—and in locating and creating metaphors that do not cease to turn.
Thoreau in particular exhibited a persistent capacity to favor metaghgnexih and
regeneration, something not uncommon to the American Georgic and Arcadian imEwegels, a
as Romanticism’s interest in pastoral. Indeed, Romanticism’s mostgtergetnetaphor was
that of organicism, as it wove its way transatlantically through langaagi@nagination, finding
the ideal analogue for the human mind “as a living plant, growing out of into its perception”
(Abrams 68). M.H. Abrams explains how through the “archetypal plant,” Coleridge idéntif
the “highest faculty of man in the growth of a plant and its power to assimilatestarteznts to
which its respiration has already made contribution” (69). The organic metéglming
growth and a dynamic exchange between inner and outer forms, is also proftuctive
ecopoetics. We cultivate “archetypal plants” in archetypal gardens, igndtitnately the latter
figure that ecopoetic theory needs to think. Since my first draftings of gserthtion, gardens
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have been both entertaining and obsessing my critical imagination and | am quiteedrkat
they are the living metaphor at the center of ecology. But why aredhegscapable?

With its plants and flowers and with its growth and death, the garden seraesaster
metaphor, capable of gathering and cultivating the expansion loigbe The word “garden”
speaks a proliferation of figural suggestion, and the practice of gardening loiglye
meditative because it recognizes the persistence of change and the nea@#sirg awareness
and attention. And as | have been suggesting, any creative practice thathiveangider
meditative, metaphorical, or that might involve deepening intimacy or the wotkimggh of
grief, bears resonance and importance for ecopoetic criticism. Gardensogmany ways, is the
supreme subject for ecopoetics, because it necessarily allows all obthes&leas to manifest
and take shape; gardens exemplify the possibilities of living metaphor. Gatldengelation—
indeed, to quote master poet-gardener W.S. Merwin, “a garden is a relation.” And most
importantly, gardens do away with constructs of an idealized nature. As Mestistées:

Obviously a garden is not the wilderness but an assembly of shapes, most of
them living, that owes some share of its composition, its appearance, to human
design and effort, human conventions and convenience, and the human pursuit
of that elusive, indefinable harmony that we call beauty. It has a life @#its

an intricate, willful, secret life, as any gardener knows. It is onlytimans in

it who think of it as a garden. (Garmey 17)

Not surprisingly, Emily Dickinson was an avid gardener. Judith Farr's BhelkGardens of
Emily Dickinsorand the 2010 exhibit at the New York Botanical Gardens both attest to her
passion for flowers and the ways the sensory dimensions of her poetry were ehrichgh her
attention to her plants. As Dickinson most succinctly stated, in an 1859 letter to har cousi
Louisa, “l was reared in the garden, you know.” Dickinson’s acute attentionsvairaliplants
and flowers indicate a wide botanical knowledge not uncommon to women of her class and
position. But also her attention to birds, butterflies, bees, insects, and climajexhatped her
encounter themes like mortality and intimacy—imagining the reaches of hunpathy and
identification. Having to care for one’s flowers inevitably opens one’s aitento the difference
of each day. A devoted gardener is necessarily aware of loss, change, and grdetioted
gardener is necessarily aware. And as a devoted gardener, Dickinson haaithreatte
transformative capacity of gardens:

On the Bleakness of my Lot
Bloom | strove to raise—
Late—my Garden of a Rock
Yielded Grape—and Maise—

Soil of Flint, if steady tilled
Will refund the Hand—

Seed of Palm, by Lybian Sun
Fructified in Sand— (Fr 862)
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If “steady tilled,” even the most bleak lot might yield grape and maise; again, the steady
striving of the gardener offers possibilities for unanticipated growth anddraraion.

While Dickinson’s garden work primarily cultivated delicate and exquisite émand
perennials, Thoreau took his gardening to more georgic ends, as his expenrfiehésBean
Field” aim toward the cultivation of both crop and language. He celebrates thesprbtadsor
and the varying metaphorical fruits of such work. However, Thoreau also reabtmeze
important ecological power of the garden. As he writé&aiden,"All that | could say, then,
with respect to farming on a large scale, (I have always cultivated anyards, that | had my
seeds ready.” (54). His parenthetical excerpt emphasizes the constaigidehtity as
gardener—"always” a part of his practice.

But what is a garden after all? The answers to this question are as divibesevaters
who garden and write poetry. Tlhe Wild Braida text where he reflects on his dual life passions
of gardening and poetry, Stanley Kunitz sees the garden as “a metaphoipertineyou write
in a lifetime.” He explains:

I think of gardening as an extension of one’s own being, something
as deeply personal and intimate as writing a poem. The difference isethat t
garden is alive and it is created to endure just the way a human being comes
into the world and lives, suffers, enjoys, and is mortal. The lifespan of arftayv
plant can be so short, so abbreviated by the changing of the seasons, it seems to
be a compressed parable of human experience.

The garden is, in a sense, the cosmos in miniature, a condensation of the
world that is open to your senses. It doesn’t end at the limits of your own parce
of land, or your own state, or your own nation. Every cultivated plot of ground is
symbolic of the surprises and ramifications of life itself in all itsoues forms,
including the human. (14)

Drawing attention to the metaphoricity of a garden, Kunitz understands ftasdensation”

and the life of a plant as a “compressed parable.” A condensation and parablejehegyan

ultimate metaphor for “life itself”—endlessly symbolic about what is masgrggal and human.
In a poem entitled “What is a Garden,” Merwin confronts the question in a diffeesy:

All day working happily down near the stream bed
the light passing into the remote opalescence
it returns to as the year wakes toward winter
a season of rain in a year already rich
in rain with masked light emerging on all sides
in the new leaves of the palms quietly waving
time of mud and slipping and of overhearing
the water under the sloped group going on whispering
as it travels time of rain thundering at night
and of rocks rolling and echoing in the torrent
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and of looking up after noon through the high branches
to see fine rain drifting across the sunlight
over the valley that was abused and at last left
to fill with thickets of rampant aliens
that brought habits but no stories under the mango trees
already vast as clouds there | keep discovering
beneath the tangle the ancient shaping of water
to which the light of an hour comes back as to a secret
and there | planted young palms in places | had not pondered
until then | imagined their roots setting out in the dark
knowing without knowledge | kept trying to see them standing
in that bend of the valley in the light that would colee( River
Sound10)

Merwin’s poem does not describe what one might first think of as a garden—awirl,
arrangements, borders, and frames. However, mindful planting is very much the suthject of
poem. In characteristic style, without punctuation and capitalization, Merami®images
together, primarily through use of present participles. The leaves of theapmabmietly
“waving,” the “rocks rolling,” the “light emerging,” and the “rain dnifg.” Merwin also
positions prepositions that function both before and after (“I had not pondered/until then |
imagined”) subject-verb constructions. Like the use of gerunds, this tecligke to blend
and merge varying moments and objects. What we see about a garden is theessdiiuks
gardener. Although Merwin’s speaker opens noting that he is spending all day workirey
stream, he also sees beyond the day, and sees the garden in relation to thersbdsepgia
temporal scales (“the ancient shaping of water”). The planting that pédaes of the palms is not
random or ornamental or functional, but rather is a part of the speaker’s proceagiofrig
their growth and visioning their eventual regeneration; the gardener invokes aelagp se
Merwin writes of a garden how “It is only the humans in it who think of it as a gadden.
directly interrogating what a garden is, Merwin’s poem emphasiziesnly the garden, but the
human who works and creates such a place, revealing their contingency ancyintima

“What is a Garden,” like much of Merwin’s work, includes a deep sense of loss,
particularly in his inclusion of environmental abuse: “over the valley that waschhndeat last
left/to fill with thickets of rampant aliens/that brought habits but no stories timelenango
trees.” For Merwin, gardening is a pre-agricultural practice cep#itfjoy and magic,” as he
explains in his essay “The Shape of Water”:

When we have reached a point where our own kind is steadily destroying the
rest of the life on earth and some of us are anxious not to do that, our relation
to the earth begins to be that of a gardener to a garden. | believe thatrggrdeni
the deliberate influencing of particular plants in the forest, existedifi@nma

before there was agriculture, and | am convinced that there was a measure of
joy and magic in that relation from the beginning, something that probably
sobered up considerably when it started to fall into line and become agriculture.
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[..]

In my own lifetime | have seen the role of a garden, the very idea of a garden,

not merely altered but reversed. Gardens, from the beginning (as theogtyrobthe

word suggests), existed as enclaves designed and maintained tutdepwvilderness,

to guard what was inside for human use or pleasure. Once it became possible for
human beings to destroy environments anywhere on earth, the situation was turned
around, and anyone who wanted to protect and save any remaining bit of the natural
environment was acting in the role of a gardener—one whose purpose, at this point,
was to keep encroaching human exploitation and disturtmaricEhe model for this
garden has always been the forest itself, even though | know that the eforéstation”
is generally meaningless, and that only a forest knows how to grow a (@asney 18)

For Merwin, a garden poem is not about georgic ideals. His garden of palm titeesamtorest

of Maui is not necessarily about food production or the hard labor that goes into such work.
Rather, a contemporary garden reacts to “human exploitation and disturbance,” woKeeg t

them out and mourning their consequences. Merwin does note that gardens do exist for “human
use and pleasure,” not denying their practical and sensual utility. Howeeéner places, as in

the following poem, Merwin presents a strong anti-agricultural sentiment:

Place

On the last day of the world
| would want to plant a tree

what for
not for the fruit

the tree that bears the fruit
is not the one that was planted

| want the tree that stands
in the earth for the first time

with the sun already
going down

and the water
touching its roots

in the earth full of the dead
and the clouds passing

one by one
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over its leavesRain in the Tree64)

In this poem, the speaker’s attention is not focused on the fruit or the growth of the tree, but
rather the deep symbolic resonance in the planting itself. The apocalyptic Isoerffers a
sense of hope, focusing on the origins of transformation. The last day of the worlts isawy,i
also a first day, initiated by the process of planting.

In “July” I will argue that in the West there exists a genre of “gardetrype—or a
poetry closely related to the tone of Horadetesthat both teaches and delights the social
virtues that derive from meditative awareness; in the case of Horaceyitthgsg are structured
by Stoic and Epicurean education. In this chapter, | am suggesting that iga diea rather than
notions of the wild or untouched “nature” that offers the most productive figural corfstruct
poetic representations of ecological epistemology. Because angsf@erelation,” it offers and
embodies metaphorical thinking and does away with idealizations of untouched.rfabure
both ecology and meditation, the lessons of the garden are endless and esseggiaase
they do not deny human perception and language, gardens are far more ecologicailahsin not
of nature. Following Harrison’s sense, gardens perpetuate heightened awaifdhdogos—
helping us realize that we do not dwell in nature but rather in relation to nature.

My reader will notice that throughout this dissertation, my methodology, in iteshie
the relationship between poetry and meditation, has not been grounded in New-HKlistorici
methods of reading. The question of the garden’s relationship to history nonetieeleses
necessary to address. In his brilliant study of gardens, Harrison argubsghibtiter real or
imaginary” the garden has “provided sanctuary from the frenzy and tumugitofitii(Gardens
ix). Following Voltaire’s final instructions i€andide(“Il faut cultiver notre jardin”), Harrison
suggests that “It ibecauseve are thrown into history that we must cultivate our garden™—
human gardens “however self-enclosed their world may be, invariably takettredrin history,
if only as couterforce to history’s deleterious drives” (x). As a “countteef’ to history, gardens
offer places of “sanctuary” from history’s ramifications—gardensdapendent upon history, as
a necessary reaction and contingency—and are essential for meditatiare @uad reflection on
the social virtues that history both needs and destroys. As David Cooper descrliees, in t
Buddhist tradition, “there is discussion of the groves and parks in which early Buddbgstd pa
much of their time as moral and intellectual resources—as places, oeflectéind on which,
cultivates understanding both of the virtues and of the nature of reality” (Cooper 7).
Cultivating a garden, both literally and metaphorically, provides both the spaceaterthis “in
and on which” to facilitate deepened awareness. And while it might seem thatrkngwedals
historicizing impulses, it actually depends upon them—existing as an intallspce to
process and contemplate history’s “ramifications.”

In my opening paragraph | wrote that the garden, as the ultimate livinghoeftar life
itself, brings us to the edge of metaphor; accordingly, we can only getbmgtaphor by
reaching the edge of metaphor. As Thoreau’s linguistic manipulation of theiblelatiedches us,
it Is necessary to explore and expanditiggsin order to become aware of the infinite relations
that underlie both ecological thinking and meditative perception. However, just as tatroradi
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there are steps that lead to the ultimate point of realization, or to pure awAf¢éhesame is
true for poetic perception. Metaphor is necessary, but at a certain point niightafg)
relinquished into the stiliness of image. In this sense, image is the ecopoetiative to pure
awareness in the world of meditation.

Voltaire’s urgent final call is also the subject of an early poem by Jasbkfidld, which
notes the ways in which the archetypal metaphor becomes absorbed in the laboratiboulin
Hirshfield’s poem “November, Remembering Voltaire,” the lessons and labdre gatden
bring the speaker to the edge of metaphor:

In the evenings

| scrape my fingernails clean,

hunt through old catalogues for new seed,

oil workboots and shears.

This garden is no metaphor—

more a task that swallows you into itself,

earth using, as always, everything it can.

| lend myself to unpromising winter dirt

with leaf-mold and bulb,

plant into the oncoming cold.

Not that | ever thought

the philosopher meant to be taken literally,
but with no invented God overhead,

| conjure a stubborn faith in rotting

that ripens into soill,

in an old corm that flowers steadily each spring:
not symbols, but reassurances,

like a mother’s voice at bedtime reading a long-familiar book,
the known words barely listened to,

but bridging for all the nights of a life

each world to the nextOf Gravity and Angel86)

Voltaire’s famous advice lingers in Hirshfield’s mind as she aligns thapher with the literal
practice of gardening: “This garden is no metaphor—more a task thabwwagibu into itself.”
Hirshfield suggests that working in the garden brings one to certain constarfci@ssymbols
but reassurances.” As much as the garden can function as a master metaphapstqerceeds
so thoroughly in this context because of the lessons its literal existence invbl@sconcern a
magnification of transience and relation. Conjuring up “stubborn faith in rottingiiesms the
soil,” Hirshfield notes the consistent and reliable transformative procestiofy and
regeneration. The poem draws back to the literal truths such patient toil yevieadsily the
cyclical renewal mediated by the process of composting. And so, while tlengaerves as such

" Here | am considering the 8 Limbs of Yoga as outline by PantajéliénYoga Sutrasyhere
pratyahara, dharana, and dhyana are necessary steps preparing the minadior, sartne
ultimate state of pure awareness.
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a productive metaphor for a series of ecological principles (the necefsséke, the endlessness
of connectivity, the inevitability of mortality, etc.)—at a certain point, thgaoimg connections
might fall away into a purer witnessing of connectivity through image, réthara conscious
identification through metaphor.

In Twentieth Century PleasureRpbert Hass writes that “Images are not quite ideas, they
are stiller than that, with less implication outside themselves. And theypaneyth, they do not
have that explanatory power; they are nearer to pure story. Nor are thgyg atetaphors”

(275). He continues to explain how “In the nineteenth century one would have said that what
compelled us about them was a sense of the eternal. And it is something like thateliomenfe

the arrest of the image that what perishes and what lasts forever havedugg ioto

conjunction, and accompanying that sensation is a feeling of release frornf't{#/5¢. Hass’

sense of image is supported by his sustained interest in haiku (consider his edeghatians of
Basho, Buson, and Issa)—in addition to citations from Whitman, Chekhov, and others. But this
language of “release from the self’ and the idea of “pure story” theg Hises to define image is
also a part of the emergence into ecopoetic being, ideas which | will adanesdiractly in
“August.” In addition, in “July,” I will return to the social virtues of the gardle order to see the
living metaphor further through its instructive potentials.
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March

“From the Thousand Responses of my Heart Never to Cease”:

Dickinson, Jane Hirschfield, and the Lives of the Heart

... and though | knew that ‘heart’ is one of those words -- like ‘dream’ or ‘poetry’ -- th&g poe
are not supposed to use, | felt that, as person and poet, it would be disastrous to turn away from
a subject that kept coming up.

-Jane Hirshfield

Dear Friend—Nothing inclusive of a human heart could be ‘trivial.” The appalling boon makes
all things paltry but itself.
-Emily Dickinson to Mrs. J.S. Cooper

From those beginning notes of yearning and love there in the mist,
From the thousand responses of my heart never to cease,

From the myriad thence-arous'd words,

From the word stronger and more delicious than any

-Walt Whitman, “Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking”

Often, the language of the heart seems sentimental, clichéd, romantic,eafitheiheart
of the matter, heart-break, heart-to-heart, heart in your mouth, heart as opero fkooky by
heart, a heart on fire, heart in your hand, heart on your sleeve; such heart-pteasssng the
most forbidden poetic clichés. They are also, in certain ways, compellinglgidahle.

As such, the “heart” is not only a word that is shunned in sophisticated poetic
construction, but also is a term that seems to have little place in the world efmrécadtique
and theory. As a term of pedagogy, perhaps the heart might gain some respegéras R
Rosenblatt urges his writing students to write from the heart in his recenUbtess it Moves
the Human HeartRosenblatt writes;'For all its frailty and bitterness, the human heart is worthy
of your love. Love it. Have faith in it. Both you and the human heart are full of sorronBut
one of you can speak for that sorrow and ease its burdens and make it sing—word dfter wor
after word” (155). Rosenblatt’s recognition of grief and sorrow as the yimgerhotivation of
creative writing suggests that only allegiance to one’s heart will heltecan individuated style,
or will, to use a creative writing term, develop and distinguish one’s voice. Ratienbl
encourages his students to write from their hearts because, in one way or amotieattneeds
to be confronted, explored, and validated; one speaks from his or her sorrow, transforming
suffering into artistic making. As Rosenblatt advocates, strong writinges from an opening of
the heart.

In this chapter, | will argue that ecopoetics demands that we pay attentienitmagery
and metaphorical implications of the heart for several reasons. Primaslg, figure that allows
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for a type of yoking or joining, as it often collapses contradictory impulses Bitmke center.
Accordingly, as the center of the body’s vitality and possibility, the lsepaotfency is simple
enough to understand, especially as it concerns an immediate connection to the hbileat. W
constant rhythm, the heart is unavoidable in the language of poetry and music, afiedampl
iambic pentameter’s closeness to the beating heart. In addition, the pegytaderance of
clichés indicate its figural excess, which is either grounds for its sksinor an occasion for our
attentions. And in still yet another sense, the heart bears a metonymanstigtito love, and
love has to do with ecology. As Timothy Morton reminds us, ecology has to do with “love, loss,
despair, and passion” (2). Indeed, Morton goes as far as to end his book with the wordieve: “T
ecological thought can be highly unpleasant. But once you have started to thinkasnyt
unthink it. We have started to think it. In the future, we will all be thinking the ecalogi
thought. It's irresistible, like true love” (135). As this quote suggests, Morton’s lhdalga
argues that ecological thinking concerns radical intimacy—and love, howeveight choose
to define it, inevitably surfaces when we encounter intimacy. As this chaiitsuggest, the
heart—with all its contradictions—is among the most ecological of poetic iglmeits most
literal level, its functioning, and its actual shape and substance, connect latoyoagmreality.
And as we often think of ecology in relation to webs and meshes, it is the hearotatsalth
circuitry and exchange and relation to occur in the body itself. The heart’s agement of
multiplicity characterizes its essence. As a figure, the heart isssndlad as | have been
suggesting, so too is ecology. But the west has had a long struggle with regaadi
negotiating the relationship between Mind and Body, a duality that someligrestae heart
with the body/emotion and the brain with the mind/intellect. Still, in other instamzkedespite
dualisms, the heart offers a metaphorical flexibility that collapsestiésabetween mind and
body. Such statements depend upon context and examples but the heart serves to beng toget
contradictory impulses and relations. As the seat of suffering, the heali@alsofar
empathetic identification and offers the promise of an ethical relation eiabpe Eastern
philosophy, which offers us a complementary sense of the heart as both organ and figure that
yokes mind/body dualities.

In this chapter | cite little to no critical and theoretical voices. Bimecause | am
unaware of critics (especially ecocritics) who speak of the heart as tisedpo@ideed, the heart
seems very much the subject of poets. So instead, this chapter will primaultyyditerary
examples, working to theorize the heart as a supreme figure in ecopoetancieaill start
with a discussion of the ways the heart was important to Emily Dickinson, even asiggkedt
with reconciling Western dualities between the Mind and Heart. Dickinson’sreésrences are
vast and varied, but ultimately navigate the fine line between a feelinganelaatsuffering
heart. Her allegiance to a multiplicity of heart references and undersgarnslia vital part of her
ecopoetic making. In the second part of this chapter, | will turn to contemporatjepee
Hirshfield’s valuation of the heart (as informed by its sense in Easterng)aticentral to
poetic making. Hirshfield is an important writer for ecocriticism to condideause of her
conviction that the mind of meditation, the mind of ecology, and the mind of poetic making are
essentially the same. As she writes, “It is up to the writer to recognegthing that happens to
her as a gift, to love each thing that comes under the eye’s contemplation, ioatrof o set
up straw men is not only a failure of heart—it will also be an inevitable falungiting. In this,
the lessons of ecology, Zen, and artistic craft are the sawmeg Gate212). In her insistence
that “everything that happens” needs to be understood as a type of gift, Hirslgmdehs work
to not deny dimensions of experience in favor of any larger ideology or philosophyr, Rathe
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spiritual and intellectual sensibilities synthesize to advocate avesrane acceptance. It is this
willingness to stay with both the inner and outer worlds and her refusal to “setw preré

that allow us to understand Hirshfield's poetics as profoundly ecological. Ggcbhs to do
with being as open as possible, then straw-men are an inevitable failure—and ssnésdghat
include straw men seem counter-intuitive to ecopoetic criticism. Accadydinghis chapter, |
will abstain from critiquing ecocriticism at large in favor of suggesting hauré critical
projects might pay attention to figures like the heart, which might inis&gm to bear little
connection to environmentality. As | have been suggesting throughout this digsedati
ability to be open to outward relations (and to deal with issues like environmentalketthics
sustainable development) directly corresponds to our inward turnings. As Thoreainviste
journal, “The poet is more in the air than the naturalist though they may walk siaieby s
Granted that you are out of door—but what if the outer door is open, if the inner door is shut”
(Peck 172). lItis for these reasons that the heart, as perhaps the most inwageef aisa
bears the potential to open and reach outward. Here, | will suggest that the hearthpaditg
for yoking, just as in “January” | argued that the “field” is a metaphoral@aws language to
delight and evolve through ever- expanding relation.

The language of the heart (especially its suffering) is among theperostrating in
Romanticism, as typified in Keats’ famed opening lines of “Ode to a Nighéiyigahere he
writes, “My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains/My sense, as though of Hemalbck,
drunk.” Keats was no stranger to the language of the heart—especially thasuff¢nieg heart.
In an 1819 letter to his brother and sister-in-law, he wrote: | will calivtiréd a School
instituted for the purpose of teaching little children to read—I will t&lhuman hearthehorn
Bookused in that school—and | will call ti&hild able to read, the Soatade from thaschool
and itshornbook.Do you not see how necessary a World of Pains and troubles is to school as
Intelligence and make it a soul? A place where the heart must feel andrsafteousand
diverse ways!” (quoted in Rodriguez, 176). Similar to the opening passage from Ribsenbla
Keats’ writing of the world as school and the human heart as hornbook presents a peculiar
pedagogy, although largely consistent with the Romantic valuing of the heart olieathe-or
affective capacities over intellectual knowledge. However, his frgquoiithe “thousand diverse
ways” of the heart’s feeling and suffering concerns what | find most immtdnere. Rather than
any single sense, the heart is best expressed through its multiplicitiesfastd ways; what
seems to distinguish the heart is precisely its diversity—or its cgpa@kperience difference,
or an acknowledgement of its many lives.

Keats was among Dickinson’s favorite poets, and both poets professed eapliation
of Shakespeare as supreme source of poetry and wisdom. Dickinson only difergiyces
Shakespeare once in her poetry, although she commonly adulates him in her letexanfpde,
in a letter from the early 1880’s Dickinson wrote to Sue:

Dear Sue--

With the
Exception of
Shakespeare, you
have told me of
more knowledge
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than any one living--
To say that sincerely
is strange praise-- (L 757)

In this earnest note, Dickinson expresses her love for Sue in comparison to heti@uira
Shakespeare’s boundless knowledge, although she rarely explicitly stateglihg in her
poems. One rare example states:

Drama’s Vitallest Expression is the Common Day
That arise and set about Us—
Other Tragedy

Perish in the Recitation—
This—the best enact

When the Audience is scattered
And the Boxes shut—

“Hamlet” to Himself were Hamlet—
Had not Shakespeare wrote
Though the “Romeo” left no Record
Of his Juliet,

It were infinite enacted
In the Human Heart—
Only Theater recorded
Owner cannot shut— (Fr 776)

Although Dickinson offers a critique of the theater, as drama’s “vitallesession” concerns
the diurnal round, she values the presence of the heart at the heart of Shalsegpetiye’
Embedded in this poem is the capitalized Human Heart—a place of infinitengnadtich
unlike a theater, cannot be shut down and exists beyond record. And while Dickinson might have
avoided explicit reference to Shakespeare in her poems, her language of theHoEsmthe
Bard’s—revealing the dual fascination these two writers shared withrieeand endless
workings of the vital organ.

Shakespeare used the word over five hundred times—perhaps most fam#&rsty in
Lear,where both Gloucester and Lear die—or so it seems—of conditions of the heart. As Edga
reports of his father’s death:

his flawed heart
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support!)
"Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,
Burst smilingly. (V.iii.208-211)
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While Gloucester’s heart “bursts,” Lear's seems to break, as Kerd staile Lear collapses,
“Break heart; | prithee, break!” These are among Shakespeare’s mosisfaeart references,
perhaps because they remind us of the pathos of tragedy, which is nowhere more profound than
in the expression of heartbreak, especially as it echoes in the chambers ¢f,aafathe lessons
of Oedipus, Hamlet, and Lear teach us.

For Dickinson, “The Heart has many Doors” (Fr 1623)—and with her abundant
references, she walks down the corridors that lead to those doors—sometimes beeming t
sometimes crossing into even more unspeakable terrain. While the brain kg aitie heart
has doors, suggesting Dickinson connected the organ with openings and closings ratner tha
more spatialized being. Dickinsorgebster’s Dictionaryffers fifteen different definitions of
the heart, ranging from a “muscular viscous” to the “inner part” to the “phief to “seat of
affections” to the “seat of understanding” to the “seat of will.” Her 148 refesgmae turn exhibit
many of these associative meanings, as she negotiates the heart thraugtapkors and
images, exhibiting its diversity and many lives.

I will further discuss in “April” how Dickinson’s poetics of intimacy aretpalarly
sensitive to the capacity for suffering and compassion engendered by the expdrierare
break and grief; many of her heart poems deal specifically with thés atain the following
poem where language is deemed useless and impossible in the aftermattbddied his is a
poem where “pain has an element of blank:”

Love’s stricken “why”

Is all that love can speak—

Built of but just a syllable,

The hugest hearts that break. (Fr 1392)

Here, the heart that breaks can only question its enormous pain; analysis anc@nuaidegrare
not present, and all love might do is admit one interrogative syllable. Just as thehaarta
struggles to speak, it also struggles to receive language:

By homely gifts and hindered words
The human heart is told

Of nothing—

“Nothing” is the force

That renovates the World— (Fr 1611)

In the following poem, heartbreak serves as an opportunity for empathetiticdaan, as a
means of generating intimacy and empathy:
Unto a broken heart

No other one may go
Without the high prerogative
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Itself hath suffered too (Fr 1745)

With its speechlessness and suffering, the broken heart is among the moatipgnpgrsistent,
and effective metaphors in Western poetry. It is a metaphor so close tettvafxperience
that Emily Dickinson considered it part of her life work to protect othera 8uch suffering: “If
| can stop one heart from breaking/I shall not live in vain.” But perhaps Dickinsar&s ac
awareness of heartbreak emerged from her recognition of the boundlessratedpgofential of
the human heart to feel and know:

The Life we have is very great.

The Life that we shall see
Surpasses it, we know, because

It is Infinity.

But when all space has been beheld
And all Dominion shown

The smallest Human Heart’s extent
Reduces it to none. (Fr 1178)

In many ways this is a typical Dickinson poem in its figuration of outer immes&it relation to
inner ranges—except here, she gives primacy of the “Human Heart’s extoitty"is/
irreducible to the life we have now or the life that is to come. The reacheskirfigdn’s
interiority reach beyond all else; indeed, they even surpass this life and thaltteough the
next life might be infinity, it is still matched by the “smallest Humagak's extent.”

In another poem, Dickinson creates a narrative of the heart’s requeststimgdis
shifting and evolving states, reminding us once again of its multiplicity.

The Heart asks Pleasure—first—
And then—excuse from Pain—
And then—those little Anodynes
That deaden suffering—

And then—to go to sleep—
And then—if it should be

The will of the it’s Inquisitor
The privilege to die— (Fr 588)

Here, Dickinson offers a narrative of the heart’s desires as it movepleasure to pain to
suffering to sleep and finally death. Helen Vendler reads this poem ad packinson’s sense
of “serial existence” as it is shaped by emotional trauma. As Vendl&swtHow boldly the
Heart had asked ‘Pleasure—first—’; how reduced it has become as it be@etbdid a last
stage to this process” (Vendler 68). In the space of two short stanzas, &nickffess a
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representation of the Heart that is subject to radical change.

Still in other places, the heart is the seat of grace and music—a pleoeption,
capable of Electric Rest.

The Bird her punctual music brings
And lays it in it's place—

It's place is in the Human Heart

And in the Heavenly Grace—

What respite from her thrilling toil

Did Beauty ever take—

But work might be Electric Rest

To those that Magic make— (Fr 1556)

Through these diverse examples, we can see how Dickinson’s heart refenendgficult to
synthesize into a single cohesive suggestion. Rather, it is her allegiancéigariie diversity
that makes her usage particularly relevant to ecology; she offers them&anous attention and
allows it to bear different states and expressions. And although Dickinson cezariyized the
many ways the heart opens and closes, she also seemed to struggle with collagitygsheu
sensed between Mind and Heart. Note the following poem, where her negotiaticntiiavor
heart:

The Heart is the Capital of the Mind
The Mind is a single State—

The Heart and the Mind together make
A single continent—

One—is the Population—
Numerous enough—

This ecstatic Nation

Seek—it is Yourself. (Fr 1381)

Here, Dickinson offers a geo-political analogue for inner landscapé€apital” the heart
coordinates and centralizes the “State,” which is the mind. What makes a moatiegion is

the centralization of the heart, just as what offers a person a sense of welbjéfetientiation is

once again the heart. What is important about the poem is how Dickinson’s metaphors present
the heart and mind as interdependent (as a State depends upon its Capital)sovkiil al
prioritizing the importance of the heart. In another poem that was writtenyshibet! this one,
Dickinson also brings the heart/mind into relation:

The Mind lives on the Heart
Like any Parasite—
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If that is full of Meat
The Mind is fat—

But if the Heart omit
Emaciate the Wit—
The Ailment of it

So absolute. (Fr 1384)

In this poem, Dickinson’s pathological language once again values the heart ovardhe mi
although still recognizing their interdependence. In a blunt expression, Dickinggesss that a
generous and healthy heart—a heart “full of meat”—allows the Mind to also peggasand
substance. If the heart “omit,” the consequences are “absolute,” astib fattgeciation.
Once again, Dickinson represents the primacy of the heart over the mind in tesrsrehigth
and generosity, however, she does not easily separate the two constructs. Whisbsbleess
intimate relations between heart and mind, she does not fully find ways out of thisredncei
struggle, which seems to embody a larger struggle in the Western sign#itihough the heart
is recognized as central, it is often aligned with the body in a mind/body ahectienotion
dualism that does not fully embrace its ability to subsume these constructs.

In an 1880 letter to Mrs. J.S. Cooper, Dickinson wrote: “Dear Friend—Nothing welusi
of a human heart could be ‘trivial.” The appalling boon makes all things paltry bfit(itse
863). Dickinson understood that careful attention to the human heart concerned the work of a
poet and human being. And as | have been suggesting, this allegiance to the heart is an
ecological position, as attention to the heart inevitably leads to recogngmgliiplicity of
states and its boundless inner depths. In addition, as Dickinson knew, broken hearts generate
empathy and compassion, which are necessary for ecological idéiatifiddthough her
allegiances seemed to be to the heart above all else, the English languageltiial not a
Dickinson the vocabulary that ultimately could subsume the dualism between headrand he
The heart is also highly important to Eastern literatures, and in turning autrcattsetoward
other examples, Dickinson’s struggle might find contemporary reconciliation.

Jane Hirshfield’s collection of poeriiéie Lives of the Heaexplicitly takes on the
multiplicity of the heart’s functioning—its openings and closings, its vi§tesaand
abstractions, its intricacies and absurdities. Above all, Hirshfield'swgritf the “Heart” aims to
vivify a contemporary malaise, what she describes as a cultural demgtagdo negligence
toward emotional experience. In an interview publishethia Atlantic MonthlyHirshfield
explains her hesitancy and commitment to writing her way into the heart. Shbeehow,
“There was something | needed to return to regarding the many lives of theahdahough |
knew that ‘heart’ is one of those words -- like ‘dream’ or ‘poetry’ -- that paretsiot supposed
to use, | felt that, as person and poet, it would be disastrous to turn away from a kabjesgitt
coming up” (“Some Place” 56). As a subject that keeps presenting itself, shex<tmgs into
its far and unknown reaches, a turning inward that allows for revivification of altarsguage
and values:

Perhaps these poems came to me because | hadn't been looking thoroughly
enough at the activity of my own heart -- | had fallen asleep in a way, or
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had been looking overly outward. And certainly the heart is denigrated by

our culture, which values the intellect and neglects the emotional, or cheapens
it to the dulled formulas of mass media. Perhaps | was looking in those poems
for a container of concentration and words with which to try to do better, to
counteract that dulling, both inward and outward.

It's also true that for some years a central task in my life has ®égrita
affirm the difficult parts of my experience; that attempt is whatynodithe
heart poems address. It's easy to say yes to being happy, but it'shagtee
to grief and loss and transience and to the fact that desire is fathondess a
ultimately unfillable. At some point | realized that you don't get lahfwinan
life if you try to cut off one end of it, that you need to agree to the entire
experience, to the full spectrum of what happens. (“Some Place” 56)

Hirshfield explains that her “heart poems” address her attempt to “afferditficult parts” of
her experience. Rather than looking “overly outward,” which can be symptomatic of much
ecocritical reading, Hirshfield urges a necessary turning inward teébpidifficulty and
reluctance that surrounds such confrontation. She turns to the image of the heart and its
ultimately “fathomless” and “unfillable” desires as a means of frontimgf‘'@nd loss and
transience.” In “December” | discussed the paradoxical relationsiwgertgrief and growth—
or how loss is the necessary counterpoint to metaphorical extension and concerns fronting
mortality and negotiating a process of letting go. In this window of March, batthe grief of
late winter and the generous abundance of spring, we might consider the process of opening
how the process of letting go allows for a shift in direction and a new capacitgepened
being.

The first poem inmrhe Lives of the Healtears the same title and serves as a type of
prologue for the poems that are to follow:

The Lives of the Heart

Are ligneous, muscular, chemical.

Wear birch-colored feathers,

green tunnels of horse-tail reed.

Wear calcified spirals, Fibonaccian spheres.
Are edible; are glass; are clay; blue schist.
Can be burned as tallow, as coal,

can be skinned for garnets, for shoes.

Cast shadows or light;

shuffle; snort; cry out in passion.

Are salt, are bitter,

tear sweet grass with their teeth.

Step silently into blue needle-fall at dawn.
Thrash in the net until hit.

Rise up as cities, as serpentined magma, as maples,
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hiss lava-red into the sea.

Leave the strange kiss of their bodies

in Burgess Shale. Can be found, can be lost,

can be carried, broken, sung.

Lie dormant until they are opened by ice,

by drought. Go blind in the service of lace.

Are starving, are sated, indifferent, curious, mad.

Are stamped out in plastic, in tin.

Are stubborn, are careful, are slipshod,

are strung on the blue backs of flies

on the black backs of cows.

Wander the fragrant carpets of alpine flowers.

Not one is not held in the arms of the rest, to blossom.
Not one is not given to ecstasy’s lions.

Not one does not grieve.

Each of them opens and closes, closes and opens
the heavy gate—violent, serene, consenting, suffering it all. (3)

Here, Hirshfield's lives of the heart structure their expression througphama of the verb to be.
The lives of the heart concern being—being that is endlessly modified bydiotitra The

lives of the heart are stubborn, careful, slipshod, starving, sated, indiffereotiscumiad, edible,
and bitter. They wear varied shapes and are stamped in different mediumsteTtoeymd and
lost and carried and broken and sung, reminding of how Keats sketches of an edudiaéion of
heart and how it “feels and suffers in a thousand diverse ways.” Or, as Whitrtesofri
emerging from “Out of the cradle endlessly rocking:”

From those beginning notes of yearning and love there in the mist,
From the thousand responses of my heart never to cease,
From the myriad thence-arous'd words, (Whitman 388)

For Hirshfield, what seems to unify this boundless diversity of being is whateésl $h the final
five lines, as her double negatives draw our attentions. For all of their differeniteguad
states, the lives of the heart are all “held in the arms of the rest, to blossomveamdttg
ecstasy’s lions.” For all their difference, grief is the affectiatesthat unites the lives of the
heart, as well as the process of opening and closing. The poem ends with an imahgawf a
gate that “opens and closes, closes and opens,” reminding us of Dickinson’s cldima tiesrt
has many doors.

In many ways, with such rhythmic and anaphoric listing, Hirshfield ieclasWhitman
in this poem than Dickinson, although she recognizes that both writers “stepped hyly, if
different means, into the life of the threshold.” Hirshfield explains thistiold existence of the
writer as involving the capacity to speak from “the point of view of multiplicitjwbens,
visitation” (Nine Gate05) and the ability to step “past what we already think we know and into
an entirely new relationship with the many possibilities of being” (224). Vémsrhythmic

92



and extensive listing, which works through repetition and variation, offers a poetitHat
allows for the heart’s many lives (or the grass’s many leaves).

However, not all of the poemsThe Lives of the Hearhake their point through
anaphora and techniques of listing and amalgamation. Indeed, some poems off@emntisee c
statements that embody the range of the heart’s capacities through agjp@sition of images,
as in the following poem, “Late Prayer”:

Tenderness does not choose its own uses.

It goes out to everything equally,

circling rabbit and hawk.

Look: in the iron bucket,

a single nail a single ruby—

all the heavens and hells.

They rattle in the heart and make one sound. (45)

Here, Hirshfield positions an image of two objects—a “single nail a singlé mulay iron

bucket. For all their visual difference, the two objects make a single sound wheattleein the

heart. Hirshfield analogizes this to the workings of tenderness itself—an opewillesccept

stimulation from both nail and ruby—will go to “everything equally.” It does notriiscate,

but rather its openness allows it to take what is presented. Tenderness must choo$®maséto ¢
One of the points that echoes throughout Hirshfield’s meditations on the heart concerns

the way the heart “refuses nothing,” as in “Lake and Maple:”

| want to give myself
utterly

as this maple

that burned and burned
for three days without stinting
and then in two more
dropped off every leaf;
as this lake that,

no matter what comes

to its green-blue depths,
both takes and returns it.
In the still heart,

that refuses nothing,

the world is twice-born—
two earths wheeling,

two heavens,

two egrets reaching
down into subtraction;
even the fish

for an instant doubled,
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before it is gone.

| want the fish.

| want the losing it all

when it rains and | want

the returning transparence.

| want the place

by the edge-flowers where
the shallow sand is deceptive,
where whatever

steps in must plunge,

and | want that plunging.

| want the ones

who come in secret to drink
only in early darkness,

and | want the ones

who are swallowed.

| want the say

this water sees without eyes,
hears without ears,

shivers without will or fear

at the gentlest touch.

| want the way it

accepts the cold moonlight
and lets it pass

without judgment or comment,
There is a lake,

Lalla Ded sang, no larger
than one seed of mustard,
that all things return to.

O heart, if you

will not, cannot, give me the lake,
then give me the song. (77-78)

Like the “The Lives of the HeaftHirshfield once again turns to anaphoric listings of desires,
though these desires are for relinquishment just as much as for requisition elditshfi
statements of wanting frame themselves on the dualities of a world thaias-tiorn,” as
desires are doubled through their composition and dissolution; just as the lake thatiténo ma
what comes/to its green-blue depths,/both takes and returns it.” Hirshfield opensnth&ifioe
wanting to give herself to the world like a maple dropping its leaves in iteggad “losing it

all” and “returning to transparence.” And abundance is irrevocably tied to ossthe

following short poem, “Abundant Heart”:

Because the pelicans circle and dive, the fish
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Because the cows are fat, the rains
Because the tree is heavy with pears, the earth

Because the woman grows thin, the heart (16)

In this poem, Hirshfield offers a series of inverted causal statemetittshiag subjects and
objects, suggesting a mutual interdependency between her terms. Rather thathstatng
grow fat because of the rains, Hirshfield offers a syntax that positsitterse of the rains as
depending upon the cows being fat. In the final line, where the existence of the heart i
suggested, Hirshfield offers a connection to loss; because people grow thvhdferer
reason—mortality, illness, depression), the heart is abundant.

As a practicing Buddhist, Hirshfield’s use of the word heart is deeply iefblng a
sensibility that does not position the heart against the mind. Rather, the heart holdlthe
suffusing the opposition. Much of Hirshfield’s intimacy with the heart is exereghlih her
dedication to the work of translating Japanese poetry into English. As she vinitéspanese,
the words sometimes respectively translateshiaslandheartare suffused with the other’s
nature in a way that English speakers can scarcely conceive. The heart tieimks)d feels
keenly. In poetry, mind, emotion, body, and perception are similarly entwined, edcigadito
the realm of the others, part of a wholBlirfe Gates26). Hirshfield aligns the Japanese
sensibility with the very nature of poetry itself, as it entwines “mindytem, body, and
perception.” Importantly, it is the heart that allows for a linguistic locusioh circling of
relation. As Hirshfield writes, “ ‘Heart-mind’ is a concept English ladkg in Japanese the one
word shinincludes both the realm of mind and that of the feeling helditig Gates87). The
Japanese workbkorois also sometimes used for the concept of “heart-mind,” as Edwin
McClellan writes: “The best rendering of the Japanese word ‘kokoro’ tieatd seen is
Lafcadio Hearn'’s, which is: ‘the heart of things’ (Soseki vi). The heart of theigens us to the
notion of a meditative centering, necessary for both poetry and ecology.

Ecopoetic criticism bears the ability to move away from ideologies thatssave and
idealize “nature” in favor of following Hirshfield’s path toward both acceptanderelease of
whatever it is that the heart encounters. Working against the anger thansesretsociated
with activist agendas, the most compelling literary texts for ecopoétasin look deeply into
the human heart as a means of being, thinking, and making ecologically. Considantpéex
of William Powers, a conservation activist in the Bolivian Amazon, who passed a decade
fighting for environmental policy reform. In a recent article, Powers cee$et® a perception of
nature that has little to do with ecology. As he writes of his activist atsifutidature was
always ‘out there,” a bunch of threatened cloud forests, coral reefs, wdterahd orangutans in
need of saving from the ‘bad guys’ | was fighting.” After embarking oniassef intensive
yogic meditation experiences, Powers writes of a shift in his environmentai@osrsess. He
writes, “I let go of an eco-driven need to save the whole world” as he began to urdidrsta
need to leave a “stressed, isolated self behind and become part of the environgiegt, for
greater outer change from an inner place of calm and reflection” (P6&/&1s Powers’s story is
by no means unusual and echoes Hirshfield’'s purposes for wriied.ives of the Heartefher
attentions being focused “overly outward” rather than at the complex and edsesttiaf her
own heart. If, as | have been arguing, ecopoetics requires a meditatigeouseness capable of
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staying with inevitable loss, the image of the heart allows for a profouativer®pening. As
Dickinson knew, “the appalling boon makes all things paltry besides itself”’; tharhbeart
deserves our attentions.

In “A Prayer for My Daughter,” Yeats wishes his daughter beauty, bubaahuch—
and not to “Lose natural kindness and maybe/The heart-revealing intimacy/@ékatright,”
(Yeats 188). As the poem continues “Hearts are not had as a gift but heasrmadéoy those
who are not entirely beautiful” (189). It is our willingness to face our weakmelss a
shortcomings that allows us to earn our hearts. Hearts are not gifts, butegthex conscious
effort and courage amidst vulnerability. To eventually emerge into springyusehave patience
through the loss of winter. Such patience often pays off; April is a month of blossominge-a ti
of literal opening. Among other things, the spring reminds us of constant change and
transformation. April is—in so many ways—a month of the change, and so also one ofthe hear
In Hirshfield’s translation of the ancient Japanese poet Ono No Komachi, the fliotlver o
human heart is ever changing:

How invisibly

it changes color

in this world,

the flower

of the human heartink Dark44)

The blossoms of April yield even brighter color in May—another month of abundant
growth and metaphor. But as we move forward, we might also take a moment to look back.
Hirshfield endsThe Lives of the Heawtith the following poem and reference to March:

Three Times My Life Has Opened

Three times my life has opened.

Once, into darkness and rain.

Once, into what the body carries at all times within it and starts
to remember each time it enters the act of love.

Once, to the fire that holds all.

These three were no different.

You will recognize what | am saying or you will not.

But outside my window all day a maple has stepped from her leaves
like a woman in love with winter, dropping the colored silks.
Neither are we different in what we know.

There is a door. It opens. Then it is closed. But a slip of light
stays, like a scrap of unreadable paper left on the floor,

or the one red leaf the snow releases in March. (108)

Perhaps its not surprising that Hirshfield’s final poem meditating on the livhs bktrt is a
poem that offers an image of a maple tree losing its leaves, like a “woman mifoweinter.”
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The transformation of the heart—its abundance and possibility—depends upon a relinguishme
of fire and passion. Although the poem is most explicitly about opening, it also depends upon
closing. Hirshfield leaves us with an image of light of floor, compared to a scrapef and a

“red leaf the snow releases in March.” But the line that lies at the adrites poem, “You will
recognize what | am saying or you will not” is perhaps the most important. dvbatit mean to
open? Is it speakable? Regardless, if we shy away from such opening-hefladlart does is
close— then there is no intimacy. And if there is no intimacy, there is no ecology-eraaidly

no poetry.
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April

Easing my famine/At my Lexicon

Intimacy and the Ecoloqgy dear Emily—

It's hard to be taught to fall in love. Falling in and out of love is hardly something we
accomplish by good study habits or research skills or critical analysis. But denying veaftures
love in the academy, especially in the humanities, is not an attractive alternativeatRet@n
enclosure of reductive readings, disciplined by method and theory, may give me control and
gradable, handleable results—that’s self-evident! But that retreat also leaves efieob¢nose
unmanageable deliverances that it is the genius of the humanities to preserve and pass on.
-Edward F. Mooney,ost Intimacy in American Thought

Unto my Books—so good to turn—
Far ends of tired Days—
It half endears the Abstinence—
And Pain—is missed—in Praise.
-Emily Dickinson (Fr 512)

Within the discipline of criticism, nothing more difficult than praise. To speak of what y&u-lov
not admire, not know to be good, not find reasonably interesting, not feel briefly moved by or
charmed by—to speak of such work is difficult because the natural correlatives of awe and
reverence are not verbal.

{1 ouise GluckProofs and Theories

In “March,” | argued that the heart is a supreme figure in ecopoet makihgurgn we
think of the heart, we cannot help but to think of it as a symbol of love—and love, with all of its
exposure and uncertainty, concerns the emotional state at the center otattiouiing.
Throughout this dissertation, | have been reiterating the importance of inimacglogical
thinking. In this chapter, we will begin to more directly verge on the trandigtween metaphor
and intimacy; or, now that new relations have been made, we must sink down into their
intricacies and explore their consequences and possibilities for ecologis dhapter | will
argue that the way in which poetic writing and reading generate and propdga&ey is an
ecological act. In particular, the literary production of some writeraisée garner and
exemplify such response. Not surprisingly, Dickinson is once again exemmiadnysfform of
critical attention, as her work inspires an outpouring of critical ardor. As sue endearing
critical heritage oDear Emilyoffers us a productive space to think through the intricacies of
intimacy and ecology.
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Dickinson’s poetics present us with abundant instances of intimate addrdss péeIs
rhetorically advances to her addressee through affectionate discoutsa, Ditkinson also
imagines playful and amorous dialogue between other non-human beings. In Dickptsiits
ecology, bees talk to bogs—“How Public—like a Frog—/To tell someone’s hame-w¢hanlj
June—To an admiring Bog!” (Fr 261)—and skies to hills— “The Skies cant keep their
secret!/They tell it to the Hills—" (Fr 213). In relation, her poems aeewith direct and
intimate address between human and non-human others:

We introduce ourselves
To Planets and to Flowers
But with ourselves

Have etiquettes
Embarrassments

And awes (Fr 1184)

Dickinson'’s relations with flowers and planets, among other creatures, r@gresances of her
intimate ecology—moments where, in confronting alienating nature in an affetgiway, she
offers a means of forging relation with difference. In addition, Dickinson'akgrealso often
addresses the world itself—and perhaps her most intimate address to aatiagural her

salutation to March-dear March. With a teasing tone that taunts the teasing season, Dickinson
writes:

Dear March—Come in—

How glad | am—

| hoped for you before—

Put down your Hat—

You must have walked—

How out of Breath you are—

Dear March, how are you, and the Rest—
Did you leave Nature well—

Oh March, Come right up the stairs with me —
| have so much to tell—

| got your Letter, and the Birds—

The Maples never knew that you were coming—
| declare—how Red their Faces grew—

But March, forgive me—

All those Hills you left for me to Hue—

There was no Purple suitable—

You took it all with you— (Fr 1320)
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What do we make of this playful dance with March? How do we frame such intinmcg w
month? Dickinson represents a relation to nature that is erotic and the poem useBgadien

to a point of playful exaggeration. She gives the maples faces that are flugshenseason’s
return and asks forgiveness for not being able to color the hills in the “suitabdie’ shpurple
that the season lends. Inviting March up the stairs and flush with the excimadover’'s
return, the speaker offers the month a human form, with hat and all, as in another poem where
she writes, “We like March—his Shoes are Purple” (Fr 1193). But what is MarEhddnson?
Here, it is the return of color and birds—of red maples and purple hills. March is a month of
transitions and closeness to rebirth—the ending of winter and the coming of Bpriagpoet as
deeply perceptive as Dickinson (and also as a gardener, closely tied to the) Sééeahsis the
month of expectation” (Fr 1422). But March—Ilike strange stranger November— is also a
metonym for nature, except while November’s frost cruelly strikeggat,rbickinson offers
terms of endearment to March. Timothy Morton explains how “ParadoxicallyesteMay to
have ecological awareness is to love the world as a person; while the best wayatpdosen is
to love what is most intimate to them, the ‘thing’ embedded in their makeup” (201). g lovi
March as a person, Dickinson presents a moment of ecological awarenessashdad my
previous examples suggest, was not Dickinson’s only nature-metonym that sheexkpteh
closeness to. As such, Dickinson’s willingness to “love the world as a persond stoddle
dismissed as non-ecocentric anthropomorphism, but rather understood as a tenant of her
ecopoetic position.

In turn, while Dickinson loved March, so many of her readers confess to loving her—
addressing her in turn as thdgarEmily. What should we make of such expressions of critical
affection? How do Dickinson’s intimate addresses between and to nature-othesp@odrto
the ways her readers find themselves addressing her? What does entleau@éo with the
ways we read and critique ecologically?

To consider a typical instance of this tendency in Dickinson studies, considerythe wa
Archibald MacLeish call&mily by her first name. He writes:

No one can read these poems...without perceiving that he is not so much
reading as being spoken to. There is a curious energy in the words and a
tone like no other most of us have ever heard. Indeed, it is the tone rather
than the words that one remembers afterwards. Which is why one comes
to a poem of Emily’s one has never read before as to an old friend
(MacLiesh 307).

Suggesting that there is something at work in Dickinson’s tone, MacLeish deduwilvghe
experience of encountering a new Dickinson poem is akin to returning to an “old triéead”
“curious energy” simulates spoken and intimate conversation. And perhaps it antkis s
tonality that MacLeish experiences—one of intimate exchange—that caarbthssughout her
voluminous lyrics, as her mode of address often embraces the intimacy assoithated w
epistolarity.

MacLeish’s discussion of return to an old friend is not an oddity but rather a tendency in
Dickinson studies. As biographer Richard Sewall writes, “For all of her bleslam®l secretive
ways, Emily Dickinson establishes an intimacy with her readers that fewpmtéer do” (Sewall
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707)—and this intimacy is felt and expressed by some of her best readersarfipleg)Susan
Howe’s famous texily Emily Dickinsorhas long stood as a cornerstone of Dickinson criticism.
In My Emily Dickinsonwe have a poet writing poetically about a poet. We have a feminist
grammar and an academic experiment. But we also have Howe’s possessive pronoave @e
closeness, an immediacy, and a pervasive intimacy. We have an admonition of gaatitade
personal project. In her introduction to the book, Howe writes of her desire “to find thetaords
thank” — “to make her extraordinary range perceptible.” She writes, #asy have wanted to
find words to thank Emily Dickinson for the inspiration of her poetic daring. | hop&gpgreng

the typology and topography of one singularly haunting work to make her extragndinge
perceptible to another reader” (Howe 35). Susan Howe has spent a lifetiméexftuseand
emotional engagement with Emily Dickinson and her affair with the poet is onepf dee
intimacy. And as one of Dickinson’s most steadfast scholars, Howe'’s is disotgtical in
expressing such closenesear Emily.

In particular, poets pay expressive homage to Emily. Galway Kinnell €reditding
Dickinson as being one of his most formative experiences and in his poem “The Destmmstr
of Emily Dickinson,” he professes a steadfast loyalty to “Emily,”—alty to “that sanctum
within me where Emily sometimes speaks a verse,” as he criticizes Ip¢atmo by academic
proselytizing (Kinnell 23). Rachel Hadas’s poem “Teaching Emily Dickinstad’ @irectly
addresses “Emily"—who shows the class of students what they “owed” her f@haeher
poetry teaches:

What starts as one more Monday

merges to a collective Dickinson,
separate vessels pooling some huge truth
sampled bit by bit by each of us.

She sings the pain of loneliness for one.
Another sees a life of wasted youth;

then one long flinching from what lay beneath
green earth; last, pallid peerings at the stone
she too now knows the secret of.

Alone,
together, we’d decipher BIRD SOUL BEE
dialect humdrum only until heard
with the rapt nervy patience, Emily,
you showed us that we owed you. One small bird
opens its wings. They spread. They cover us:
myriad lives foreshortened into Word. (Hadas 113)

In this poem, Hadas’s students experience Dickinson’s poetry in diverse ways, haheve
power of the poet’s language works to bring these “separate vessels” auiteative

Dickinson.” The poet’s language—her power of the “Word"—humbles, instructs, and unifies a
group of students. “Word"—a word Dickinson so often used and sanctified, contractdigebjec
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difference and the poet’s language teaches the class to cultivape ae¢nay patience,” which
Dickinson both demonstrates and ultimately deserves.

In another example from a poem Maxine Kumin dedicates to fellow poet Marie, Howe
Kumin imagines Dickinson alive in the 1990’s, where “She’d wear/magenta tights dnikie
socks/and tiny pointed paddock boots” (Coghill 54). Importantly though, Kumin’s finalestanz
moves away from imagining Dickinson’s fashion and politics in a contemporagurmilifavor
of her language—"her words for the century to come/are pithy, oxymoronittjHrrzzes me
all the way home.” For all of their play with “Dear Emily,” these différpoets return to her
language—quoting and carrying it forward—Ietting the distinct subjecfifyickinson’s
lexicon guide their relationship and intimacy.

My point in offering these examples is to illustrate the potency of Dickiagmetry to
generate closene&Simportantly, for Howe, Kinnell, Hadas, and Kumin, it's not her
autobiography, but rather, the way her language works that generates apiteraoynenon that
brings readers into emotional immedigéDften, the closeness readers express feeling is
connected to an articulation of distance. Dickinson critic Cindy MacKenzextmple
confesses, “Dickinson’s poetry makes me feel in ways that not only comfoisbutisturb me,
that appeal strongly not only to emotions but just as strongly to my intellectK@taie xiii).

As such, the intimacy Dickinson’s critics express lies somewhere betmeetions and
intellect, and somewhere between comfort and disturbance. In contemplatiplgethisnenon,
Dickinson critic Robert Weisbuch explains:

A different intimacy—in fact, several kinds of intimacy—occurs instead.
In fact, it is my sense that readers of Dickinson experience a sense ofcértey
closeness to the writer and then get led to the biographical fallacy by nohexam
the nature of this feeling carefully enough. She must be telling us abouehtrdy
reason, because it feels so intimate. But the intimacies Dickinson offetgfarent
and more formidable.

The primary intimacy has to do with her strategy of writing itself,Her t
analogical technique brings us close to a mind at active work, so close thas ther
shocking aesthetic immediacy. (Weisbuch 212)

28 There is a whole book dedicated to poems inspired by Emily Dickinson entiiséihg Emily
and published by the University of lowa Press. Amy Clampitt, Adrienne RichawWiltafford,
and Hart Crane among many others offer poems dedicated and inspired Yoy Emil

29 Christopher Benfey’s recent reviewThe New York Review of BoaksHelen Vendler's new
book on Dickinson discusses the recent production of books that are interested in constructing
and imagining Dickinson’s biographical intrigues. Indeed, it has become a hitrafwstry, for
example, consider the recent publicativvisite Heaby Brenda Wineapple arldves Like

Loaded Guns: Dickinson and her Family’s Felgs_yndall Gordon. My work is less interested

in biography and more interested how her literary production can be thought ationréb

ecology.
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For Weisbuch, Dickinson’s analogical choices and the active poetic imagiggierate an
intimacy with the reader because they allow us to see her process ofizsyrgbBecause no
other mind could possibly think quite like hers, Dickinson’s poetry presents a deeply
individuated consciousness making choices of such singularity that they move beyond
autobiographical connections. The “aesthetic immediacy” of her analag@gination is
“shocking.”

Critic Margaret Freeman suggests a similar intimacy betwedarl3on and her readers,
due to the poet’s elliptical qualities and the necessary silences geneltabéd syntactical and
cognitive breaks. For Freeman, this resemblance to informal discourse acootimtscfoseness
readers seem to feel to Dickinson’s work despite its difficulty. As she agpl@ickinson is
unique among major poets for being both very obscure and very popular” and this “paradoxical
impression of obscurity and popularity” exists because her elisions and bigasent “a
crucial fact about intimate conversation.” She explains:

The closer the relationship between participants in a discourse, the maod impl
the speaker’s discourse becomes and the less help the hearer needs ta.process i
Precisely this contrary-to-fact intimacy between persona andraadounts

for the difficulty of a Dickinson poem, difficult because it leaves to silevita

formal discourse among strangers would normally demand. This very same
intimacy accounts for the closeness and strong sense of identificationddicls
readers feel, even though they sometimes find it difficult to explain gxalctt

a poem might be saying. (Freeman 192)

Freeman’s sense of Dickinson’s intimacy emerges from the poet’s famols breedashes—
the semantics of silence generate a feeling of implicit commuoricathe “obscurity” is
connected to the “popularity” and Dickinson’s difficulty is related to the closeeeslers
identify. Even Helen Vendler in her recently published study on Dickinson notes tfse poet
expanse and difficulty. She writes, “Like all capacious writers, she bafbieplete
understanding” (Vendler 1). For Vendler, “The more we read of this poet, the neoiidssup
our atmosphere—natural, intellectual, moral—with her abstractions crossednages” (1bid).
Dickinson’s poetry is nothing if not intimate because the closer readers bexcbere
work (whether at the level of figural construction in a poem or at the largéokeyasping her
range of subjects and styles throughout her corpus) the more they seem to beaenoé ttnea
impossibility of fathoming, to use Vendler’s term, the extent of her “capdgmestics. As
Weisbuch suggests, at the level of her metaphors Dickinson’s creative intagis@ndless and
singular. The more we know Dickinson, the more we become aware of the impgssibilit
grasping the full range of her analogy-making consciousness. As theseard poets suggest,
intimacy has to do with cognitive breaks and unhinging metaphors. Intimacy has to do with
recognizing the expansive depths of the other and in return, generates @f $e@gxpansive
depths of the self. And while the question of a poet’s ability to draw readers intonaaténti
relation is suggestive in a number of critical contexts, | want to intervenesioahversation by
locating intimacy as an ecological principle and suggest that the way in whiahpotng
(and reading) generates intimacy is an ecological act. This isemsiiom of ecology that has
little to do with constructions of nature and more to do with paradoxes of subjectivity and the
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uncanniness of the full implications of “interconnectedness.” As my “Novensbeggests,
ecocriticism’s neglect of Dickinson has more to do with its need to advancetitedtyréhan
Dickinson’s place in the conversation. Indeed, as my project suggests, Dickinsoafmuadty
ecological poet, but only when we abandon idealized nature worship and ratherrdteng thi
ecologically, which can at times be an uncomfortable and uncanny experienceselaurt al
intimate one. Dickinson’s sense of intimacy is consistent with ecologicalttiedrsuggests
intimacy’s relation to strangeness, uncertainty, and at some moments, the uneekingob's
poetics exhibit intimate relations with natural others (birds, flowers, snlages, etc.) and
natural forces (seasons, months, and weather) because she recognizesdiéeisangularity
and strangeness of these forces. Just as readers seem to experiemoa@nvimtih Dickinson
because of the distinctness of her analogical imagination, syntacticad madkstruggles for
meaning, Dickinson’s poetics represent ecological intimacy; not becausayshéWe're all the
same,” but rather because she exhibits a particular consciousness that esabgnimcanny
relationship between sameness and difference at the center of our expafrecadegy.

As | discussed in “November,” strangers, faces, and boundaries all seiyges f
involved in the poetic framing of intimacy. And intimacy, as | have been suggestiground
zero for ecological theory. Thinking through representations and feelingsno&cy offers
productive ground for ecopoetic scholarship to move beyond nature worship and idealization.
Rather than arguing that we are all connected, a mature ecopoetic theoryretaewledge
the inevitable uncertainty of the relations between both self and world, and the mguaga
serves to mediate and frustrate those relations. In her compelling $flldgreau’sJournal
Sharon Cameron reaches a similar conclusion. She shows how, Joutimal contact with
nature, unmediated by the social world, allows Thoreau to see—and more to the point—to say—
the ways in which he is separate from the nature that he loves. Like all intefaaitens, this
one forces inconsolable recognitions” (Cameron 46). Thoreau serves as a productive
counterpoint for Dickinson because his writing represents the conscious project ofgworkin
toward an ecological intimacy. Indeed, in “The Bean Field,” he describes thesptbcough
which he becomes “more intimate with my beans than us\Walden102).

It was a singular experience that long acquaintance which | cultwatted

beans, what with planting, and hoeing, and harvesting, and threshing, and

picking over, and selling them, --the last was the hardest of all, - might add

eating, for | did taste. | was determined to know beans. When they were growing

| used to hoe from five O’clock in the morning till noon, and commonly spent

the rest of the day about other affairs. Consider the intimate and curguesrdance one
makes with various kinds of weeds— (Ibid)

As | discussed in “January,” Thoreau’s intimacy with his bean field works on a noifiegels,
primarily to provide his writing project with a rich language of cultivatioedseand growth.

Like a true gardener, he spends long hours of patient toil with his beans, getting to kmow the
through the conscious project of cultivation. But he ends the chapter in subjecting és tgubj
guestions that reveal his relinquishment of control and full understanding of his proud @oject a
he admits “These beans have results which are not harvested by me” (108). Thé&lereai’'s
exposition on his “long acquaintance with beans” concedes that the “true husbandinan” wi
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ultimate “finish his labor with everyday, relinquishing all claim to the produdesdields, and
sacrificing in his mind not only his first but his last fruits also” (108). Oncaagdimacy
leads to, in Cameron’s words, “inconsolable recognitions.” Although “January” pymaril
looked at Thoreau’s use of metaphorical thinking in preparation for meditationlsib is a
important to recognize the ways in which his bean field also worked to gemeiratzcy .

True to its fundamental interests and metaphors, ecological criticisrolgng. Over
the past twenty years, ecological criticism has presented a serrgsiimfeats that critique the
Cartesiarcogitoas allowing the Western subject to act, violate, and destroy without a more
holistic understanding of his responsibility to and contingency within therlacgéogical
system. Ecosophies such as Deep Ecology will, for example, argue for tishialgadf
anthropocentric epistemologies in favor of more ecocentric ways of baihighawing.
Ecocriticism has also pointed to the continent, toward Heidegger’s semsmg@anddwelling
and Merleau Ponty’s phenomenology of consciousness’s embodied experience in th@world, t
make arguments that ground the subject in a larger subjectivity. Through tiedisetindl paths
and others, in its insistence on humanity’s innate continuity with the surrounding world,
ecocriticism has, at times, reverted to an idealism that advocates orgasnc. iéinothy
Morton’s recent work has critiqued ecocriticism’s interest in capitalakui¢ and ecocriticism’s
valuation of the construct. Morton offers the notion of the mesh, a different intellectistruct
for fathoming the implications of ecology. Not easily definable, Morton’s notidheoiesh is a
short way of saying, “the interconnectedness of all things” (28). Morton desthbenesh as
“vast yet intimate: there is no here or there, so everything is brought withawareness. The
more we analyze, the more ambiguous things become” (40). Or, to repeat Dickiasgnage,
“Those that know her know her less/The nearer her they get’—analysis ofuheisaas she
states, a “labor vaster than myself.”

Although Dickinson uses the term “nature,” she does not idealize nature as a point of
supreme primordial connection that abolishes difference. For Dickinson, differespecially
“internal difference/where the meanings are”—takes precedence avscéndental
connectivity (Fr 320). Unlike Emerson, Dickinson does not translate her conceptionref nat
into an idealism that recognizes nature’s power as maternal and bendfidaturehe writes,

“I have no hostility to nature but a child’s love to it...let us speak her fair. | do not wishgo f
stones at my beautiful mother, nor soil my gentle néé&tityre25). Emerson’s persistent desire
to see his proverbial thought, “the invariable mark of wisdom is to see the miracutbas
common,” advocates an eye that sees the miraculous rather than senses the uroéamsgn D
is closer to Thoreau’s elliptical uncertainty during his ascent of Katahuam e writes, “I

stand in awe of my body, this matter to which | am bound here become so strange &ame. | f
not spirits, ghosts, of which I am one....but | fear bodies, | tremble to meet thelkofTa
mysteries!” (ThorealEssays,*° Ecological thinking involves a bewildering recognition of
one’s own incredible limitations. It involves a continual widening of awarenesslatithg go

of control. Like intimacy, it is sometimes a place of trembling and vulneabitf mysteries
and strangeness. Like Dickinson’s gaps in syntax, intimacy has to do with dagtedspais.
Thinking about and practicing intimacy brings us closer to ecology. For tresmse reading
Dickinson brings us close to ecology.

In ltalianintimare means to order or command, suggesting a sense of intimidation.
Intimacy is intimidating. The deep root of intimacy lies in the verb form—tmattie,intimare

% This is also a passage that Morton uses in discussing his notion of the mesh (33).
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in Latin—“to put or bring into, to impress, to make familiar’—and in the natimus “the
innermost and inmost.” Intimacy’s linguistic origins suggest both its exigrand interiority.
Intimare suggests the relation with the world antimusreminds of the relation with the self. In
past work I've focused more exclusively on paradoxes of eros in relation to mstaphor
continuity or the desire or longing to connect. But intimacy is different fras, @rhich |
identify with a predetermined condition of loss and the gravity that seeks tage-médntimacy
recognizes connection by accepting difference. Intimacy involves a ni@atarthat recognizes
and accepts difference as offering the most stable ground for sanmetieegy relinquishes
control. Intimacy dwells in epistemological uncertainty and contingendgndoy concerns a
reciprocity with alterity and is temporally concerned with the preseakiiZon’s poetry
exhibits an intimacy as an ecological principle because she degsiotinventional Romantic
understandings of an idealized nature in favor of radical uncertainty. Dickinsonhalig@ems
to break and tremble:

Four Trees—opon a solitary Acre—
Without Design

Or Order, or Apparent Action—
Maintain—

The Sun—opon a Morning meets them—
The Wind—

No nearer Neighbor—have they—

But God—

The Acre gives them—Place—
They—Him—Attention of Passer by—
Of Shadow, or of Squirrel, haply—

Or Boy—

What Deed is Their's unto the General Nature—
What Plan

They severally—retard—or further—

Unknown (Fr 778)

The poem’s incredible broken syntax seems to serve to communicate the largdtyoffitt

relating pieces to one another and then to the whole scene. What is the relation bedvirees

and the sun, the Acre, and those who pass by? What can be known about these trees? In their
lack of “design” they still manage to “maintain.” The sun “medtsg’wind is a near “neighbor,”

the acre “gives.” Are these pieces joined by a “larger plan”? If sq, iwht& What “deed” is

their's? How do they function? Or, are they joined by a sense of coincidenceadantethe

means of the connection present uncertainty. In the poem, the bare words are joined (or
separated) by Dickinson’s dash. Indeed, this is a poem that depends entirely upoheh¢odas
further communicate an elliptical reluctance to commit to analysis. Fhipoem of

hesitation—a poem that ends with the word “unknown.” As a poet who often writes poetry of
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deliberate and experimental definition, Dickinson’s interrogative stanbetsrically
suggestive. As Helen Vendler writes “Four Trees” is “a meditation on natarpersnanent
withholder of meaning” —a poem that “welcomes the absence of transcendtstligibility”
(Vendler 326, 329). A typical ecological reading might seek to say that thedearin a place
are part of a symbiotic web of being and ecological connectivity. Although DaKspoem
places these objects in a linguistic shape and scene, the “inter” of theichommeemains
elusive and paradoxical.

But what, after all, is the point of such a conception of nature? Morton suggests that our
intimacy with the strange stranger ultimately provides us with a “platformolmpassion rather
than condescending pity” (80). Compassion, or co-feeling, is what grows from ijtimac
Compassion has to do with mountains stooping to flowers, after all, as Dickinson migkgtsugg
it is their stooping that makes them mountains:

The Himmaleh was known to stoop
Unto the Daisy low—

Transported with Compassion

That such a Doll should grow

Where Tent by Tent—Her Universe
Hung Out it's Flags of Snow— (Fr 460).

Daisy was a nickname Dickinson used in signing her letters to SamuelBandeshe often self-
identified with the flower—the simple, humble, abundant daisy. Dickinson would have had
access to geography in her education at the Mount Holyoke Seminar for Girls.itBadgsible
that she would have read of Tibetan prayer flags, which have become a univelsdlafym
peace and compassion? What is the end (or beginning) of Dickinson'’s figuring, faci
personifying, and opening?

It seems important to question and draw attention to Dickinson’s powers of intindhcy a
to allow ourselves to ask questions. Have you ever referred to Dickinson as Bfhay?s the
poem you love most? What does it feel like to imagine the range of her poehesP\étaphor,
in its wild and differentiated posing, shocks you into a new awareness? Which poemfualy
yourself repeating and turning to? Which poem brings you to the edge of ydligibkiey?

What happens when our criticisms, as with Susan Howe’s, start or end with love@d&h¢his
have to do with ecology? Love is a boundless concept, and feels less associaticalythan
intimacy. Intimacy is enticing for the academic because it lendstibsesychology and
etymology. But love is unavoidable for the poet. As Dickinson wrote in one of henyiieal, |
“That Love is all there is/Is all we know of Love,/It is enough, the freight shioefProportioned
to the groove” (Fr 1745).

Louise Gluck writes, “Within the discipline of criticism, nothing is more diiffi than
praise. To speak of what you love—not admire, not know to be good, not find reasonably
interesting, not feel briefly moved by or charmed by—to speak of such work @tliffecause
the natural correlatives of awe and reverence are not verbal” (GludRi2Rnson wrote, “Love
is it's own rescue, for we—at our supremest, are but its trembling Emblerb&2jL Why do
we love Emily Dickinson?
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As many of Dickinson’s most faithful readers attest, the experieneading her poetry
can also be one of disorientation and uncertainty. The boundlessness of her repertbioé is pa
the reason why readers attest to closeness. Our experience is often aneoyibecause it is
vast, paradoxical, and full of possibility and difference. There seems no end to Ies. fioist
precisely this unbounded openness that allows us to think of her as an ecological poet.

As | developed in “March,” Dickinson wrote prolifically of the human heart—Hsth i
breaking and beaming. And as this chapter negotiates the poet’s closeness retldrs, |
would like to share one of my favorite Dickinson lyrics:

If I can stop one Heart from breaking
I shall not live in vain

If | case cease one

Life the Aching

Or cool one Pain

Or help one fainting Robin
Unto his Nest again

| shall not live in vain. (Fr 982)

This poem is an atypical Dickinson poem in that it does not dance with elaboraddidigor
juncture into broken syntax. Here, the work inscribed by some terrifying and uncarmeyodian
intimacy with the strange stranger also allows for a capacity for csigpa As Stanley Kunitz
writes, “The heart breaks and breaks/and lives by breaking./It is necasgarthrough the dark
and deeper dark/and not to turPassing Througlé8). Dickinson’s willingness to not turn from
the deeper dark impels her desire to help the fainting robin. Her capacity teeagpend
imagine heartbreak, perhaps the height of emotional pain, reveals her dedechgomivard
journey. But it is the “deeper dark” of this journey that impels the turning oditwidnat fosters
the crucible of relation—that allows intimacy to be nourished. As Dickinson tfass s
“Emerging from an Abyss, and reentering it—that is Life” (L 1024). this same commitment
to the inward journey that manifests itself in Dickinson’s journey through loss, aabtyss that
we reenter again and again. Dickinson’s closeness to the passing months (evest the
challenging and erratic ones) exhibits her ability to be open, her practicekdihdun

possibility, though there is certainly pain in such exposure. However, it is this op#ratess
allows us to enter and in turn to develop our own intimate relations with her languages—and s
we all practice a type of ecology—as Dickinson’s language inspirespaaeal ecopoetic.

My personal foray into an intimate relationship witear Emilyhas been meditated in
this dissertation through the online Emily Dickinson Lexicon, hosted and developed through
Brigham Young University. An invaluable tool to Dickinson scholars and students, it@nlex
has been especially important in enabling me to navigate through the terraikin@mns
poetics—in a way, the lexicon, as a searchable web of linguistic relation, praggpé of
ecology. The lexicon allows Dickinson readers to experience and createvingyaths of
relation through her vast literary production—tracing words through varioussusade
framings. This form of reading allows readers to get close to Dickinsorgadge at the level of
the word—and then to witness the way each word offers new instances of meaihingarn is
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placed into a new figural relation. Dickinson herself feasted on the intriczdiedividual
words. As she wrote of,

Easing my famine

At my Lexicon—
Logarithm—nhad |I—for Drink—
‘Twas a dry Wine— (Fr 754)

The lexicon, or book of words, provides a cataloguing of the eccentricities and indieduai
a poet’s language at the level of the word—framing the vocabulary choiceslthaturn
become turned and tuned through figuration and syntactical relations. And as Dickins®sav
many poems of definition and analogical alignment, the Dickinson lexicon allotes us
encounter words in a way that draws our awareness to how they radiate with dense
metaphoricity. Intensely dependent on and interested in the power of words, Dickieson oft
used the language of physical satiation to frame her relationship to them:

He ate and drank the precious Words—
His spirit grew robust—

He knew no more that he was poor,
Nor that his frame was Dust—

He danced along the dingy Days

And this Bequest of Wings

Was but a Book—What Liberty

A loosened Spirit brings— (Fr 1593)

In the following poem, Dickinson shapes the careful process of word-selection @gords
“candidates”) the poet undergoes in her search through “philology”:

Shall | take thee, the Poet said
To the propounded word?

Be stationed with the Candidates
Till I have finer tried—

The Poet searched Philology
And was about to ring

For the suspended Candidate
There came unsummoned in—

That portion of the Vision

The Word applied to fill
Not unto nomination
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The Cherubim reveal— (Fr 1243)

Readers of Dickinson often develop their own relational lexicons—words they bordolnrge
upon through their individual engagement with her poems. Personally, | am haunted by words
such agipherandpantherandconjecture—words such asordiality anddiademanddwell. Her
distinct vocabulary compounded by her elliptical and junctured figurations alltevgest close
to her difference—to become both aware of and intimate with her reaches.

Ultimately, the ecological intimacy that Dickinson’s poetics inspire shoot be
overlooked and is a critical pedagogical tool in its own right. In his hoskIntimacy in
American Though&dward F. Mooney presents a collection of essays as “expressions of love,”
in a larger argument for the importance of the “artful critic"—one who demaiast‘attentive
care,” writing essays that “can carry out a generous, even piousuoritc elaboration that
brings a theme or person or objects to its next or fuller meaning” (3). Moonegtigthiat our
ability to experience intimacy with texts involves a type of conversatethals in and of its
own right—and that our ability to express love as critics is integral to tli laea perpetuation
of the humanities in our contemporary cultural milieu. As he explains:

Whatever comes alive through the humanities arrives through intimacy and
openness to texts, dance, and cities as these carry the arts of conversation,
gesture, or praise, the habits of attentiveness, gratitude, or compassion, the
contours of grieving or outrage; and as these carry the arts of seeiogpang

with affliction, injustice, and estrangement (religious, existertiabtherwise).

As these arts of coping and conservation and habits of attention gradually
disappear from the university they do not take up residence elsewheret(at leas
not in ahealthyelsewhere). The lives and imaginations and hearts of its students
are less for their disappearance. If departments in the humanities husband
these varied sensibilities, proto-religious or not, sensibilities dtifessarch

of a heart (and mourning its absence), then they keep alive these disappearing
locales where the arts of human expression are cared for and revived. yN@4¢t®

In writing a lyrical philosophy, Mooney pushes genre distinctions in humanitiesgy—and
attempts to practice his theory through his prose and position. As Laura DasdeiwréViaw of

this “lyrical, searching and intimate book” argues “philosophy becomes pasgyment

becomes prayer, and skepticism becomes love’—especially and despite the abofravith

“doubt and suffering* The transformation of philosophy to poetry allows for a lyrical and
intimate openness—and for a healthy unknowing analogous to ecological awareness.l&nd whi
Mooney’s primary subject is Thoreau, Dickinson’s poetics is no less relevant tdehsier of

his argument. Indeed, Dickinson’s poetics teach us to read ecologically—to be opkoaio ra
difference, to be comfortable in unknowing—and to feel intimacy and openness tofntext

31 | aura Dassow Walls’ review and others can be found on Continuum Books’ webpage.
http://www.continuumbooks.com/books/detail.aspx?Bookld=133951&SearchType=Basic
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so, our ability to express love and gratitude—our ability toDxegr Emily—ultimately grounds
us in ecology.
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May

By a Flower—By A Letter—/By a nimble love—

Rhetorical Immediacy & Epistolary Ecology

In terms of how much they open us to the ecological thought,
I'd rank compassion, curiosity, humility, openness, sadness,
and tenderness the highest.
-Timothy Morton,The Ecological Thought

You will find that the person who finishes writing the letter is not
the person who began it. Peace, understanding, and compassion
have transformed you.

-Thich Nhat Hanh{appiness

And what is Ecstasy but Affection, and what is Affection but the
Germ of the Little Note?

A Letter is a Joy of Earth—
It is denied the Gods—
-Emily Dickinson (L 960)

It goes without saying that the letter is a literary genre thampdfees intimacy. In turn,
as intimacy is a necessary psychological component of ecology, thedetter of ecology’s
most revealing and constructive genres. But perhaps what is most important téeutde
ecology is the way in which the intimacy generated by writing letteghtralso be thought of in
terms of meditation practice. Intimacy requires work and a mental condititmgwgtain amidst
an encounter with a radically different subjectivity. And letters, partigufsitsonal letters, as a
genre of writing that often demonstrates a specific rhetorical purposssiatean awareness
of audience that is specialized and subjective. As Andres Rodriguez writes iharfeetter is
the preeminent form of individuality and intimacy; it involves both one’s own voice ahd tha
other whom one knows well enough to feel free or open with. The familiar lettees\anc
symbolic freedom conferred on friends who share the writer’s confidence. ®adbrh implies
or provides an outlet for expressing spontaneity” (26). Love letters in partioulatters that
admit and express love, require receptivity and empathy. And as Rodriguez notes, the
spontaneity letter-writing can encourage also characterizes thealetienotebook-genre, or a
form of writing that emerges from diurnal awareness on the writing dettkrd evolve time,
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materiality, and temporal context; they can travel distance, bothlitarad metaphorically,
between disparate geographical and psychological states.

As many critics have noted, Emily Dickinson’s letters are an inextegpart of her
poetics; in her letters, she drafted, shared, and copied poems. In addition, the prosstef$er |
with its fragmentation and dramatic punctuation, shares many of the same teslasitpee
lyrics. Importantly, Dickinson often framed her poetic relation with thedvitmough figures of
letter-writing: “This is my letter to the world/that never wrote to/Me Simple News that
Nature told—/With tender majesty” (Fr 519) or “By a Flower—By A Le#¢By a nimble
love—" (Fr 163). In a letter to Higginson she wrote, “A letter always seemex tike
Immortality, for is it not the mind alone, without corporeal friend” (L 330). Whiletet
because they depend upon absence, might suggest a lack of intimacy, they can algibefthou
as heightening a verbal intimacy, refining and defining language in ways geatcdepon the
immediate reception of the addressee. In another sense, because lettetsidepeseparation,
they come closer to ecology in their refusal to convert distance and differdga a perfect and
continuous complicity.

Dickinson’s most intimate and sustained correspondence was with herrsist@rSusan
Gilbert, and lasted the length of her lifetime, serving as the drafting-groumdrof of her
greatest lyrics. As Ellen Louise Hart and Martha Nell Smith note inwwgk on editing the
correspondence of Dickinson and Gilbert, “The letter-poem, a category thatdadigned
poems and letters with poems or with lines of poetry, will be seen her a distinoi@orthint
Dickinson genre” (xxv). In this intimate genre and correspondence, Dickinson agaagan
points to Sue (and her separation from Sue) as offering her space for her oventiitien.
Consider the following brief notes:

To be Susan

Is Imagination,

To have been

Susan, a Dream— (Hart/Smith 242)

Susan.
To thank one
for Sweetness, is
possible, but for
Spaciousness, out
of sight— (Hart/Smith 235)

Susan is a

vast and sweet

Sister, and

Emily hopes to

deserve her,

but not now— (Hart/Smith 232)
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In these examples to her most intimate correspondent, Dickinson acknowledges sow Sue
differentiation is “vast” and offers “spaciousness” as well as imégeaspiration. In addition,
the lyric, “But Nature is a stranger yet,” discussed in “Novemberg’also written in a letter to
Gilbert in the late 1870’s in an alternate version. In this drafting, Dickinson WBiteSusan/is
a Stranger yet—/The Ones who/ cite her most/Have never scaled /herdHdoos=/Nor
compromised/her Ghost—" (Hart/Smith 215). In that Dickinson replaces her mositmt
relation “Susan” with the word “Nature” suggests the need to look at person-persomgescima
order to think through the self’s relation with the world; letters heighten trexatiite that
ecological connectivity depends upon. Consider the following letter to SusantGillvenich
Dickinson wrote of her profound loneliness:

Susie—it is a little thing to say how lone it is—anyone can do it, but to

wear the loneness next to your heart for weeks, when you sleep, and when
you wake, ever missing somethitigis, all cannot say, and it baffles me. |

would paint a portrait which would bring the tears, had | canvass for it, and
the scene should beselitude and the figures—solitude—and the lights and
shades, each a solitude. I could fill a chamber with landscapes so lone, men
should pause and weep there; then haste grateful home, for a loved one left.
Today has been a fair day, very still and blue. Tonight, the crimson children
are playing in the West, and tomorrow will be colder. In all | number you. |
want to think of you each hour in the day. What you are saying—doing—I
want to walk with you, as seeing yet unseen. You say you walk and sew alone.
| walk and sew alone. | don’t see much of Vinnie—she’s mostly dusting stairs!
(L 176)

Right at the end she writes, “They say that absence conquers. It has vanq@shetiimdeed
Dickinson does seem vanquished by absence but also, such separation serves as\a necess
precondition for the letter's composition. Dickinson identifies her loneliness witk Sue
loneliness: “You say you walk and sew alonealk and sew alone.” Their intimacy is generated
through their loneliness. Dickinson also turns to her environment—to the cold weather and the
“fair day, very still and blue"—explaining to Sue how, “In all I number you.” Wieahss to put
Dickinson in touch with her environment is a feeling of separation. In introducing her work on
Dickinson'’s letters, Agnieszka Salska explains, “Recent studies of Dicksstt@rs seek to
demonstrate that, nourished by a culture of intimacy of which the lettehev@sitary vehicle,

the poet formulated principles of her poetics in the course of her intense and @xtende
correspondence. Her poetry and correspondence are founded on the epistemaodisjaatedo
‘closure in all its forms’ and on the primacy of the intimate but dialogicalmaotologic, voice”
(165). With their dialogism, letters are necessarily intimate and aviereus Dickinson’s time

and energies. As in the example cited above, we can recognize the ways in tidmietrigng
corresponds to ecological concepts. | do not wish to imply that all letteragvistiecological or
even intimate. But | would suggest that Dickinson’s affectionate modes of addcetse

physical and psychological closeness of her poems and letters exhibit a protouadyi, often
presenting a reciprocity between subjects—a full facing of the other. Ahdgsemost
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importantly, | would suggest that Dickinson’s letter-writing offered hesgportunity to
practice meditation.

In offering basic meditations that people might engage in during theirlday Thich
Nhat Hanh proposes the meditative capacity of letter writing. As he explains

There are pacifists who can write protest letters of great condem baii

who are incapable of writing a love letter. You have to write in such a way
that the other person is receptive toward reading; you have to speak in such
a way that the other person is receptive toward listening. If you do not, it is
not worth the trouble to write or to speak. To write in such a way is to practice
meditation.” (HanhTrue Love40)

Hanh’s most important word in this passage is “receptive,” indicating the aegeserability
and heart-opening that letter-writing engenders. Because lova lettetve vulnerability, they
might be meditative; meditation, in turn, as | will discuss more in “June” and,*daly be
transformative and is an essential part of ecological being. In “AptiBcussed the intimacy
Dickinson’s poetics engender through the expansive and highly individuated figurations
generated by her lexicon. Here, | draw attention to the ways in which Dickiregmatelary
impulse allowed her to express emotional vulnerability. In turn, such sincerity aretaility
allow for a degree of mindful awareness concerning the texture of thenmddatween the self
and the other. Correspondence suggests communication, coming together, anchpaoal)el
but like metaphor, also depends upon a recognition of difference.

As this dissertation is turning to its final season, this chapter and “Augllistffer
more experimental writing that seeks to practice just as much as théeizeentral focus. In
“July” I will discuss the Epicurean virtue of gratitude as an inevitaltepoment of ecological
awareness. Here, | will offer an expression of gratitude; what follosvietiers of thanks. If
ecology demands intimacy, then ecopoetics thrives in the letter’'s expreapacity. Each of
these letters, save the first, due to its circumstances, were oyidiaall-written and have been
mailed to their respective addressee. They are by no means exclusive, bareathgampling
and a part of a conscious exercise to situate my voice as a writer, odtieagher. Reiterating
the etymology of the dissertation as a type of discourse within a communityotdisc these
letters work to open discourse, intimately and immediately. They are theirrgument and
practice their own theory. In my heart, their chief importance lies in¢lpnession of gratitude
to these individuals, who have all been, in their ways, extraordinary teachers.

Jane Hirshfield, Key West Writer's Workshop

Dear Jane, March 21, 2012

Today, | decided that in order to complete the last chapter of my dissertation|d be
necessary to write you a letter. And this afternoon, | stumbled across tfor tadl Key West
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writer's workshop, which also asked for a letter. Two birds with one stone; | dimgvwanme
letter.

My dissertation is on ecopoetics. Structured as a calendar, it offerpla smnrative:
emergence into ecological being might be thought of a process, involving tieensdiad
between mourning, metaphor, intimacy, and meditation. One chapter is on letteranindny
the letter and epistolary address foster intimacy—revealing intgraord the singularity of any
voice, allowing us to recognize the difference that connectivity depends upon. \Weveret
years ago at the #Street Y. As you signed my copyAfter, | told you | was going to write
my dissertation on your work. You laughed and g@idd luck warmly and perhaps with some
disbelief. But | went ahead and did what | said | would. Your poetic sensibilitygyogestudy
of Dickinson and Thoreau, as they collide with other poetic voices: Ko Un, Basho, Horace,
Emerson, Shakespeare, Merwin, and Richard Wright. In one chapter, | considas@néki
figurations of the heart in relation to yours—the many doors—the openings and cl¥sings
words describing the writer's need to accept everything that comes—th#stoas of
ecology, Zen, and artistic craft are the same”—have long guided thyesitnd® of my personal
perception with my scholarship. Among others, my dissertation has chapters ars@ncki
breathing, Horace’s stoic acceptance, and the living quality of garden metaphors

My theory is guided by practice. At the time | met you | was a ae@ila Tibetan
meditation center, but since then, | have found a spiritual home with hatha yoga, p#aictice
daily nurtured by a local community of people equally faithful to integratingrities of yoga.
Finding this practice has given me strength to put my work out there and to find newedourag
seek communities of writers, reaching out with something that has long beeary soéitapy
for me. And so, as | am finally finishing my PhD, | am also beginning to shareeatyver
work—something that my shaky self-confidence struggled with for years.

The lyric—the short poem—has always intimidated me with its perfectionadlwered
it so earnestly and turned to it consistently in order to deepen my capacityaondde widen
my ability to empathize. Your line—"to read a book of poetry/from back to front/théne is
cure for certain kinds of sadness™—is a profound truth that both consoles and assures me.
Although | am teacher and scholar, in my heart | am a practicing vagevriting every day has
sustained my desire to see with greater clarity. | have heaps of poeawe.d 65 volume
handwritten journal written over the past 10 years. | have two creative cnigists-a collection
of lyric essays and a lyric novel—that | have recently sent off into thiel widre passion of
writers like Carole Maso and Terry Tempest Williams have guided thess{dput ultimately
it is the lyric poem that haunts me—that confronts me with my familiar teregetathink I'm
not quite good enough. It is the genre | love most, and so perhaps it makes sense that | am
intimidated by its beauty and power—it is the one that is calling me and as&itgriak—the
one that continues to take my breath away.

As | am in the final, and at times tedious stages of my dissertation, abouttaago |
created a project for myself—a haiku a day for one year—as a creatiectggacinter the final
push in academic writing. My submission includes samples from the project, whictaiex
366,since it began on Leap Day. | am also including some poems from severageangt |
wrote to counter the loss of my grandfather. My propensity for calendars andldiwareness
lead me toward constructing projects—years, months, weeks, moments.

Today, at my university, | won an award for excellence in teaching badastudent. It
comes with $500. I've spent so much time these past years encouraging my stusieeddk
from their hearts and write faithfully with love and devotion. With my small priaeeay, |
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would be delighted to offer myself a new educational context—since it goes wsthong that

to be strong teachers we must also be dedicated students. | would love to join thi®pretcs
find a safe place to ask the questions that haunt me. You have long been a teachertof mine. |
would be an honor to be able to learn more about this genre that I resiliently admwioek t
through my hesitation and reluctance, and to more fully emerge into the ecopoeticHasiag
been thinking through these past years with the help of Dickinson and Thoreau. Your wisdom
and passion have, of course, been equally invaluable in this process. For this | thank you.

With warmth and gratitude,
Jesse Lee Curran

Roger Rosenblatt, Stony Brook Southampton

Dear Professor Rosenblatt, March 26. 2012

| am writing to invite you to my dissertation defense this summer. We havemetjer
yet we share geography and relations. For the past six years | haveRidestadent in English
at Stony Brook; Susan and Peter, who speak of you warmly, are both on my comaittee.
grew up in Huntington with Travis Rave, one of your MFA students from last fall. Your new
bookKayak Morningshares much with my dissertation—although the genre is certainly
different, our questions concern the same eternal themes: grief, naturetioreddae.

This photograph, which a friend took about a year ago, is rather resonant—a deep image
of my life. On the bottom two shelves are my journals—most of the 65 volumes I've worked
through since | was a freshman in college. They are, in Woolf's words “notebooks’thathe
“masterpieces.” They have helped me exist in language—and to make writiitg jprdctice.

If you notice, your book is also on the shelf—caught serendipitously by the camera, but
prominently positioned for good reason. It was an inspiring and important read fatme la
spring. It allowed me to write a chapter on the human heart in my disserabionake an
argument for its imagery and immediacy. In the beginning of the chaptestd you: “For all its
frailty and bitterness, the human heart is worthy of your love. Love it. Hahwdrfat.” With

your encouragement, | offer the human heart my scholarly love. As Dickinson sctlyarbtes
in a letter to Mrs. Cooper, “Dear Friend—Nothing inclusive of a human heart could ba.’trivi
The appalling boon makes all things paltry but itself.”

| came to your talk when you were nominated for the Cherry Prize. Shauictgwiith
your book, your presentation was delightful and inspiring. You seem to me to be anyactici
writer—a person who has spent his life writing, across genre and to a widesheadera way,
you humanize the humanities for me. | respect this very much. All too often ¢diksagues pit
teaching and writing as antagonists, but | have often found the classroom groundewirgg all
me to exercise new ideas, while also providing me with lots of material fiamgwiuring the
evenings and over breaks. All students have rich histories—they have loved and have lost and
often are struggling to affirm their voices and ideas. In turn, it brings nag¢ jgseto challenge
and empower them. Echoing your sentiments, | encourage them to speajeimigliand
sincerely—and to always come from the heart. In close relation to this igléaaahing
philosophy emerges from the Buddhist notion of a beginner’'s mind and the belief itet we
only begin where we are, accepting and becoming increasingly awtis place.
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My dissertation is calle@heorizing Ecopoetics, Thinking Ecolodiytakes the form of a
calendar, twelve chapters (though | think of them as essays) that brintetogetdings
primarily of Dickinson and Thoreau, but also others—Emerson, Shakespeare, Horace—and
contemporary poets like Hirshfield and Merwin and Ko Un. All and all, there are margsyoi
as the project offers twelve views of its subject. My argument statesi¢hatriergence into
ecological being concerns mourning, metaphor, intimacy, and meditation. Amonghatler |
write about love, loss, and letting go—turning to eastern poetic sensibditieda us talk about
currents of meditation in the west. | have chapters on gardens and metaphor, Dickinson and
breathing, Horace’s stoic acceptance, and Thoreau’s collision of elegy angyedbhas been
an interesting process, finding academic languages for discussing thimgsalband
wordless—so important and real. Much of my journey these past six yearsagisstugent has
been to convince myself that these are topics we can and should write on in acatetiiaett
directness impels us to confront them with clarity, reverence, and grace. Andyanceyaur
words have helped to guide me along. Indeed, they touched my heart. Your recent books re-
enforce to me the incredible value of literature to help us learn of our human condd@ion—t
become better people—more loving, more open, more empathetic and sincere. Rbatiks |
you.

Have you ever practiced breathing meditation? | only ask because ihia baautiful
practice and seems so connected to the rhythm of kayaking. The way yolauit&ayaking
seems analogous to the ways | think about gardening or practicing yoga asapa—dail
opportunities that allow us to merge into something beyond ourselves—guided by natural
rhythms and ebbing in the currents of ceaseless change. There have beemémeésrimg my
daily yoga class, | have broken into tears while doing a backbend; appaasntly,teachers
have told me, this is not uncommon. In truth, | feel tears right now. Sometimes égisstifht
to open our hearts—to say or do what is difficult—and to sense that if our words come $rom thi
place, then the rest will find its way of working out. We are always chgngiways in relation,
and with hope, always opening and accepting this inevitability. And perhaps suclaaceept
allows us to experience a balance of motion and stasis—Eliot’s “still point tfrtiiag world.”

As you write “I am moving forward, even as | am moving in circles’—and dia¢¢aStevens
writes,

The boat was built of stones that had lost their weight and being no longer heavy
Had left in them only a brilliance, of unaccustomed origin,

So that he had stood up in the boat leaning and looking before him

Did not pass like someone voyaging out and beyond the familiar.

He belonged to the far-foreign departure of his vessel and as part of it,

Part of the speculum of figure on its prow, its symbol, whatever it was,

Part of the glass-like sides on which it glided over the salt-stained water.

Part of me wishes | had found my way out to a class at Southampton these gast year
I've been so close and technically eligible as a Stony Brook student. But we gdue avihere
we are now and | am satisfied with the work | have done at Stony Brook. | hope yomduah't
me sending you some papers: the table of contents of my dissertation and my@€aderh
can’t quite imagine how busy you probably are and forgive me for imaginingglis&
professors have quiet time for reading and writing letters. But, as deang to the end of my
time here at Stony Brook, | thought it fitting to reach out and offer thanks—ancetalekie
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invitation. | hope your spring is delightful, renewing faith in beginnings. uf tyonk you might
be able to attend my defense, please contact me for more information.

Warmly,
Jesse Lee Curran

Robert Pogue Harrison, Stanford University

Dear Professor Harrison: March 22, 2012

I am writing you as a final assignment I've given myself in the lcgiittg stages of my
dissertation. | have a chapter on letters and how their rhetorical intisiamportant to
ecological thinking. However, instead of just theorizing and analyzingdettam also writing a
series of them to writers and thinkers | deeply admire, offering thanks to ttes ¥bat sustain
my position in academia and have taught me through the years how to read ande®tspect

Perhaps it would be best to begin by revealing a personal anecdote congeuniraje
in my expression of gratitude. The other afternoon | sat down to read a book witheidny f
After trying to work my way through the first several pages, | put the book dovas | w
struggling and confused—feeling defeated by the dense academic prcsa theitly on the
page. And what is worse, this was such a familiar feeling for me. It waathe one that | felt
as a first year PhD student in my theory seminar—a feeling of not understandipgrhaps
never being able to understand. Although it has taken me some time, | gradualheéaable
to embrace not knowing as a point of intellectual freedom rather than a persaasblimand
to recognize that my struggle with these texts might say something abgutlhg of their
writing in addition to the limitations of my intellect. After struggling lwihat alienating
theoretical prose that afternoon, | re-read a chap@®amens and felt warmly taken in; the
experience felt akin to reading a favorite book of poems. Here, | thought td,ns/adbook rich
in intellectual scope and crafted in a language that explains and ingrasidtesmfolds itself.
Your writing does not alienate me—although resonant and sophisticated, it does nott@bfusca
Your book on gardens in particular has been one of the most important | have reastudanty
a writer, and human being. And after my struggles that afternoon, | returpedrtariting as a
type of academic therapy—whispering to mys#iis is my model—this is the scholarly prose |
seek to emulate and create—this is writing that teaches me, both about its subject and the
importance of respecting the reader, rather than parading over her. This is the writing of a
scholar who cares about his subject and audience, as well as the language that allows these two
to connect.

Several years ago, | was fortunate to come across the interview yalespoke the
following words:

If there is something distinctive about my approach, it is my insistent listening todbef/tie

poet, by which | mean the voice of literature as such. | start from the conviction tretitite

knows better than philosophy what philosophy seeks to articulate in abstract terms — knows it not
only more intuitively but also less naively.

| included these words in the first dissertation proposal | put togethes aga and am returning
to them again now, as | work to articulate my methodology in my introduction. Listenihg t
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voice of the poet seems to be an act of courage and humility—a statement of faitinyihgooe
both teach in its time and way. | chose to study Emily Dickinson as a centiral iigmy
dissertation because she exercises a negative capability (and asks nieetsaiog)—she seems
endless to me and there is always a new figuration that affects me Wsearah if | perhaps
have not quite grasped it cognitively. It is precisely because Dickins@ublas radical poetic
imagination that she is so easy to adore; her obscurity is also her individubidly, as |
suggest in my project, generates intimacy and allows us to so naturally endesDéar Emily.

Your books are placed on my shelf in good company—and then tenor of your voice often
reminds me to Czeslaw Milosz in his brilliant essay “My Intention”:

But perhaps the value of communication depends on the acknowledgment of one’s own limits,
which, mysteriously, are also limits common to many others; and aren’t these thersasnef i

a hundred thousand years ago? And when the air is filled with the clamor of analysis and
conclusion, would it be entirely useless to admit you do not understand?

It's not that your writing emphasizes such limitations, but rather thabwsime to feel as
though it is ok to ask questions—to try on new ideas and to speak my own with conviction and
passion. Your chapter i@ardenson the importance of discourse and intimacy in education
correlates intuitively to my experience as both student and teacher; suchbilitpesa
necessary, and as you point out, in order to grow, we must feel safe and nurturedelyjtima
suppose what | am trying to say is that your books have created a space of leaenenphave
felt safe to grow and to risk—to question and persist. The clarity of your langudgew
reverence for your subject creates a space in the text for me to enter—emniiéaitable
admitting my own questions and uncertainties. And it is precisely in this spat&dvatgrown
as a scholar and, with hope, come into my own voice. Most importantly | learn from your
work—and in turn, this learning inspires me to continue on this path as a professor andfwrit
literary criticism.

So often it seems these days that people are clamoring about the death ofathiidsym
which | tend to avoid if only because the humanities are thriving in my dailytiseems to me
that much of this “death” has to do with the ways in which academic texts can limit the
audience through employing arrogant rhetoric of certainty and critiqueaslgardens might
stand as counterforce to the destruction of history, so too does your writing standtasforce
to work that obscures and isolates the academy from the discourse of daily life.

As your work has been so important in guiding me through my dissertation, | wanted t
take a moment to personally thank you. The photograph, if you recognize, is of the Villa
Cimbrone (from one of my annual trips to Italia), which | was delightedeonamtioned in
Gardenslt was among the most enchanting places I've ever spent a summer afternoon and
inspired pages the beginnings of a novel that waits patiently for me to returnrtahghene is
right. As you express, it is a magical place—a place that haunts the imagivah its grace.
Your work has been so important in allowing me to follow this path whole-heartedl+faith
and devotion. Like relationships, cultivating gardens of any kind is worth the work.

Thank you for your passionate vision. Thank you for your poetic philosophy. Thank you for
writing books that continue to open.
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bell hooks, Berea College

Dear bell hooks April 10, 2011

| came across your work at just the right time. Although | am in preperidgfend my
dissertation in English this summer, it was not through the academy thantdetbur work,
but rather through th8hambhala SurTheSun in turn, led me to your pedagogy texts—and
both spoke directly to my heart.

When | graduated college | became interested in Buddhist meditation—mgrpatrthe
time was committed to sanghaand everything about being at the local center made sense to me
intuitively—especially the challenge of atapasnecessary for sitting meditation. Although that
relationship eventually ended, | carried my experiences forward and theysaveanded me as
| worked through locating my position in the “ivory tower,” a place where | bétea felt
confused and inadequate, despite my passion for literature and writing. Holnandnlessed
with supportive mentors, who seemed to sense | was my own worst (and potenfially sel
destructive) critic. Instead of critique, they offered me encouragementiafjithat | was
precisely where | should be—that | belonged in this PhD program just as mugioas alse.

These past two years, | have fallen in love with hatha yoga. | recemttythweugh a
teacher-training program and have found ways to make it a daily practicerice again
blessed to have found a center with generous teachers who embody compassion and devotion,
and who see the practice as one that generates self- acceptanceasitasy and self-love.
And with this self-acceptance, it becomes more possible to be present for otheesie-tials
while also being receptive. Increasingly, | am finding productive exyghbetween what | learn
each morning in yoga or meditation with how | organize and run my classroomoiite of a
beginner's mind in particular works with such grace when asking students to dpproac
challenging texts or assignments. Everything has to do with helping studeéwrsniéertable to
come from their own positions. And, as you explain in your work, for students to open, their
instructor must also level herself. More and more, | find my yoga practice agesune to open
my heart in my classroom, as | speak more freely of my process and pegth.|\Am away from
the classroom, | notice | begin to miss it and the space it creates to astingiéstbe open, and
to affirm the value of sincerity. Like coming into a familiar yoga posierature classroom
offers an invaluable opportunity to return, to accept, to reveal, and to receive.

These past months, your work has helped empower me in the academy—to festthcrea
confidence in pursuing my chosen profession as an educator. I've always held thearothat
the way we live—the way we listen, respect, and work to widen compassion—is the mos
important work we can do as human beings. I've found reinforcement of these ideas in
classrooms of all kinds. | owe my sense of spiritual freedom to my teacherdyelmvé so
deeply in my heart that education has the power to transform, as my personahegperie
validates this claim. | suppose this is why coming into your pedagogyféddike coming
home,; it is so deeply satisfying to find an articulation of philosophies and psaittadtanake
sense to me on an intuitive level.

As a final personal assignment in my dissertation, | am writing @ssefietters to
figures | admire to thank them for the integrity of their work and to acknowledgeatyseiw
which they have helped guide my own faith in the value of literary studies. | am deataful
for the time you have spent writing your books. | can't tell you how much it mearss tio read
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a respected academic who also says that there is “an aspect of our vocaisosaitred.” This
is what matters in the end. This is what has mattered all along.

Much of my dissertation works to theorize ecopoetics through Emily Dickinson. One of
my favorite poems seems fitting to share with you now:

If I can stop one Heart from breaking
| shall not live in vain

If I can ease one Life the Aching

Or cool one Pain

Or help one fainting Robin
Unto his Nest again
| shall not live in vain.

In many ways, your work has done this for me. It has nurtured my heart, and contindps to he
return me to the nest when | lose my way.

The image on this card is one of hundreds of views of my happy Buddha statue that | bow
to and smile at throughout my day. | am sending you a series of these cards—ipeyikhps
find a use in your own correspondence. | make them with Thich Nhat Hanh'’s words iamy he
if “you don’t find a beautiful Buddha, wait, and have a flower instead. A flower is a Buddha. A
flower has a Buddha nature.” At the end of yoga asana practice when ohasa&e to the
teacher, she bows down to the radiance inside all of us—to the Buddha nature we dlbshare.
so happy to be able to sBjamasteo you here—and to thank you for sharing your resilient
light.

With respect and love,
Jesse Lee Curran
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June

Transcendental Meditation

Ecopoetics & Dickinson’s Breath

| made it out of a mouthful of air
-William Butler Yeats, “He thinks of Those who have spoken Euvil
of his Beloved”

The smoke of my own breath,
Echoes, ripples, and buzzed whispers....loveroot, silkthread, crotch and vine,
My respiration and inspiration....the beating of my heart....the passing of
blood and air through my lungs.
-Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself’

Returning is a different route
The spirit could not show
For breathing is the only work
To be enacted now.
-Emily Dickinson (Fr 1342)

One of the points | have been reiterating throughout this dissertation estipatetics
involves a subject who is practicing a form of meditation. More than just wgbegs that can
be described as meditations, the ecopoet practices meditation through aofameans. In turn,
the ecopoet’s meditative practice both establishes and guides the questiosisaforthemes
that will characterize harorpus.As such, theorizing ecopoetics necessitates that theorize the
relationship between meditation and poetry.

There is of course something inherently paradoxical in poetry that attempfsésent
meditative experience, as meditation is often framed in silence and theeabBtmguage. Jane
Hirshfield describes the connection between poetry and meditation in the followyngviya
feeling is that the paths of poetry and of meditation are closely linked—oneaiteativeness
and awareness that exists in language, the other an attentiveness and awestarists in
silence, but each is a way to attempt to penetrate experience thoroughly, te.it§ 8baring
intent, meditation and poetry depend upon one another in a deconstructive sense; & jpoet wit
keen awareness that “exists in language”—one that “penetrates expéheraughly’—must
also depend upon moments of silence to counter such language. As Hirshfield questions, “If

32 This quotation can be found on Hirshfield’s biography on the Poetry Foundation’s website:
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/bio/jane-hirshfield
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were not able to enter the silence before words, how could | find any words alteady know
yet?” (Gregory 45). In their motion toward deep concentration, the poet anddfiatioe
practitioner share more than most, as the two designations often collide into apsecofito
one another.

Meditation resists definition because it is ultimately a subjectiveriexpe and tends
toward wordlessness. As Hirshfield says, “We run out of language vewtastwe try to
explain the experience of zazen” (Gregory 44). At large, Western poeticaatdesve a strong
vocabulary to help negotiate the connections between meditation and poetry; dréheref
necessarily benefits from an intervention of non-western epistemology, thiredescourses of
meditation are more at ease in expression and its inevitable failure. Irstineser months of
June, July and August, after sustaining and creating through grief, metaptantimacy, | will
more explicitly develop the relationship between ecopoetic creation and noededctice,
initiating my discussion of this connection through the act of conscious breathing.

In this chapter | will argue that Emily Dickinson possessed what niedifaractitioners
refer to as “breath awareness.” | will not argue that Dickinson was arrbasé¢gher or meditator
or latent Buddhist or some other title that exists more in the realm of specbiatijvaphy than
in the textual material of her poetry. Rather, | will suggest that if we twahink of Dickinson
as an ecopoet, we need to locate a sense of her meditation practice, and thipsshosvhare
more present than in her breath awareness. Not surprisingly, this bree¢hesgeseems most
heightened in poems of death, pain, and fear, which were among Dickinson’s greatet.subje
As Sharon Leiter notes, “Emily Dickinson was an anatomist of pain. She used thiwor
less than 50 poems, and its variants—agony, despair, grief, hurt, and suffering—caumke'ss t
(Leiter 31). But rather than explicating Dickinson’s figurations of paieridss have done for
decades, | instead will suggest that drawing awareness to breathimgt iallowed Dickinson to
explore, negotiate, create, and sustain amidst the physical and emotional (pehartheterized
her life and letters. Dickinson’s emergence into ecological being is noagdéfe through her
breath awareness, which allowed her to create out of the grief and epistealalogertainty
that her ecological thinking inspired. After working through the implicatiodickinson’s
breath awareness for ecopoetics, | will then turn to a contemporary analoguedegngsi
Juliana Spahr’s work ifthis Connection of Everyone with Lungs,a seminal text for
ecopoetics, which resonates with my work in previous months, as well as the breiath poet
theorized here.

First and foremost, breath awareness requires an attention to the qualitisof one
respiration. Eastern didactic texts that offer guidance for meditapeatedly, as obvious as it
may seem, simply suggest paying attention to one’s breath. As Zen mastetuSSuauki
explains, in practicing zazen or zen sitting meditation, “our mind always fotows
breathing”™—"all that exists is the movement of the breathing” (Suzuki 29)almidg attention
to the quality and motion of one’s breath, one is drawn into the present moment, and is
consequently able to both distance and identify emotion and feeling. Simply statdd, brea
awareness is indicative of a meditative consciousness.

In turning to Dickinson’s breath awareness, first consider one of the most daegiles
from “A Narrow Fellow in the Grass,” and Dickinson’s exploration of fear liasti@ to an
encounter with a snake. The last stanza culminates:

But never met this Fellow
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Attended or alone
Without a tighter Breathing
And Zero at the bone. (Fr 1096)

The presence of the snake instills fear and an awareness of mortalitgpe#ker's mind. The
tightness of breath—its constriction and compression—characterizes the enddinatiever
“Zero at the bone” means, it is syntactically connected to constricteth basad response to the
terror inflicted by the snake. This is one instance of many where Dickinbditereath
awareness in the face of fear and uncertainty. In another example frontygroear, Dickinson
writes:

A throe opon the features—
A hurry in the breath—

An ecstasy of parting
Denominated “Death™—

An anguish at the mention
Which when to patience grown—
I've known permission given

To rejoin it's own. (Fr 105)

In this poem, Dickinson “denominates” or names death through describing its,affeich
include a “throe” or spasm on the facial features and a quickening of the breathgtilsh ahat
surfaces at the mention of Death is only mediated through “patience.” While gkesgdees not
manipulate the breath in order to counter the emotional antecedent the poem frame=s she do
draw attention to its quality, drawing it forward into conscious awareness.

Zen meditation teacher and poet Thich Nhat Hanh describes conscious breathing as the
“foundation of all mindfulness practice.” He writes:

In our daily life, we breathe, but we forget that we’re breathing. The

foundation of all mindfulness practice is to bring our attention to our in-

breath and out-breath. This is called mindfulness of breathing, or conscious
breathing. It's very simple, but the effect can be great. In our daily lif

although our body is in one place, our mind is often in another. Paying attention
to our in-breath and out-breath brings our mind back to our body. And suddenly
we are there, fully present in the here and the ndappiness3)

What meditation teachers usually reiterate is that eventual conscioustessanl of the
breath must first be preceded by awareness and acceptance of the hresttbrstnot if the
breath is hurried or tight, but rather that an individual recognizes its quhétipreath has many
states and it is necessary to draw awareness to its changing natlaeeAsirshfield writes in
the poem “Red Berries,” “Our one breath follows another like spotted horses, ndkitio al
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(Given SugaB). In that no two are alike, drawing attention to the breath is also an exercise in
fronting the infinite implications of impermanence, an ecological analoguéighlg personal
and experiential level.

While the previous examples demonstrate that Dickinson possessed an awaréess of t
guality of breath, other poems present Dickinson’s use of conscious breathing aefa type
meditative tool. In these instances, Dickinson’s active and conscious breatbvngdalier to
attain or sustain a certain state or endure a challenging situation. étidlaerfg poem, breath
allows the speaker to both “take the Trick” and then to “simulate” it once agam“vémoved
from Air.”

| breathed enough to take the Trick—
And now, removed from Air—

| simulate the Breath, so well—

That One, to be quite sure—

The Lungs are stirless—must descend
Among the cunning cells—

And touch the Pantomime—Himself,
How numb, the Bellows feel! (Fr 308)

Gregory Orr confesses that in reading Dickinson, “I still feel in thedddstr poems there are
always lines or images or turns of thought that | can’t follow, and yet this in ndimayishes
my sense that | have absorbed the energy and significance of the poem” (Orr Wi#). rAest
of Dickinson’s lyrics, a reading of the poem might hinge on evasive syntax or amsareel
pronoun. A reading of this poem hinges on how we frame “the Trick.” The expression “to take
the Trick” is perhaps most productively thought of in relation to playing @&ganma
metaphorical game where the stakes are high and tension is rampant. Theapadkdo
breathing enough to win the hand, using the breath as a tool to move through a difficidhsituat
But the poem’s present moment reveals a speaker who is “removed from &mpattg to
“simulate the Breath”—stirring “stirless” lungs back to life. Whethenaeed from air because
of death, anxiety, or some other restriction, the speaker recognizes the nekdnahea
familiar rehearsed breath in order to stimulate and simulate the “Pargghointhe lifelessness
that has taken hold.

In the following poem, Dickinson frames the infinitive of the verb “to breathdias t
central action that allows arrival at a point of bliss—albeit a paradoxical one.

Through what transports of Patience
| reached the stolid Bliss

To breathe my Blank without thee
Attest me this and this—

By that bleak exultation

| won as near as this

Thy privilege of dying
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Abbreviate me this (Fr 1265)

Dickinson’s use of the word “blank” occurs often throughout her poems—an evasive cipher that
echoes its Old French origiblancor white), suggesting empty space and the absence of
distinguishing qualities. In this poem, she frames the “Blank” as something tiraathed. The
paradoxical sense of the “stolid Bliss"—a dull and obtuse sense of happiness-aisifjoyher
enforced in its second characterization as a “bleak exultation.” These miasgplhpllide with
Dickinson’s repetition of the deictic “this,” which works to evade meaning in the pobiie
also reinforcing the wordless “blank” that lies at the center of the erperghe frames. Stolid
and dull both in sense and sound, “this” cannot be attested or abbreviated—it can only be
repeated, and with each repetition, further enforces its stolid void. Here, blarskasssdiated
with the center of Dickinson’s meditative experience—a blankness that wipg<dath words
and temporal framing. Importantly, in Dickinson’s poem, it is once again patieétregsports
of Patience’—that allows her “to breathe” into a sense of arrival at bliflsisimstance her
breath awareness positions and prescribes a type of meditative experience.

Perhaps Dickinson’s most famous poem framing the notion of blankness presents it in
relation to the experience of pain.

Pain—has an Element of Blank—
It cannot recollect

When it begun—Orr if there were
A time when it was not—

It has no Future—but itself—

It's infinite contain

It's Past—enlightened to perceive
New Periods—Of Pain. (Fr 760)

| had opened this chapter mentioning that the most explicit framing of breathinckindoin’s
poetry often surfaces in poems of pain and suffering. While this poem does not dieutign
breathing, it does describe the ways Pain absorbs temporal distinctions andndiradirggual
fully into pain’s presence. As Helen Vendler writes of this poem, “For Dickinsorashisct of
Pain frustrates poetic completeness™—*“the writer cannot inscribexfiegience on that Blank.
The Infinite, we realize, has a Blank in it too” (Vendler 317). Or, as Cynthia Hoqlains,
“pain posits us in an infinity of present tense that has no future but itself” (MaeKand Dana
107). As mentioned in earlier chapters, Dickinson’s familiar confrontation witheepbgical
uncertainty, especially through the sense of the infinite, is what brings hestdios type of
ecological thinking. And so, the blankness of pain as subject and experience doepgeth®da
as breathing. To recall Thich Nhat Hanh’s simple words that frame consciatisitge
“suddenly we are there, fully present in the here and the now.” If we readwlogsedms
together in order to focus Dickinson’s sense of blankness—to “breathe my blank”— waoean t
the shape of her sense of meditation as both experience and practice.
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Throughout this dissertation, | have turned to Sharon Cameron as one of Dickinson’s
most perceptive and rigorous critics. Perhaps it is not surprising that @asneassion for
Dickinson’s poetics parallels her interest in meditation and its relation to qésuffering. In
her bookBeautiful Work: A Meditation on PaiGameron provides a “story of an initiation into a
meditation practice” through a character named Anna. As a hospice worker tandVic
childhood emotional abuse, Anna’s meditation practice is motivated through the olésamat
more about the nature of pain, and the ways it differs from suffering. In d lyrose that
collides memory, dream descriptions, and meditation notes, Cameron offers cwripetiuage
that frames one individual’'s meditation experience. For example, at one point in Hier@arr
Anna questions and considers the quality of her own breath:

No breath moment is like another. There is no story of breath. Breath
is not continuous. Breath changes. But awareness does not change. How c&h that be

Breath comes and goes, and falls deep into my body. Between my breasts
there is a tightness. Long and sharp, breath twists and bends. Breath comes and
goes nonetheless. The twisting relents.

Breath is drawn upward into my head. But my head cannot contain the
breath, and the breath flows through my head outward where | have never been.

It is not my breath. Nor is it another’s. It is no one’s breath. Nonetheless,
| am being breathed.

My mind grows still. Breath is the faintest touch. Breath is nothing. Bliss
comes. Now the breathm®tneutral anymore.

I am experiencing something | do not understand. (16-17)

As Anna experiences, breath does not have narrative, nor is it continuous or consistent.
Where and how we experience the breath in the body (“between the breasts,” “lohgrarid s
“twisting,” “upward in the head,” etc.) is subject to constant change. As Annescnmealize,
staying with the breath—sustaining awareness, which “does not change|iatyestills the

mind, opening the threshold for a sense of “bliss.” Although it is continuous in the sense that i
does not relent, its ultimate nature is changing, subject to different qualtibough Anna does
not understand what she is experiencing through this practice, the experieaics+ea“stolid
bliss” in its own right. At another point, a more experienced teacher explaimntohdw to
meditate, and why breath awareness is essential:

“At the beginning breath is all we notice, and we do return again and
again to breath to steady ourselves. But when the mind is supple, like mine, we
enlarge the field of attention so that the object of meditation is anythailg at
as it comes into and passes out of awareness. Let breath be our example. But
what is breath an example of? When you become aware of breathing, you won't
see something you've seen before. Breath looks to be a recognizable process. |
assure you that it is not.

“Is the breath long or short? Coarse or subtle? Is breath labored? You
might askwhat is breath’s naturePm telling you breathhasno nature except

128



changeThe same with thought, feeling, hunger, pain, boredom, heat, consciousness
itself.” (19)

Anna’s teacher explains to her how drawing awareness to one’s breath wftireagells the
endless changeability of the “breath’s nature.” As an analogue to consciotselésthe
observer of breath will eventually accept that its ultimate nature is onas#less
changeability. And so, awareness of the breath functions on a number of levels, lthaging
breather directly into the present, while also offering an opportunity for thedodivio
meditate on the infinite nature of change. In earlier chapters, | have #teand framed the
infinite relations of ecology, particularly in Dickinson’s poetics; Dickinsaability to both
contemplate and negotiate these ideas is made possible through a meditatioe©oess, no
where more present than in her breath awareness. Pain and uncertainty teachdamlinalivi
breathe, just as the breath allows one to consciously endure amidst such unknowing.

We can also witness Dickinson’s conscious respiration in poems that engage more
immediately with the sensual experiences connected to breathing. In pbenmassive focuses
directly on the sense of smell, we can observe a withdrawal of the other isefases of a
focusing on the olfactory experience associated with inhalation.

This was a Poet—

It is That

Distills amazing sense

From Ordinary Meanings—
And Attar so immense (Fr 446)

In her garden of perfumes and attars, Dickinson had ample opportunity to refirepesgnt
her sensual encounters. In this poem, the Poet is especially capable tihgXtaatazing
sense” from both “ordinary” meanings and sensual experiences. We can witregssatker’s
conscious inhalation as a mindful breath that fosters this activity assosigittepoetic identity.
The refining and focusing of distinct sensual experiences is also a stegifative experience,
especially the sense of smell, as it directly channels breath. In tragslad analyzing th¥oga
Sutrasof Pantajali, an ancient guide of yogic meditation, Chip Hartranft explaiglihg in
the sensations of the body as it sits and breathes brings about withdrawal o&ése w&h the
attention shifting to an interiorized perspective. Concentration yokes the peaildépy by
funneling it in to a single object or field” (Hartranft 31). Known in yogic plujdsy as
pratyaharg channeling and focusing the senses is made possible through breath awareness and
establishes a foundation for further meditation practice. In the following tiigaconcentration
on an immense attar allows it to journey across time through its distillatiamgreummer in a
“Lady’s Drawer” long past the flower’s life cycle:

Essential Oils—are wrung—
The Attar from the Rose
Be not expressed by Suns—alone—
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It is the gift of Screws—

The General Rose—decay—

But this—in Lady’s Drawer

Make Summer—when the Lady lie
In Ceaseless Rosemary— (Fr 772)

In turn, Dickinson’s awareness of emphatic exhalation can be witnessed in poereprésent
sighing. In DickinsonWebster’s Dictionarythe first definition of the verb to sigh is written as,
“Emit; heave a long breath; suffer a deep single respiration; [fig.] exg@row.” The

definition for the nominal form of the word notes, “Single deep respiration; a long hiteath;
inhaling of a larger quantity of air than usual, and the sudden emission of it, and esfintpdica
or expressing dejection, grief, weariness, longing, pain, or réfi&ighing is a type of breathing
often associated with grief and release after emotional exhaustion. Inlolerfglshort lyric,

the sigh is granted to a modest frog, intoxicated with a summer afternoon:

The long sigh of the Frog
Opon a Summer’s Day
Enacts intoxication

Opon the Reverie— (Fr 1384)

In the following poem, a sigh is offered as a form of communication and expression:

No Notice gave She, but a Change—
No Message, but a sigh—

For Whom, the Time did not suffice
That she should specify. (Fr 860)

As these examples suggest, Dickinson’s awareness of the body’s physicaticespir
processes—nboth inhalation and exhalation—composes her breath awareness. But the
representation of breathing in Dickinson’s poetry pushes further into figuahtests she also
takes the breath as metaphor for life itself, forging into respiratiomsodtgical roots as a
means of transcending mortality.

I've dropped my Brain—My soul is numb—
The Veins that used to run
Stop palsied—'tis Paralysis

% The definitions from Dickinson’8vVebster'scan all be found online through the Dickinson
Lexicon. http://edl.byu.edu/
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Done perfecter in stone—

Vitality is Carved and cool—

My nerve in marble lies—

A Breathing Woman
Yesterday—endowed with Paradise.

Not dumb—I had a sort that moved—
A Sense that smote and stirred—
Instincts for Dance—a carpet part—
An Aptitude for Bird—

Who wrought Carrara in me

And chiseled all my tune

Were it a witchcraft—were it Death—
I've still a chance to strain

To Being, somewhere—Motion—Breath—
Though Centuries beyond,

And every limit a Decade—

I'll shiver, satisfied. (Fr 1088)

This poem is perhaps best read as a statement on the power of poetry to transaeitdttbedi
of a human life. Here, the speaker speaks of her existence from beyond the goave altered
state of being. Though her veins “used to run,” they are now paralyzed, akin to Gearhie,
“carved and cool.” The statement, “A Breathing Woman” serves as a loaenaty of an
intelligent and active woman, possessing vitality, instinct, and aptitude hBsesgsociated with
life in the second stanza, although the term returns again in the final stanzaiatiarnvar
Though the body’s mortality inevitably leads to “palsied” paralysis of fromsves and
hardened flesh, “Being” might still take hold “somewhere”—even “centuriesroky/If we
consider the second definition of “strain” from Dickinsowsgbster'§“sing, make music”) as a
figure for making poetry, then the “Motion—Breath—", which the speaker posits abigos
suggests the connection between breath and poetry. In another sense, thisdestanstrates
how breath itself lies at the center of Dickinson’s understanding of poetic making

It is not unusual or surprising that Dickinson denotes poetic making in direcbmeiati
breathing. Her acute sensitivity for linguistic contingencies and ebgied is perhaps one of the
greatest pleasures for her literary critic, as the poet’s intet&ereates distinct lines between
words and their roots. As mentioned in “April,” Dickinson wrote in one poem, “The poet
searched Philology” (Fr 1243)—and in another describes the process of, “Eadiagimg/At
my Lexicon—" (Fr 754). “Respiration” links to the Latin root for breath and bregtipirare
in Latin). In the following poem, where Dickinson uses the language of the IGsspe analogy
for her own sense of language, she once again uses breathing as a means of rghativey the
and quality of poetic making.
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A word made Flesh is seldom
And tremblingly partook

Nor then perhaps reported
But have | not mistook

Each one of us has tasted
With ecstacies of stealth

The very food debated

To our specific strength—

A word that breathes distinctly
Has not the power to die
Cohesive as the Spirit

It may expire if He—

“Made Flesh and dwelt among us”
Could condescension be

Like this consent of Language
This loved Philology (Fr 1715)

In recalling the Gospel according to John, Dickinson plays with the notion of incarat
relation to the potency of poetic language. “A word that breathes distindiyitams vitality so
long as the human spirit that speaks the word does not expire. As Helen Vendler says of thi
poem, Dickinson dares “to appropriate the Incarnation as a metaphor for her owaregefi
the ‘consent of language’”—and “whereas the preacher coopts the human tddlltrstrdivine,
Dickinson coopts the divine to illustrate the human” (Vendler 510). With her “loved Philblogy,
Dickinson analogizes the physical formulation and articulation of language tmhesiveness

of the spirit—when we speak, we exercise a type of incarnation. Or, as sks flenprocess in
another poem, “A word is dead, when it is said/Some say—/I say it just begins to livddyhat
(Fr 278). Recalling the words from Yeats that opened this chapter (“I made itautaithful

of air”), poetry depends upon breath—it is the stuff both literally and figuhativat defines the
spirit’s rhythmic breathing. As Dickinson writes, “The Spirit lurks withia Eesh/Like Tides
within the Sea” (Fr 1627). And it is also this intimate relation between the brehtheditation
that allows us to conceive of an implicit spirituality embedded in ecopoetics.

While my analysis has primarily negotiated Dickinson’s representatidm®athing, to
consider the way Dickinson’s verse “breathes” seems particularly impaetqecially since the
poet herself was personally concerned with the question. As she wrote to Higginspnl a5 A
1862, "Are you too deeply occupied to say if my Verse is alive? The mind is so néa#itse
cannot see, distinctly—and | have none to ask? Should you think it breathed — and had you the
leisure to tell me, | should feel quick gratitude—" (L 260). Clearly, Dickinsod beeathing as
a metaphor for vitality and life, but there is an important literal dimensiomkt in the pairing
that begs us to ask the following questidds:Dickinson’s poems breathé\nd if so,how?Can
we witness Dickinson breathing in her poetry? And is there a method of anadysisight
recognize the patterns and qualities of breathing in her verse?

Dickinson’s critics have long attempted to discern her dash, as biographexdrSeinall
notes, “her ubiquitous and eccentric form of punctuation—the dash...has been a matter of
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concern to almost all post 1955 commentators” (Sewall 3). Perhaps the mostuadhgcinsthis
wily piece of punctuation is Paul Crumbley’s bobk]ections of the Pen: Dash and Voice in
Emily DickinsonCrumbley argues that Dickinson’s dash “can be read as an indication that
Dickinson has rejected the myth of wholeness implied by the possibility of refthtiger than
being a painful symbol of loss and division, the dash suggests that disjunction, to Dickinson, is
one of the defining characteristics of the self in language” (Crumbley 15kgtares that
Dickinson’s dash presents a dialogic voice that both speaks and reflects othesdscmd
that the disruptive nature of Dickinson’s dash posits itself against a sense oéa selif As
Crumbley writes, “the syntactic rupture represented” by the dash, “boteded the linear
progression of sentences and emphasizes the uncertainty of poetic identibtidGet alia.
105). Sharon Cameron describes the dash as emphasizing “an unboundedness which admits of
making radical connectionsChoosing Not Choosintj79). Whether to connect or separate, to
link or break, to open or close, to affirm or deny, Dickinson’s dash is poised in a paradoxical
position of evasion, as it quite literally draws a blank—offering the poem’&apaanoment to
pause—or, perhaps, to breathe.

In writing of Dickinson’s overall rhythmic effects in conjunction with herrgssand
commas, which in the manuscripts appear as “hooks, slashes, calligraphic sttbkgseot,” the
poet and editor of Dickinson’s poems Brenda Hillman explains how “much of the musical beaut
in her poems, | find, has to do with breath, with breathlessness” (Hillman x-xipuidimg an
example of the importance of breath in Dickinson’s poems, Hillman offers the iiojjow

Heavenly hurt, it gives us—
We can find no scar,

But internal difference,
Where the meanings, are—

Hillman explains how the isolation of the final “are” requires the read@&negitably gulp a bit
before reading that word, and slightly gasp, afterward....The breath, thenatephoth motion
and isolation” (Hillman xii). As Hillman notes, it is possible to read Dickinsdashes as
exhalative gasps. In the following poem, which draws attention to the pause betvetks, bre
Dickinson makes the point playfully explicit:

Great Streets of silence led away
To Neighborhoods of Pause—
Here was no Notice—no Dissent
No Universe—no Laws—

By Clocks, ‘Twas Morning, and for Night
The Bells at Distance called—

But Epoc had no basis here

For Period exhaled. (Fr 1166)
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In punning on the word “period,” Dickinson draws attention to the ways punctuation functions in
relation to breath. The “pause” and “period,” as moments of silent space work in théopoem
both signify and enact the mechanics of breathing in relation to poetic composition.

Roughly a century later, poet Charles Olson would take on the relationship between
breathing and poetry explicitly, declaring, “The line comes (I sweawoit) the breath, from the
breathing of the man who writes, can declare, at every moment, the line ritsandtits ending
where its breathing shall come to termination” (Olson 242). Olson proposed a poetantbat ¢
fully from the body, depending directly on the breath. And while Olson’s projectivepoeti
project deserves its own ecopoetic analysis, the connections between breathrgrizepome
more explicitly theorized in 20century American poetry, as meditation practice became more
self-consciously integrated into poetic discourse and literary communitiesn @insberg is
perhaps the most prolific, erudite, and experimental writer on the subject, as hesisshaive
meditation practice, developed from his interest and engagement with Eastdrol@gy and
philosophy. In 1980 he wrote the following poem, “Meditation and Poetics,” which echoes
Dickinson’s play with the spirit as the “vehicle for poetry and song.”

Spiritus means breath, etymologically, and breath spirit is the
vehicle for poetry and song as well as the air horse

the Mind rides during the meditation practice. Sit down and relax
with a straight spine and pass into space with your air.

People followed their outbreath in Tibet. So did Poets in the
west, filling their body-wind with vowels and tones of Voice.

Sometimes you forget you're breathing and the mind
daydreams poems of past history future furniture present
erotic bliss

Old shameful conversations but a fly buzzing when you died
like Emily Dickinson brings you back mindful to the room
where

you sit and keep breathing aware of the walls around you and
the endless blue sky above your mind

The daydreams isolated recollected as objects can be poetry
stormy epics or flashy haikus.

A thought like a poem begins you can'’t tell where then it gets
big in the mind’s eye an imaginary universe and then

Disappears like a white elephant into the blue or “as a bird”
leaves the imprint of its flight in the sky”

So thought ends you can't tell where, except it disappears into
thin air like Shakespeare’s plays.

Shakespeare left his breath for us to hear his Cadence, so did
Shelley and William Carlos Williams and Kerouac.

“The breath whose might | have invoked in song Descends on
me; my spirit’s bark is driven, far from shore ...”

One Thursday in 1919 William Carlos Williams stood in his
shoes and remembered the breath coming in and out at his nose,

right at the end of World War I. It's almost World War 11l and
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we're still breathing. (153)

In this poem, Ginsberg posits that breathing meditation has long been present im besties.
Poets like Shakespeare and Shelley leave their “breath for us to hear in Cadeokmg it in
“song.” Linguistically and physically, the breath is never far fromitsgself—"breath spirit is
the vehicle for poetry and song.” Not surprisingly, Ginsberg referencé&smBaon, noting how
her poetry in particular brings an individual back to the immediacy of the presentk—*ba
mindful to the room.”

| heard a Fly buzz—when | died—
The Stillness in the Room

Was like the Stillness in the Air—
Between the heaves of storm—

The Eyes around—had wrung them dry—
And Breaths were gathering firm

For that last Onset—when the King

Be witnessed—in the Room— (Fr 591)

As the speaker witnesses the instance of her death, she is also awaralbfeb® istthe room
and the breathing of the on-lookers, “gathering firm” as they witness the momessioigpa
And as the speaker’s breath dissipates, the room opens in stillness—“betweendsehea
storm”—as time slows and opens. As Ginsberg represents, breathing allows Esetcer
“aware of the walls around you and/the endless blue above your mind.” Or, in Dickinson’s
language, poetic presence offers the freedom to dwell in possibility, tdfoaam everlasting
Roof/The Gambrels of the Sky—" (Fr 466).

While there are many introductory poetry texts that instruct readers thead a
poem,” offering guidelines for rhetoric, figuration, and scansion, how dodsreathea poem?
Like meditation, such a question is only answerable through subjective practiegperience.
It is necessary to read the poem aloud to actually breathe with it—the rbyiaoe of a lyric
poem’s language, and the breath necessary (especially as we all brigatéetlyi) to articulate
the poem, is an intimate negotiation between the text and the reader—one thatlyltbezate
the potential to return, quite literally to that extreme ecopoetic figure-héhrt. In discussing
his interpretation of Olson’s projective poetics, Ginsberg describes emmése following
language:

If the whole body is mobilized, that means the whole sing breath of the
body is used, whether it's a shallow breath or a deep breath . . . and if it
is a physical breath it means it's the whole metabolism and the feelings of
the body and thkeeartspasm that’s involved, so that breath leads, so to
speak, directly to the heart, the center of feeling. At least that's thé way
interpret it. (145)
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With her short lines and abundant dashes, Dickinson leaves her reader ample opportunity to
become aware of her breath. Providing punctuated pauses and moments of silencertandgiste
articulate her broken syntax, Dickinson’s poetry also offers occasion aftesio to become
aware of the silence that poetic language depends upon. Returning to Janeldi&rshfie
formulation with which | had started this discussion about the relationship betwdgngrae
meditation, “one is an attentiveness and awareness that exists in lanigeageet an
attentiveness and awareness that exists in silence.” What poetry andioredath share is

breath awareness, a dependence on silence, Yeats’ “mouthful of air,” and Dickiesse' ©t
“‘internal difference,/Where the meanings, are.”

Part of my methodology throughout this dissertation has worked to offer contemporary
analogues to ecopoetic issues theorized through Dickinson and Thoreau, and in doing so, to
substantiate the contemporary ecological relevance of reading timesgced voices. In 2005
Juliana Spahr published a book of poefrtss Connection of Everyone with Lungstext that
deserves extended attention and a place in future ecopoetic criticism, Sgaheuseath
itself—the fact that we breathe and process the same air—as a meansraj feohogical
connectivity. Through anaphoric repetition and a series of lyric poems thatedipgake the
cells within the body, the space that surrounds the body, and the air that allows @nd fuest
continuance of life itself, Spahr’s work traverses subjectivities andkspéanfinite relation.
Considering the following lines from the opening poem:

Everyone with lungs breathes the space in and out as everyone
with lungs breathes the space between the hands in and out

as everyone with lungs breathes the space between the hands and
the space around the hands in and out

as everyone with lungs breathes the space between the hands and
the space around the hands and the space of the room and the
space of the building that surrounds the room and the space of

the neighborhoods nearby in and out

The poem continues, and in layering through surrounding environs, ultimately conclutes in t
final stanza, with an expansion to the level of the mesosphere:

as everyone with lungs breathes the space between the hands
and the space around the hands and the space of the room and
the space of the building that surrounds the room and the space of
the neighborhoods nearby and the space of the cities and the
space of the regions and the space of the nations and the space
of the continents and island and the space of the oceans and the
space of the troposphere and the space of the stratosphere
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and the space of the mesosphere in and out.

In this everything turning and small being breathed in and out
by everyone with lungs during all the moments. (7-8)

By initiating in proximity to the body, writing of the “space between the hanusttze “space
around the hands,” Spahr continues to connect that space to the space of higher spheres. In
aligning this shift of scale with an anaphoric repetition, Spahr mediatestiamddetween the
local, the global, and the geologic. Importantly, it is breathing thatesrélad:se relations,
surrounding the space between difference and mediating the shifting scalématsly,
everything is “being breathed in and out/by everyone with lungs during all mafent
Spahr’s text is paradigmatically ecopoetic, as it works through theeattffetages of
ecopoetic emergence that | have theorized in this dissertation.rier&iramostThis
Connectiornis elegiac in its nature and does not idealize a pristine construct of nature. In th
world of these poems, “Guided missile frigates, attack submarines, oilers, phibiaans/
transport/dock ships follow us to bed.” This work is by no means “nature poetry,” assSpahr
reach negotiates just about any stimuli that fronts her experience. Watahingws and noting
varying announcements and happenings, Spahr’s style presents a type of prosbgioetnks
through listing as a method of lamentation. She catalogs global atrocittegs@ndless
twentieth century” (37) alongside tragedies and struggles within individual human live

The Greenland glaciers and Arctic Sea ice melt at unprecedented
levels and still a ship fuels and slips out of port.
Winona Ryder has thirty prescriptions for downers from twenty

different doctors and still a ship fuels up and slips out of port. (40)

Making connections through overt repetition, Spahr’s lists lament rather thantioee they
steadily register rather than idealize. As she writes, “Belovedspltkgag to speak of loving
but all | speak about is acts of war and acts of war and acts of war.” (28). S¥ee writ

| speak of eighty evacuated from Touba.

| speak of the ninety-five-year-old woman who was shot by Israeli
troops while driving from Palestine into Israel.

| speak of the six-hundred-year-old Spanish Haggadah now in
Sarajevo.

| speak of Burundi and the Forces for the Defense of Democracy. (28)
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In an interview from 2009, Spahr describes her intentioi$is Connectiothrough the
following language:

| attempt to think about what it means to have the global constantly intruding,
insistently changing what it means to be local. And the day book form was

very literal. | sat down to try and chart out, through poetry, what | saw happening
in the news. It was an experiment to see if poetry could help me understand

the war that was inevitably coming. And I'm not sure it did finally. Mainly

though | was attempting to work with lyric. Which | wanted to do because |

had spent so many years dismissing lyric, seeing it as individualesinasntion
bound. And so | was trying to think about why | had misunderstood lyric. And

to think about how one of the interesting things about lyric is that it is all about
building empathy and intimacy between huméhs.

As Spahr noteshis Connectiopresents itself as a type of lyric daybook, organizing poems by
dates instead of titles. As | discussed in relation to Thoreau’s journal andd$oicld epistles,
literary practices that involve writing the date, or composing direxiiy fand of a present
moment in time and place, heighten a meditative awareness. As discussedbelQOthe

writing of the date—the awareness of the present moment—is a hallmark tdtnaedi
consciousness and is a foundational component in the eventual construction of a calendar or
other ecopoetic project. In Spahr’s book, the opening page notes “poem written aftabsepte
11/2001,” and the following section contains poems written from “November 30/2002 to march
27/2003.” The poems often refer explicitly to current events, “Yesterday the UN ogpor
weapons was released,” “Today Israel votes and death toll rises” (48)empléied here,
temporal presence rather than retrospective or prospective idealizaitouisdation to defining
ecopoetic genres. Spahr’'s method of plainly stating the news and catalogntgawngside

one another works to create connections along elongated scales, despéplgeogcultural
distance. As Spahr explains in a prefatory passage, “After September iiihkirg “shifted.”
She writes, “I felt | had to think about what | was connected with, and what ¢evaplicit with,

as | lived off the fat of the military industrial complex on a small islahddi to think about my
intimacy with things | would rather not be intimate with even as (because®)\tery far away
from all those things geographically” (13). Despite geographic distarecepdaker negotiates

the intimacy of the strange stranger—the uncanny awareness that eatognectivity

implies:

Embedded deep in our cells is ourselves and everyone else.

Going back ten generations we have nine thousand ancestors and
going back twenty-five we get thirty million.

All of us shaped by all of us and then other things as well, other

3 http://thewriterscenter.blogspot.com/2009/10/juliana-spahr-at-folgeeshaére.html
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things such as the flora and fauna and all others as
well.

When | speak of your thighs and their long muscles of smooth-

ness, | speak of your cells and | speak of the British Embassy

being closed in Kenya and the US urging more aggressive Iraq
inspections and the bushfire that is destroying homes in Sydney. (31)

Spahr’s ecological imagining aligns with a global-political consciousaét®ugh at the root of
these connections lies shared DNA—the evolutionary implications of geneticeseienc
“embedded deep in our cells is ourselves and everyone else.” In order to dravethegiead
connections into a type of linguistic representation, Spahr employs metaghertaol that
negotiates the sameness and difference at the center of ecological thokiagample, in one
poem, the speaker states, “In bed, when | stroke the down on your cheeks, | also stroke
the/carrier battle group ships, the guided missile cruisers, and the/guidéd dassoyers”
(74). Part of ecological being demands acceptance of what is—acknowledgecmmiextion
and relation—and relinquishment of idealization for a fronting of contingency.sipésisage,
the most intimate of gestures—a caress of a lover’s cheek—is drawn, thréalglyuwag, into a
relationship with battles ships and missile cruisers. What separates ¢kefrcime the battle
ship? Through parallel narratives, these two are brought into a convergence,phithtions
that suggest a necessary intimacy, shape a sense of uncanny relation.

Spahr’s poems also hinge on intimacy through their form of address, as the’speaker
voice repeatedly apostrophizes “Beloveds,” who often seem to be reprigseitédvers,
though at other moments seem to expand beyond to a universal beloved: “Beloveds, our world is
small and isolated” (25), “Beloveds, this poem is an attempt to speak with the salohtiee
world seen from space and to forget the details,” (35), “During the bombing, belovedi® our |
goes on as usual’ (69). The lyric form and the beloved address allow for an yathaac
profound closeness with difference and a means of taking what seems farvaingd drelose.
As Spahr’s speaker notes, “I speak of boundaries and connections, locals and globdlg, butter
wings and hurricanes” (20).

At one point inThe ConnectionSpahr’'s speaker asks, “Beloveds, how can we
understand it all?” (38). And indeed, this is often a question that surfaces in ecdmgsaCan
we make sense of the disparate connections? What are the implications of acologic
connectivity?This Connectiomloes not necessarily pose an answer, but rather builds a method
for maintaining. Ultimately it is the breath—the “connection of everyone witgd’—that
draws intimacy into immediacy, and allows awareness of interconnectidngitiyaliteral level;
we share the air, which is processed by cellular respiration. As Spatw, write

This burning, this dirt air we breathe together, our dependence
on this, our ability to stop breathing, our desire to just get

out of this world and yet we are taking the burning of the

world into our lungs every day where it rests inside us, haunting
us, making us twitch and turn in our bed at night despite the
comfort we take from each other’s bodies. (57)
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As nuclear activists and environmental scientists often attest, ecdldgmage is pervasive and
expansive, following meteorological and geologic patterns and cycles acrgsslibe Or, as
Spahr’s language suggests, we take the “the burning of the world” into our lungstwast® i

and haunts, uncannily emphasizing inevitable and irrevocable interconnection. And while
Spahr’s late 20 century needs to confront these burning implications of ecological connectivity,
there are certainly transcendental roots of such thinking. In a late esisieg éCountry Life,”
Emerson extols the virtues of fresh air and exercise in cultivating aaletkistence. He writes:

We are very sensible of this, when, in midsummer, we go to the seashore,

or to mountains, or when, after much confinement to the house, we go abroad
into the landscape, with any leisure to attend to its soothing and expanding
influences. The power of the air was the first explanation offered bythe e
philosophers of the mutual understanding that men have. "The air,” said
Anaximenes, "is the soul, and the essence of life. By breathing it, we become
intelligent, and, because we breathe the same air, understand one another.”
(Later Lecture$3)

In quoting Anaximenes, Emerson elucidates that identification between inds/idwlthe heart
of how people understand each other; we share the air. Or, as Spahr writessttieeaigi
breathed in and out/by everyone with lungs during all moments.” If ecology’s erastidenent
states that we are interconnected, it is the air that we breathe thaangisiyttouches this
relation. And, as this dissertation has been arguing, meditation, especialtlydweatness,
allows us to exist consciously in this crucible of connection—and to endure despamalst

its most dire implications.

| had playfully entitled this chapter “Transcendental Meditation,” not bedaarae
willing or wanting to speak for the popular laté"2Dentury movement introduced from India
and established as a popular and trademarked technique in the west. Rathee agéma
suggesting, ecopoetic being necessitates meditative practices and iavelagsct who is not
just writing poems as meditations, but is willfully engaged in a larger pro€assditation in
order to create in the midst of (as well as from) ecological awarehedsvhile, to affirm
Ginsburg’s statement that “poets in the west” have long followed their “outbr&déstern
literary criticism lacks a developed vocabulary and theoretical grogimdimove from the idea
of poem as meditatioto poet as meditatingyhich ecopoetics ultimately requires and inspires

Ecopoetic theory necessarily benefits from intervening epistemo]ogesh were also
foundational to American Transcendental philosophy and poetic sensibilityehesvBuell
summarizes that the Transcendentalist movement in American recogthieeteéd to engage
the wisdom of Asian literature and spirituality—the classics of Hindu, Buddtosfu€ian, and
Islamic culture—as seriously as the wisdom of the westigrican Transcendentalistsi).
And indeed, as | have discussed in other chapters, Thoreau in particular was entiagechwi
texts and philosophies, shaping his ideas and projects through larger metapHossethat
meditative philosophies and ecopoetic practices. However, we have no such documeittation w
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Dickinson. And whether or not she read ancient Hindu scriptures or sat formally iim antha
closed her eyes and went “inside” seems less important than the wayeslaad time again
drew attention to the act of breathing itself—witnessing it and describasgtlite vitality of her
verse—and using it as a meditative tool to look deeply into pain and suffering. And wiaiteJul
Spahr’s contemporary lamentation recognizes our dependence on the “dirt aiathie bre
together,” Dickinson affirms that despite all else, “breathing is the oot/t® be enacted

now.”
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July

“Let the heart rejoice in what it has right now”

TheDomus Ataraxia, and Horatian Garden Poetry as Ecological Singing

| do not propose to write an ode to dejection, but to brag
as lustily as chanticleer in the morning, standing on his roost,
if only to wake my neighbors up.
-Henry David Thoreau, EpigramWdalden

But as for me, my simple meal consists

Of chicory and mallow from the garden
And olives from the little olive tree.

Apollo grant that | be satisfied
With what | have as what | ought to have
-Horace, Ode, i.31

Move through transformation, out and in.
What is the deepest loss that you have suffered?
If drinking wine is bitter, change yourself to wine.

-Rilke, The Sonnets to Orpheus29

Since its inception, ecological criticism has been propelled by environmetinera
and heightened concern for an increasingly urgent global positioning. In sngdastiughout
this dissertation that meditation is central to ecopoetics, it still seeogssary to reconcile an
environmentapraxisin relation to meditation. What type of values does a meditative
consciousness instill? Is meditation an end in and of itself, or does it advocate laled/ahees
that might have socio-political consequence for environmental issues? Aruestibps most
important to my discussion, what type of poetry might a meditative consciousnessefréahalc
how might this poetry instruct us in how best to live in th& &htury—a century of
environmental urgency?

Juliana Spahr’s work discussed in “June” suggests a radical imagining obmnmection
through breath consciousness and anaphoric meditation. And as Dickinson’s ecopoetits sugges
breathing is necessary in order to maintain and sustain amidst the terantaftynand the
uncanny reaches of the unknown that ecological thinking propels. These meditatize poeti
techniques are essential insofar as much environmental rhetoric works thrdiligigifear,
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through the suggestion of radical toxicity and apocalyptical disaster. Inoaddit our
contemporary culture, we can actively witness the cooption of ecology or tlem™drethe
consumerist engine. Due to these conditions, increasingly widening awanétimeately leads
to a point of epistemological unknowing and potentially to an existential paragziénd in
some cases to depression and anxiety. From this point of vulnerability, meditatonese
necessary in order to center and strengthen—to not collapse amidst the endlessngrkadwi
characterizes ecological thinking. Often, environmental rhetoric of prewesutid preservation is
framed through dire and devastating consequences; part of my work in thisatmséds
served to offer an alternative to “save the planet” discourses that mo&sptense through
invoking peril and fear. Instead, | have been advocating an awareness thatfimma point of
acceptance rather than anger—of relinquishing idealization ofskioatd ban favor of
cultivating compassionate intimacy with the strange stranger éisawithout and within.

In addition, throughout this dissertation, | have been suggesting that Westery litera
criticism does not have a developed vocabulary and sensibility that can foltizéhand think
through meditation as an ecological practice and prerogative. Angbrdit has been necessary
to turn to non-Western ways of thinking in order to locate languages and theories to think
through the relationship between poetry, meditation, and ecology. However, this isayottats
the Western poetic tradition is void of philosophical and poetic currents that presenttare nur
a meditative consciousness. As a vehicle for widening awareness—both of timel setfed
surrounds—meditation practice is supported by a series of ethical precepistthatmerge from
and guide its continuance. But this awareness of ceaseless change, radamaimection, and
the gradual motion toward deeper attention as a means of accepting rakiadr than obsessing
and fantasizing over what was or could be, encourages ecopoets to confront and accept the dir
and the devastative. Perhaps, such awareness might even manage to cultivaters ssstae
of contentment despite and amidst such daunting circumstances.

In order to frame these ideas in poetic language, | first want to turn to a lpaieishdane
of the most famous in the western tradition, even as it is perhaps one of the most
decontextualized and misunderstood—Horace’s famous ode addressed “To Leuconoe”:

Don’t be too eager to ask
What the gods have in mind for us,
What will become of you,
What will become of me,
What you can read in the cards,
Or spell out on the Ouija board.
It's better not to know.
Either Jupiter says
This coming winter is not
After all going to be
The last winter you have,
Or else, Jupiter says
This winter that's coming soon,
Eating away the cliffs
Along the Tyrrenian Sea,
Is going to be the final
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Winter of all. Be mindful.

Take good care of your household.
The time we have is short.

Cut short your hopes for longer.
Now as | say these words,

Time has already fled
Backwards away—

Leuconoe—
Hold on to the day. (Ferry 33)

In his famous ode, Horace offers timeless advice. He tells his fibemdt be too eager, It's
better not to knowand toCut short your hopes for longem this version, David Ferry
translates the famouwsirpe diemas “hold on to the day.” Although often translated as “seize the
day” and thought of as a rallying cry for living in the moment, Ferry’s chaiggests a paradox
of position, in particular, the impossibility of capturing the moment itself inudage, as it is
ever changing and slipping out of grasp; “hold on to the day,” because time hdg alrea
“fled/backwards away—.” Classicist Alessandro Barchiesi writasthe Latin wordsarpere
andcapereconvey “not rushed pleasures but the attempt to slow down the present, as if by
plucking and grazing” and that for Horace, “time is the part of him that is outsidefafl his
control” (Barchiesi 154). For the poet of tbeles,‘the point is not just an obsession with time,
but a search for marked, single occasions and for marked, ritualized times @bld).

However, in thinking through ecopoetic paradigms, the most critical line in the poenthg not
famouscarpe diemput rather: “Be mindful. Take good care of your household.” While we
cannot ultimately predict weather patterns and whether the coming wilitee our last, we

can be mindful and we might take care.

As mentioned previously, ecology descends from the Gréek—the household—or
domusin Latin. And while Horace does not use the telomusin this ode, Ferry’s translation
rightfully acknowledges the term here. Direct and mindful care adoheuss perhaps the best
we can do. Implicit in the etymology of ecology, taking care ofittrausis an ecological
necessity. Importantly, Ferry’s translation choices often draw on a vocathdaiseems
relevant to contemporary meditation terminology, no doubt due to his sense of Horace’s
education in Stoic and Epicurean philosophy, which also advocated meditative processes of
awareness and acceptance.

In other poems, Horace does use the wiamtiusand Ferry accordingly offers the same
translation, as in Ode 11 from Book IV: “The household is getting ready; theisijvelished.”

%1 am working with Ferry’s translation for a variety of reasons, madmyhich will be
addressed in the following pages. However, it is my sense that Ferry’sticamsidth its direct
line and humble vocabulary, delivers a Horace that might add much to our contemporary
ecological sensibility. Part of the work of ecopoetics takes the urgencglofg@and transforms
it into immediacy, only possible through language that opens rather than closes—and to
scholarship that makes itself relevant to a wide audience of readelssérrelation, | advocate
a type of academic language that does not obfuscate, but rather works toward a hdmble a
direct line, accessible to a wider audience of readers.
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The household, and particularly the act of taking care of the household, was a deep ooncern f
Horace and is also a deep concern for ecology, as in the following ode, whicly doeétbnts
the inevitability of mortality:

Linquenda tellus et domus et placens
uxor, neque harum quas colis arborum
te praeter invisas cupressos

ulla brevem dominum sequeter

Each one of us must leave the earth he loves
And leave his home and leave his tender wife,
And leave the trees he planted and took good care of. (136-7)

Here, in his acknowledgement of inevitable mortality, Horace connectsea sédepartures;
“Each one of us must leave” eartbllus), householddomu$, wife (uxor), and the trees
(arborum) we plant and tend. Horace’s sense ofdbmuss central to both his biography and
poetry. If we are looking for ecological wisdom for thé'2&ntury, we might best turn back to
Augustan Rome—and in turning to Horace, we can also observe the western philosoplsical root
of an ecopoetic sensibility.

Over and over again in hi3des,Horace expresses a sense of knowing through
unknowing. Horace’s thematic points affirm a healthy degree of doubt and ungertant
from this lack of full epistemological grounding, they urge a life of moderatioha sense of
self-care. His advice, as many have noted, is nothing we have not heard befect. dhde
moments, it can seem incredibly obvious, written into a western cultural consc®atne
common sense and simple living. As one critic explains, “These basic notions, whichyte,be s
also owe something to common sense, receive from Horace a formulation theleisrsand
incisive that they have become part of the European cultural heritage, whicheimagrafn
upon Horace’s poetry as a storehouse of maxims” (Conte 305). And despite theifarindia
their integration into a western cultural sensibility, Hora€desoffer moments of meditative
awareness that ecological thinking still necessitates and confronts;aineget for ecological
thinking is endless and essential. For example, consider Horace’s advicmist.ic

You'll do better, Licinius, not to spend your life
Venturing too far on the dangerous waters,

Or else, for fear of storms, staying too close in

To the dangerous shoreline. That man does best
Who chooses the middle way, so he doesn’t end up
Living under a roof that’s going to ruin

Or in some gorgeous mansion everyone envies.
The tallest pine shakes most in a wind storm;

The loftiest tower falls down with the loudest crash;
The lightning bolt heads straight for the mountain top.
Always expect reversals; be hopeful in trouble,
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Be worried when things go well. That's how it is

For the man whose heart is ready for anything.

It's also true that Jupiter brings on the hard winters;

If things are bad right now, they won't always be.

Apollo isn’t always drawing his bow;

There are times when he takes up his lyre and plays,

And awakens the music sleeping upon the strings.

Be resolute when things are going against you,

But shorten sail when the fair wind blows too strong. (127)

Horace urges a life of moderation: “That man does best/Who chooses the middlelevalso

is an adherent of ceaseless change: “If things are bad right now, they Wwaiys &e.” Ferry’s
translation choices—particularly the language of the “middle way” cannptl¢lacknowledge
Horace’s philosophical proximity to Buddhist precepts and metaph@sconsider this
statement through a personal anecdote, recently, at the end of the term in an undergjessdua
| taught on Buddhism and Poetry, | presented the students with some of Horaceihibeles
withholding the author’'s name. My students immediately identified the meditditnensions of
the texts, convinced | could have been offering them yet another Buddhetsaitake on the
way awareness of inevitable change underpins the means of living an diealnd how
poetry might deepen our awareness of this process. Horace’s ability to “esymrsils” and to
ensure the “heart is ready for anything” sounded familiar to my studerasdaele professes a
philosophy of equanimity and present-mindfulness. But of course, it is not Buddhist thought
here, but rather Horace’s blend of Stoic and Epicurean philosophy that my studegmszest
and responded to. Ultimately, through Ferry’s translation, my students we/ieglar
comparative positioning between the East and the West, which is also shareabicalcol
thinking. They aptly compared it to another poem by Jane Hirshfield:

Your story was like this: you were happy, then you were sad,
you slept, you awakened.
Sometimes you ate roasted chestnuts, sometimes persimitersO )

The simple and direct dependence of reversals, as well as a consistenticecofmevitable
change, serves as a point of epistemological continuity between Eastern aedh\pleitosophy.
The simplicity of the language that both Horace and Hirshfield shape is integralltfe of
moderation that their ecopoetic philosophical positions advocate. David Femgkatians

% |t seems worth recognizing that comparative philosophy might shed morerigihe complex

and important relationship between Stoic and Yogic philosophies. Indeed’ @Genury BC
witnessed a remarkable global influx of meditative philosophy. As Irvine notedjria/

Pythagoras (570-500BC) philosophizing in Italy; Thales (636-546 BC), Anaximwle547

BC), and Heracleitus (535-475) in Greece; Confucius (551-479 BC) in China; and Buddha (563-
483 BC) in India” (Irvine 16). Although we do not know the degree of cross-cultural exxhang
work in these overlapping dates, their simultaneous emergence does seem worrtly.knowi
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seem particularly sensitive to this awareness, as he explains how, “iceldorgew of things the
unexpected is expected too, and the dire, and his stoical acceptance that this isstegytbs

to a style which is unshakable in its clarity and force” (xiii). Importar8toic and Epicurean
philosophies are perhaps best thought of as life philosophies, or as practical gulidesyf
ethically in order to be a more content and responsible human being. As the Stsiopitet
Seneca wrote, “He who studies with a philosopher should take way with him some one good
thing every day: he should daily return home a sounder man, or on the away to become sounder”
(gtd. in Irvine 4).Horace’s “stoical acceptance” might also be thought of as his Epicurean
ataraxia,which Robert Pogue Harrison identifies as the ultimate objective of Epicurean
education. As Harrison writes, “Epicurus understood happiness as a state of mind aed belie
that it consisted primarily iataraxia, which we translate as ‘peace of mind’ or ‘spiritual
tranquility’ (in Greek it means literally the state of being unpertufbl@gardensr4). As he
continues to explain, for the Epicureans the achievemextadxiais only possible through
shedding “anxieties about death and reinscribe its inevitability within tmeicesder of things”
(75). Or, stated more directlgtaraxiais possible through “meditation on mortality.” Harrison
frames his discussion of Epicureataraxiain his work on gardens and the means by which they
exemplify the human condition. As he writes, “Epicureans who workeldttelusknew that
constant vigilance and intervention were necessary to keep the wilder forzgarefat bay, or
under effective control.” Gardens, “when well conceived—transfigurerrtitha overcome
nature. Indeed, a distinct tension pervades the statamixia,albeit in a quiet and mastered
form, much like the mastered tension that pervades the serene presence of humah @&)de

In earlier months, | argued that the garden is a supreme ecopoetic figuschamaindless in
relation and exemplifies the work of living metaphor. Here, | am suggebahgctopoetics can
productively widen through theorizing a genre of lyric poetry in the west—eeggoetry of
simple living—a poetry ohtaraxia—a poetry that implicitly comes from a point of ecological
awareness and acceptance.

The complexity of Horace’s relation to both Stoic and Epicurean philosophy is a
testament to his culture and education. But Horace also seems to have taken mtichsiom
philosophies, in particular their value in practical application, in order to createvhipoetic
exploration of intimacy and immediacy, shaping his own garden poetry, teaching ightirdegl
readers for centuries. Timothy Morton declares in the efddhefEcological Thoughhat
“ecological collectives must make space for introversion and reflectidading meditative
practices” (127). | have agreed with this claim and taken it even further kingavith Jane
Hirshfield’s contention that the mind of meditation, ecology, and poetry do ultiniatesame
work. And so, in this context, it makes sense that if we are to theorize ecop@etieeavto pay
attention to the currents of meditative poetry in the West. My students’ assarhatt Horace
was Buddhist offers us a relevant position from which to proceed. In “August” ik
explicitly turn to an Eastern poetic, but here, we might think of the tradition of vidaael been
calling ‘garden poetry’ in the west as a compelling ecological gentie tme Horatian ode as an
illustrative exemplar. Like a garden, which always involves a degreenwdrinartifice and
imagination, “the serious tone the ode” calls for its use of “heightened diction acithesmt by
poetic device” Princeton Encyclopedi@55). But the Horatian ode in particular, which is
“tranquil rather than intense, contemplative rather than brilliant, and intended feattes in
his library rather than for the spectator in the theater,” emphasizes teenptative interiority
that ecological thinking demands (856). In addition, Horace’s odes are injiénéintate, often
addressing friends with advice and humor, echoing the ecological epistbthsityissed in

147



“May.” Horace’s odes possess what Carl Phillips describes as a “enuddaoned grace whose
clarity is that of composed reflection” (Baker and Townsend 89). Phillips desctlss “different
kind of intimacy” that Horace’s Odes project. As he explains, Horace “tertdsnsform an
often ordinary situation into an instance of intimacy that we don't just overheatnassj we
are invited into it. The tone is, more often than not, one of familiarity, camaraderose-a t
combined, though, with a meditative cast of mind that is ever aware of life’s sotesiitigs,
without losing a sense, too, of the comic” (103). The rhetorical immediacy of Mooatss,
with their willingness to, in Phillips’s words, “transform” an “ordinaryation” into an
“instance of intimacy,” further opens their relevance for ecopoeticenatkly, Horace projects
a tone of equanimity that closely analogizes to the notion of the garden as schedliged-or
as a means to both teach and delight.

Jamaica Kincaid is perhaps one of our most prolific and profound contemporary garden
writers, and in her memoir chronicling her experiences trekking and gatlseedg in the foot
hills of the Himalayas, she can’t help but to think of her garden back home. As s writ

As | walked and observed, each plant, be it tree, shrub, or herbaceous perennial,
seemed perfect in its setting or in its sighting. | was in fact lookihatire,

or the thing called so, and | was also looking at a garden. The garden is an
invention, the garden is an awareness, a self-consciousness, an artifice. We
think and feel that we are making something natural when we make a garden,
something that, if come upon unexpectedly, is a pleasure to behold; something
that banishes the idea of order and hard work and disappointment and sadness,
even as the garden is sometimes made up of nothing but all that. (Kincaid 188-9)

Kincaid’'s acknowledgement of how a garden both reveals and conceals “hard work and
disappointment and sadness” is a testament to its importance in both education and pleasure
definition—a “garden is an awareness”—is Epicurean in its own right, and closedods
poetic sensibility. Horace writes garden poetry not because his subject issydaterather
because of his awareness of mortality and reversals. Horace wrides gaetry because of his
commitment to awareness in its own right. Horace writes garden poetry &&eatexognizes
that the ability to behold pleasure is ultimately dependent upon “hard work and disappbintme
and sadness.” Finally, Horace writes garden poetry because of higradketp the garden as
meditative refuge and metaphor. As he writes, “Protected, here in the garderthasder
trees,/You will have nothing to fear from jealous Cyrus” (51). In the gardem, ithartype of
protection—a place of contentment, where “from the horn of plenty flow/All the googistiof
our local fields and vines” (51). This senseatdraxiais essential to a sustainable ecological
being because it slows down the consumerist engines of idealization to a point wtita¢ion
and poetry might constructively come together.

In close relation, Horace’s garden poetry often makes metaphorical use edishes
which serves to reinforce his sense of constant change, inevitable loss, and unavoidable
mortality. As he urged his friend Torquatus, “don’t pin your hopes on living forever”:

The changing year gives you fair warning not to;
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So does the hour that takes away the daylight;
Winter’s cold air melts into the warmth of spring;
Then spring is trampled down under the summer;
Summer is buried under the apples of autumn;

And winter comes back in with its ice and cold. (284)

There is perhaps no more obvious and consistent indicator of inevitable change tleasdhals
cycle. Horace’s poem emphasizes the transitions of these cycles, and wiaiex ‘@omes
back.” Awareness of seasonal cycles implicitly involves acceptance ajelad mortality.
And as this dissertation has been reiterating, seasonal awareness fradssful mourning,
while also providing ethical precepts that enable a meditative consciousnéssholta

With their use of reversals and seasonal imagery, Horace’s odes do not figcessar
always hold the formal and elevated tone often associated with the genre. JIBXcKic@rites
that the “wordodeconjures the stiff, exclamatory celebrations of Pindar. Actually the word
Horace himself used to describe these poemsamsinaor ‘songs’™ (McClatchy 11). And
whereas “Pindar praised the victorious athlete, Horace clucks over the lsalessr retiring
rustic; instead of hymns to honor a glistening prowess, Horace will suggdstracgp of wine
in the shade” (Ibid). Horacetsarminaare perhaps best thought of as a poetry of acceptance
rather than resistance, a poetry of praise rather than blame, and perhiaipspmantly to the
argument of this dissertation, a poetry that reliably moves from mourning to tisedi€uch a
move is perhaps best illustrated in Ode i.24, addressed to Virgil, where Horacétbpens
should this grief be properly put into words?” By the end of the poem, the speaker proposes a
type of answer, “It is hard. But all of this must be endured,/And by endurance whatae\er
changed/Will be at last made easier in the heart.” In Ode ii.15, which ResyTihe Old
Days,” Horace mourns the loss of the “little farms,” which he experiersciseding due to
increasing scale and the raising of enormous estates:

It won't be long before the little farms

Will be crowded out of being by the great
Estates of these latter days with their enormous
Fish ponds bigger than Lake Lucrinus is.

Now the old elm is yielding to the new

Plane tree (to which no vine will ever cling)

And the ubiquitous fragrance of the myrtle,

The violets, and the other sweet-smelling flowers,

Scatters itself and spreads throughout the groves
Of ancient olive trees which once rewarded
Their owner’s patient labor. And pretty soon
The decorative laurel tree will quite shut out

The hot sun’s rays once needed by the farmer.
It wasn’t like this at all in Cato’s time
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Or Romulus’s time. Our fathers’ ways
Were not these ways. Nobody minded then

That his holding was nothing more than a little farm.
They thought more then about the common good.
Nobody had a great big portico then,

Built on the north for shade from the summer sun.

Brick houses roofed with thatch were common as dirt

And nobody scorned them. The law, however, required

That everyone should pay his share of the cost

Of adorning with marble the temples of the gods. (ii.15. 139).

In recognizing the passing of a more rustic mode of living, Horace doespiicity place

blame on “the law,” which asked the people to pay the expense of raising marbksténghe
gods. In contrasting imagery—"brick houses roofed with thatch” and temples madebdd-r
Horace presents a shift in culture and commerce, the “little farm” for tleat'grg portico,”
emphasizes the former ways in which people did not scorn such simplicity. WhileeHioes
idealize the rustic, his poem laments and acknowledges the change he expesitiecehan
arguing for a way things should be. Here, excess itself, rather thanréioylpaindividual or
group, is responsible for the loss. Mourning is a necessary ecopoetic processhardienthat
follows, Horace counters excess with contentment, and moves from mourning to meditation:

That man lives well who lives a frugal life.
On his table gleams the lovingly polished salt-dish
His father left him. Neither fear nor greed

Disturbs his good night’s sleep.

Why do we try so hard to own so much?
Why go south in the winter to find the sun?
Who ever went away to a foreign country
And got away from himself?

Care scrambles abroad the rich man’s brass-trimmed yacht;
Outruns the swiftest horses; outruns the deer;

Is swifter than Eurus, the squall-winter, driving the clouds,
Raising a sudden storm.

Let the heart rejoice in what is has right now;

Don’t worry about whatever might come in the future;
Turn it aside with a smile. There’s no such thing

As absolute guaranteed bliss.

Achilles in his glory was taken away;
Tithonus got old but look what he wasted away to;
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And what the next minute might take away from you,
It might offer instead to me. (141)

As mentioned in other chapters, meditation involves bringing the mind as fully alslpasisi

the present. In an endless cycle of reaching for more, the mind cannot restegpidH@@ce’s
guestions are just as essential to our culture as his own: Why do we try so hard eonowain@

Why go south in the winter to find the sun? If there is “no such thing/as absolute guhrantee
bliss” then why do we continually grasp after it? Stoic philosopher Marausids also warned

in his Meditationsof being overly possessive of possessions, “beware lest delight in them leads
you to cherish them so dearly that their loss would destroy your peace of gtishdh(lrvine

82). Horace’s urging of a simple life suggests a philosophical position that iveoeid take

up hundreds of years later when he wroté/aden:

Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity! | say, let your affairs bes &wo or three,

and not a hundred or a thousand; instead of a million count half a dozen, and
keep your accounts on your thumb nail. In the midst of this chopping sea of
civilized life, such are the clouds and storms and quicksands and thousand-and-
one items to be allowed for, that a man has to live, if he would not founder and
go to the bottom and not make his port at all, by dead reckoning, and he must be
a great calculator indeed who succeeds. Simplify, simplify. Instetdesf ineals

a day, if it be necessary eat but one; instead of a hundred dishes, five; and reduce
other things in proportion.

Thoreau’s call for a simple life iwWaldenoften falls into moments of hyperbolic rhetoric to
incite reaction from his readers, but in his more intimate epistles to md fi€5.0. Blake, he
expresses the same recognition of the simple life in more humble words. As heovidiatiee, “I
do believe in simplicity. It is astonishing as well as sad, how many trivaatsaéven the wisest
thinks he must attend to in a day; how singular an affair he thinks he must omit. When the
mathematician would solve a difficult problem, he first frees the equatiohin€aimbrances,
and reduces it to its simplest terms. So simplify the problem of life, dissim¢jue necessary and
the real. Probe the earth to see where your main rootslreti€(s36). His move toward
simplifying the “equation of all imcumbrances,” or in reducing “things in propaottelates
directly to clarifying and enacting the social virtues that he advocat#lilen Reducing life

to its lowest terms—or “living meanly”—both results from and continues to nurtureatieeli
practice, which was also essential to Thoreau’s critique of the growing cerisomine was
witnessing.

Importantly though, the motion toward simplicity and the tempering of excessy|
does not necessarily imply a life void of pleasure. Quite the contrary, fordja@aght is
essential to a life well-lived. Horace’s famous statement iAtsd?oeticadentified the purpose
of poetry in close relation tataraxia; a poem should beCreated to yield delight to the heart
and mind/If it falls a little short of doing that, It falls right down to the bottom, all ttasyw
down” (Epistles179). Neither ascetic or overly aesthetic, Horace’s poetry often exptkeses
satisfaction of sensual experience as it is experienced in a localtcé®eardeners know, the
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satisfaction of fruits and flowers are not devoid of the consciousness of the workwaiticut
they required. The fruit is the culmination of a process of hard work and discipline, dnhelsi®r
reasons, it is an essential pleasure of garden poetry; this is not fruit fakéhefgruit, but
rather is fruit as fruition of a process—inextricably connected to seednsaasl circumstance.
Through his poetry, we sense Horace’s celebration of wine and of local fare, graduial
retreat from Rome to his Sabine Farm, his country house where he wrote poetryy lmayan
we can think of Horace as an early advocate of local sustainability. We senszdléle
pleasure he takes in the cultivation of fruit. And this fruit, we sense, is the fru#t laflorr as
well, as in the following ode, where he offers his patron and friend the best his Sdbihashib
offer:

Maecenas, when you come to visit me
You will share with me from ordinary cups

The Sabine wine my household has to offer,
The local table wine of the neighborhood. (57)

In The Ecological ThoughMorton dismisses the localism of environmental rhetoric (such as the
popular phrase, “small is beautiful”) as a limitation to the “thinking big” thatogy demands.

But Horace shows us that what is local is also most immediate and most intmdatt@n&ing

big also means cultivating mindful awareness of and in the present formuladdrggr

temporal perspective. In Horace’s shaping, meditation asks you to be first amd$or alert

and awake where you are—by no means to be lost in provincial small-mindedness, hubrathe
cultivate a way of thinking that is characterized by a celebration of the or@ind is supported

by the gratification of being mindful of local processes as they unfold. In tbeviio Ode,

which reads as a type of prayer, Horace dismisses the “lavish harv8sislimiia,” and the glory

of “gold” and “Indian ivory” in favor of the fruits of his own Sabine Farm:

What shall | ask for from the god Apollo
As on his day | pour the new wine out,

Here in his temple, at the petition time?
Neither for gold nor Indian ivory

Nor for the lavish harvests of Sardinia,
Nor the herds of grazing cattle that make

The Calabrian landscape such a delight to see,
Nor for the fields whose edges the Liris River

Grazes upon as it quietly moves along.
Let those to whom the privilege has been given
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Prune their vines that grow the Calenian wine
The merchant pours into his golden wine glass

Which he has bought with what he got for trading
With what he brought from Syria this year—

He who'’s so favored by all the gods that he
Can go out upon the dangerous Atlantic

Time after time and come back safe and sound.
But as for me, my simple meal consists

Of chicory and mallow from the garden
And olives from the little olive tree.

Apollo grant that | be satisfied
With what | have as what | ought to have,

And that | live my old age out with honor,
In health of mind and body, doing my work. (83)

Once again, a sense of contentment—the promiatacdxia—and the necessity of a poetry of
humble praise is essential to ecopoetics. For Horace, “chicory and mallow frgardes/And
olives from the little olive tree” are not a just a matter of practical ecmsobut rather serve as
a paradigmatic example of stoic acceptance and Epicataeaxia. This process of drawing
gratitude to what is present is often easier said than done, but for Horace, turnirigpaway
the “lavish harvests of Sardinia” and to his “simple meal” is a spirituateesand is instructive
for a meditative ecopoetic practice.

Dickinson’s love of flowers and Thoreau’s boundless interest in wild fruits serve as
further examples of the need for ecopoetics to consider the laudatory yapbsoe
contemplative ode. Despite environmental damage and relinquished idealizationstoie pris
nature for the ecological strange stranger, there is still need to @ilbwatapacity foataraxia,
and to gracefully celebrate abundance and beauty as it is granted. Or, d$°Bgbe Harrison
eloquently states, the “Epicurean project of self-humanization” requeesuttivation of the
social virtues of “patience, hope, and gratitude—which one might call exis@ispasitions
toward the temporal ecstasies of past, present, and fuGaed€éns/8). Rather than ceaselessly
grasping at the present, through patience, Epicurean philosophy encourageseadsesptance
of both what is given and what is withheld by life in the present” (Ibid). The iedesapacity
for patience and a deepened sense of gratitude are lessons from thevgaiadeallow one to
celebrate the ordinary while simultaneously relinquishing the strugglek® in@ermanent. We
hear this voice in Dickinson, as in the following poem where she playfully derivas@umor
contentment from her garden flowers:

Paris could not lay the fold
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Belted down with emerald—
Venice could not show a cheek
Of a tint so lustrous meek—
Never such an ambuscade

As of briar and lead displayed
For my little damask maid—

| had rather wear her grace

Than an Earl’s distinguished face-
| had rather dwell like her

Than be “Duke of Exeter'—
Royalty enough for me

To subdue the Bumblebee. (Fr 96)

Like Horace, Dickinson recognized the abundance offered by the simple fiowrensgarden—
and her poems on flowers are consequently boundless. She also recognized tha#aetnof
such pleasure, ultimately subject to ceaseless change and ecolagsfartmation.

To see the Summer Sky
Is Poetry, though never in a Book it lie—
True Poems flee— (Fr 1491).

In Western literary criticism, meditation and poetry have most often beegtiirtogether as
subjects through discussion of the metaphysical poets, in relation to their caedentgs of
looking deeply into the contradictions and ironies of a particular subject or stiged| my
dissertation’s interest in gardens and meditation would necessarily deradddeisses the
relevance of Andrew Marvell’'s “The Garden,” where the speaker, in thge@ind quiet of a
garden, circles more deeply into the existential dimensions of his subjecttelyimaving
toward a refinement and valorization of the mind’s eye.

Meanwhile the mind, from pleasure less,
Withdraws into its happiness:

The mind, that ocean where each kind

Does straight its own resemblance find;

Yet it creates, transcending these,

Far other worlds, and other seas,

Annihilating all that’'s made

To a green thought in the green shade. (Negri 78)

Harrison writes of this poem, “sometimes the most intense journeys—the mosaxysi
journeys—take place while one stays put, in moments of stillness unscorched lpyn’gassi
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heat” (Harrison 119). Marvell's poem narrates a moment of deep perception—al dpadirey
deeper—which offers conflicting ways of perceiving and identifying withgarden
surrounding the speaker. But what is the upshot of this intellectual probing? Elitinat poem
moves toward a paradoxical position:

How well the skilful gard’ner drew

Of flowers and herbs this dial new,

Where from above the milder sun

Does through a fragrant zodiac run;

And, as it works, the industrious bee

Computes its time as well as we.

How could such sweet and wholesome hours

Be reckoned but with herbs and flowers! (Negri 78)

Asking such questions concerning natural and aesthetic order are ultimake)yahd Marvell’s
poem affirms a type of epistemological uncertainty common to ecological thétmkever, the
poem’s cycle of probing, and its recognition of the mind’s ability to annihilditéhat’s made”
leans toward a position of existential paralysis. Indeed, ecological thinkingiog us to points
of paradoxical impasse, as Marvell's poem suggests, however, ecologicalafgnibegs us to
guestion what comes next—how should we act—and what should we do?

In contrast, Horace'sarmineare perhaps best thought of not as meditations, but rather as
poems that express the process and purpose of practicing meditation. The rejme s ket
labor and fruits of this work consequently refines an ecopoetic temperamerntetzed by
emotional restraint and a senseatdraxia. With his didactic edge, Horace provides some
framework for both thinking and being, while also advocating a type of tempmrsdad
pleasure that might also be thought of as a song of gratitude.

Importantly, not all poems that are called odes fall into this category cfrgpaktry.

The Romantic ode, which often presents a scene, looks deeply into this scene, and than offer
new perspective on it, might once again represent a process of meditation or be thasg
meditation. But as | have been suggesting, ecopoetics demands we also doasidieject
meditating—the practice of meditation—in addition to crystallized moment&ditative
perception; in thinking of meditation as product rather than practice, Westenyldgtizism
has limited itself, especially in terms of ecological thinking. Garden paetriyhave been
describing it, offers not just moments of meditation, but also a guiding sense afeditation
is important—and what lessons such work yields, as well as the spiritual-philceqpiecepts
that encourage it. Importantly, in certain instances, garden poetry might alsmughkttof as a
poetry of celebration—a poetry of ecological singing—a poetry that speaks fn@art opened
and tempered through meditation.

Thoreau boldly opened/aldenby playing against Coleridge’s “Ode to Dejection,” and
instead proposed to “brag as lustily as chanticleer in the morning, standing on his Babst.”
what was Thoreau bragging about? In@uanclusion oWaldenhe urges his readers “no matter
how mean your life is, meet it and live it. Do not shun it and call it hard names.” In§tead o
writing an ode to dejection, he wrote a highly complex work, in language he called
“extravagant,” though perhaps not extravagant enough for the urgency of his contdeis
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not about living in perfect harmony with nature, but rather is a reflective guide otohiow a
better life—first and foremost with one’s own sense of self. In turn, Horaas oea series of
portraits of what meditation yields, rather than offering poems that mighbhght of as
meditations; he offers us an intimate voice of instruction, one that teaches ghtkdeli
Ultimately, | have been theorizing the ways meditative consciousnespedsihaightened,
expressed, and encouraged through poetry. In moving through a process of lamentation into a
meditative awareness, praise often surfaces—praise rather than dgsaspang as end in and
of itself. We might trace this sense of ecological singing through ditierss, cultural
positions, and geographies. In particular, I am thinking of Rilke’s insistence $ohnets to
Orpheusghat “Praising is what matters!”(Mitchell 235)—that “When there is poétis
Orpheus singing” (233). Or consider the final sonnet, where Rilke connects breatl,to s
offering another example of the move from mourning to meditation.

Silent friend of many distances, feel

how your breath enlarges all of space.
Let your presence ring out like a bell

into the night. What feeds upon your face

grows mighty from the nourishment thus offered.
Move through transformation, out and in.

What is the deepest loss that you have suffered?
If drinking wine is bitter, change yourself to wine.

In this immeasurable darkness, be the power
that rounds your senses in their magic ring,
the sense of their mysterious encounter.

And if the earthly no longer knows your name,
whisper to the silent earth: I'm flowing,
To the flashing water say: | am. (Mitchell 255)

The height of Rilke’s praise depends upon his willingness to confront and accept the
“immeasurable darkness,” which in this poem is dependent upon the “out and in” of the breath,
moving “through transformation.” Or, as he writes in another sonnet, “Song, as youugive ta
it, is not desire,/not wooing any grace that can be achieved;/song is rdaBy’As Horace
sensed, the relinquishment of grasping desire offers a type of song—in Ritkd's, Wi'rue
singing is a different breath, about/nothing. A gust inside the god. A wind.” (I, 3).

Native American poet Joy Harjo’s ecological singing sometimes thkdsim of prayer,
as in “Eagle Poem,” which is also dependent upon breathing and acceptance afyraodali
responsibility for thelomus—“we must take the utmost care”:

To pray you open your whole self
To sky, to earth, to sun, to moon
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To one whole voice that is you.

And know there is more

That you can't see, can't hear

Can't know except in moments
Steadily growing, and in languages
That aren't always sound but other
Circles of motion.

Like eagle that Sunday morning
Over Salt River. Circles in blue sky
In wind, swept our hearts clean
With sacred wings.

We see you, see ourselves and know
That we must take the utmost care
And kindness in all things.

Breathe in, knowing we are made of
All this, and breathe, knowing

We are truly blessed because we
Were born, and die soon, within a
True circle of motion,

Like eagle rounding out the morning
Inside us.

We pray that it will be done

In beauty.

In beauty. (Harjo 85)

In addition to Harjo’s example of ecological singing, we might also consid¢o Raruda’s
expansive and inexhaustitidemental Odes-his poetry of praise, celebrating objects and
connecting images through metaphor. Consider the end of his “Ode to Wine”:

But you are not only love,
the burning kiss

or the ignited heart

you are also

fellowship, transparency,
chorus of discipline,
abundance of flowers.

I love to have on the table,
while people are talking,
the light of the bottle

of intelligent wine,

let them drink it,

let them remember in each
golden drop

or topaz goblet
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or purple glass,

that autumn labored

till it filled the vessels with wine,

and let the simple man learn,

in the rituals of his trade,

to remember the earth and his duties

to propagate the canticle of the fruit. (Mitchell 87)

Neruda ends his extravagant celebration with a call for remembrance to dhedfmmnusand to
continue to praise the culmination of gardening practice; he encourages treeragnpito
remember the earth and his duties” and to “propagate the canticle of the fruie, iWi
particular, as a further manifestation of fruit, situates its singerargan awareness of its
process. Horace, no doubt, would have approved of Neruda’s laudation of this “chorus of
discipline” and “abundance of flowers.” Wine, again and again, allows Horacegm dét
anxiety and grasping, and to enter into the present moment of experiencéea®ilowing
ode:

Don’t bother to look for anything less simple

Than simple myrtle, suitable to the scene:

The garlanded cupbearer waiting, and garlanded |,
Here in the shade of the arbor, drinking my wine. (99)

“In the shade of the arbor” Horace shapes his rustic scene, not void of irony, but resdiete on t
acceptance of “anything less simple/than simple myrtle.” In anothen,gderace urges to

%6

“Take everything as it comes”—to see each day alive as the ultimaté™prof

Put down in your books as profit every new day
That Fortune allows you to have. While you're still young,
And while morose old age is far away,

There’s love, there are parties, there’s dancing and there’s music,
There are young people out in the city squares together
As evening comes on, there are whispers of lovers, there’s laughter. (i.9)

While a skeptical reader might view these poems aside as the productsiokendnedonist,
Horace’s sense @ftaraxiahaunts the wisdom laden in these words. When “there’s dancing and
there’s music,” there is also the potential for gratitude and acceptance-istifignther reason
for song—a song that is hard earned through mourning and meditation.

Throughout Buddhist philosophies, the value of practicing meditation is often
emphasized througitharma,or the teachings and doctrines of the ancient traditions. In the West,
our traces of meditation teachings and doctrines, while perhaps not ad,exy@ioevertheless

158



abundant, and are ultimately essential in the widening our understanding of esogasesuch,
Horace’s call for poetry to both teach and delight is not a urging for a pedalaaticism, but
rather recognizes the need for teachers, and the community of learningptbgtoal awareness
inspires and necessitates. Ecological singing is created out of the pleastaike in widened
awareness of fruit and flowers; such pleasure, while readily availabdeelg naive or void of
uncertainty and the grief of mortality. And so, garden poetry of ecologiggihgi might also
offer us a type of spiritual education. If we are seeking an analogue feeMidizarma,we
need only to turn to this tradition, exemplified by Horace, but by no means limitadhbin
relation, this dissertation also aims to both question and instruct the socia eimbedded in
ecopoetry, and the means by which such literature can facilitate thetivedibnsciousness
that ecology so urgently needs.
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August

Twelve Views of Ecopoetics

(On Mount Fuji & Blackbirds)

Amid cloudy mists,
in a second its view has changed
one hundred times.

-Basho

| don't know whether | believe in God or not. | think, really,

I'm some sort of Buddhist. But the essential thing is to put

oneself in a frame of mind which is close to that of prayer.
-Henri Matisse

The claims of yoga, nevertheless, are only as good as its
practice, regardless of any high-minded rhetoric surrounding
its teaching. The same is true for poetry, or any human activity
that aspires to grace.

-Stanley Plumly, “Lyric Yoga”

Before this dissertation took the form of a calendar and developed a nasfative
emergence into ecopoetic awareness, its form simply sought to presees aeiews of
ecopoetics. It is my sense that ecological thinking asks us to practicemlifieays of seeing—
and to sense that shifting perspective allows us to touch the infinite each tioekvet the
same thing and see how something about it has changed. Ultimately, a calendar, in dividing a
year, also allows us a series of views of the seasons that shape our lives. Ngybsts Are
ever quite the same, and perhaps it is in the identification of cyclical repé¢hitit we are able to
fully witness the inevitability of change. Calendars offer spatial reatafions of diurnal
awareness, and as their pages continue to turn, they connect us to a sense of temgetiahe
Narrative will necessarily emerge in our human lives, but the practice aplyialy perspective
is worth the work on the daily round. Such a practice ultimately encourages us to let our
narrative be impermanence—and eventually to be able to relinquish metaphmrmimage.

The Japanese artist Katsushikia Hokusai and his views of Mount Fuji offer a
paradigmatic example. Long before Hokusai, Fuji was a sacred site in Japaee-afpl
pilgrimage and deep spiritual resonance. According to art historian Rictiaed the idea of
diverse views of Fuji as an artistic subject goes back to the sixteenth cevritaryan
anonymous Zen monk composed a series of verses called “Eight Views of Fujideah&as
then picked up by the classical painter Kano Tanyu, which was probably part of Hekusai’
inspiration (Lane 188). In the T@&entury, Hokusai took it on in a radical way—producing
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dozens of images of the mountain and drawing attention to paradoxes between perrmadenc
impermanence. While Hokusai started with thirty-six views of Fuiji, his firgépt actually
contained forty-six. After the completion of his first set in 1833, he then continued wahla bl
and white sequel edition entitle@ne Hundred Views of Mount FujHokusai’s views of Fuji
were a part of his larger commitment to artistic creation as a diurrcdiggrand life-
commitment. Beyond Fuji and over the course of his life, Hokusai painted “well oxtgr thi
thousand designs, an average of at least one work for every day of his lomglifetigtane

276). As his abundant production suggests, Hokusai was an artist of boundless creativity,
devoted to producing images that suggest endless ways of seeing.

But it is Fuji for which Hokusai remains internationally famous; these day®rpas the
“Great Wave” and “Red Fuji” are commonly found on the walls of college studemisdor
borrowing his project’s title for her memaoir of her time teaching Ehgtislapan, Cathy
Davidson explains of Hokusai how “for all his exuberant zest for life, Hokusai was anhaly
In old age, he returned repeatedly to the subject of Mount Fuji, seeking to communicate
something of what the mountain represents in symbolic or metaphysical teravi&igon 2).
Whether or not he was a holy man, as an artist, Hokusai’s real genius enmrghsfsense of
framing; his positioning of Fuji in his prints is endlessly provoking in its crétiki the forty-
six wood-block prints, our perspective of Fuji is perpetually shifting. Irareviews, there are
people or animals juxtaposed with Fuji, while in others the perspective is offenedh the
mountain itself. As Hokusai sensed, the views of Fuji are ultimately infind@ gymbol of
“eternity and immutability,” Hokusai’s “poetic meditation on the mountacoisnected with a
spiritual quest” (Bouquillard 9). And as a paradoxical representation of thiemdiatween
change and constancy, Hokusai’s views of Fuji offer a poetic meditation ofmablo
significance. To look up at a constant mountain each day and to witness the wagsttoeleth
its surrounding landscape and the viewer’s position offers an exercise of meditadireness.
And to this day, on the train that runs between Tokyo and Kyoto, people regularly request
window seats on the right side of the train to catch a view of the mountain; whetioétloey
actually see it, they are still practicing a form of seeing that isnwisoent of Hokusai’s views.
Hokusai’s resonance is also traced outside of Japan, as the European impresstani&s be
interested in “varying and reinterpreting a single subject’—framiaggtibject “beneath
changing skies and from varying angles, to capture and reconstitute thesiopodsa fleeting
moment” (Bouquillard 8). We need only to think of Claude Monet’s haystacks and Cezanne’s
Mount St-Victoire to observe Hokusai's influence, as these artists alsotéedicair vision to
shifting perspective of a single subject.

Hokusai’s interest in the shifting presence of Fuji is indicative of atated perspective
that was shared by other Japanese artists. Basho in particular recogaigedi¢r and challenge
of representing the mountain:

Here, before my eyes, Mount Fuji stands steeply above the earth, toweasing int
the vast sky. As if the mountain is opening its cloud gates to welcome the sun
and the moon, wherever | turn, | see its magnificent face, and its beautiful
appearances change in myriad ways. [Facing Fuji,] poets could not produce

a fitting verse, talented writers would be out of words, and artists could only
put down their painting brushes. People say that there is a Holy Man living

on faraway Gushe Mountain. | wonder if he could compose a poem or draw a
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picture of Mount Fuiji.

Amid cloudy mists,
in a second its view has changed
one hundred times. (quoted in Kerkham 70)

In this passage, Basho draws attention to the “myriad ways” of facing Fuji@addording
representational challenge for both visual and verbal artists. And although Bashts exbti
humility in recognizing the ultimate impossibility of representing Fuji guloudy mists” that
are continually concealing and revealing the mountain, he did write a handful of haiku. dn Fuj
one of his more famous haiku, he writes:

Misty rain,
can't see Fuji
--interesting! (Hass 14)

This poem has long been subject of critical debate. Why is not seeing Fugtingg?dn

Basho’s 1% Century Japan, missing an opportunity to see Fuiji would have been disappointing, a
lost opportunity to witness a sacred presence. Robert Aitken reads the poemrag afetitle
moralistic teaching in line with Zen philosophy, in that “the purpose of Zen is trecperf of
character, and one fault of character, and one fault of character is the tetodeoicyfixed
expectations....Here we are in Shizuoka Prefecture—I expect to see Mour(@FyjiAs Aitken

offers, Basho’s subtle observation suggests that attachment to expectadens full acceptance

of what exists in the moment of perception. Not seeing Fuji is just as imgrastseeing Fuji,

as it offers another means of becoming aware of expectations and percéptawher haiku,

Basho offers reverence for the mountain as it is concealed and revealed:

Chilling autumn rains
curtain Mount Fuji, then make it
more beautiful to see (Hamill 27)

Basho’s genius lies in his acceptance of perception at the moment of compositienwAtes,
“when we observe calmly, we discover that all things have their fulfillfr{etatss 237). In this
haiku, the cold rains that might obscure the mountain also lend to its beauty in more than one
mode of perception, as both curtain and natural effect. Once again, what mattefiesghthe
impression of what presents itself, grounded in the acknowledgement that “the basis of a
change in the universe” (Hass 233). In relation, the condensed form of the haika offers
productive ground to frame movement as it manifests through a single perceptiortS As W
Merwin explains, Basho’s haiku might be thought of as “no-time manifesting it time
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Not static, as the unsympathetic Western reader might suppose. But dynamic
in the manner of a single frame of thought—an instant that is unique,
indivisible, and therefore whole. The flash itself, immeasurable in any time
whatever: no-time manifesting in time. So the moment of the haiku could

be said not to move but to be, totally, movement: that movement which,
because it is not relative, is inseparable from stillness (Aitken xiv).

As expression of movement itself, haiku composition presents an instance of temiaatak pa
balancing stillness and motion. Perhaps the greatest benefit of a meditapecpee in artistic
composition concerns the ways in which a beginner’s mind, or an acceptance of what is at t
moment, can yield endless creativity. As Zen master Shunryu Suzuki writdse ‘teginner's
mind there are many possibilities; in the expert's mind there are lfead quoted Matisse as an
epigraph to this chapter because he serves as an example of a Wastevh@sxplicitly
advocated a beginner’'s mind. Deeply influenced by Cezanne (who in turn wasdatiusy
Hokusai), Matisse was also an articulate writer, highly interested indHeof meditation in
relation to artistic creation. Over and over again in his writings, Matisse simptdhe
importance of cultivating a fresh impression. As he writes, “The effort needed thisgs
without distortion demands a kind of courage; and this courage is essential tosthevaatihas
to look at everything as though he were seeing it for the first time” (Flam 21&)other essay
he explains how, “I think that nothing is more difficult for a true painter than to painéa ros
since before he can do so, he has first to forget all the roses that were eeel’ fRlam 218).
As Matisse recognizes, “to see without distortion” is a type of meditatvie, wrhich is
practiced by ceaseless observation. And perhaps the best way to embody thissrtethod i
recognize it is more practice than method—more daily commitment than thabpesition. In
explaining his artistic process, Matisse also wrote that his “only method evksand
observation. | work all the time: weekdays and Sundays, Christmas and New d@arBut can
you call that a method? | see too many things to be able to commit myself to juéflane”
102). Through consistent devotion to work and observation, Matisse’s creative procedsemight
thought of as having a meditative quality. And whether or not he sat in silenceipggstiting
meditation, Matisse possessed a meditative awareness derived from lig pract

To witness a similar poetic play with perspective in American poetrganeurn to
Wallace Stevens’ “Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird,” although itckimg the medium
from painting to poetry, the emphasis on pure image is elided in favor of shiftingaaletor
perspectives. More than a series of poetic images, the arrangentanizatsn this poem asks
us to exercise different perceptual modes. Stevens also experimented wisicaecand
perspective shifting through verbal mediums in other poems, such as “Six Sighific
Landscapes” and “Like Decorations in a Nigger Cemetery,” where thiegament on the page
through roman numerals indicates a shifting perception of the same theme.

Connections between Wallace Stevens and meditation have been made before. In
particular, in his bookA Mind of WinterBevis argues that Wallace Stevens’ “asceticism is
meditative,” exemplified in poems like “The Snow Man” (Bevis 4). As Bevis engpjai
“Meditation, as | use the term, is a state of consciousness—that is, an e)geiamacnot
inherently an idea of any other linguistic, aesthetic, philosophical, ologigroposition....And
since the meditative state of consciousness is itself aconceptual, it has ptmbielation to any
of theories with which we must interpret and value it” (Bevis 4). As Bevis nbges, t
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“aconceptual” reality of meditation inhibits our theoretical access But Bevis does not focus
on poems like “Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird” in arguing that Stesensditative.
Rather, he positions Stevens’ meditative impulse against his imaginativg-seeguing that
the “impersonality” of Stevens’ work is what qualifies him as meditative.i&atéad of trying to
theorize an aconceptual and radically subjective experience, this disadntd sought to
discuss diverse literary practices that might facilitate such exper. It is my contention that
meditation is more productively theorized through thinking of it as a practice. Aambgoga
practitioner Stanley Plumly aptly writes, “The claims of yoga, needgss, are only as good as
its practice, regardless of any high-minded rhetoric surrounding itsnga¢Riumly 62).

In my own personal experience studying with various yoga and meditatabretsal
have heard meditation defined in terms of the following vocabulary: concentration, focus,
emptiness, absorption, flow, mindfulness, presence, creativity, and awararfeastdjali’'s
Yoga Sutrasmeditation is more specifically qualified in terms of different stages. donat
reach the final stagesamadhi—without working through the contingent seven other “limbs” of
yogic practice, which involve physical and mental disciplines, breath comtbhadily
health— in addition to the inner quiet and concentration we usually associate withtimedi
Throughout this dissertation | have tried to move away from our critical erspirapoetry as
meditation in favor of the poet as actively meditating. And as various chaptersuggested,
meditation need not be limited to impersonality or asceticism, but can also bkttabumg
relation to daily practice, breath-consciousness, gardening, shapingiietaghors, keeping a
notebook, writing a letter, nurturing intimate relations, and widening perspegtiwbdiever
means possible. It is these practices that sustain the infinite awateatessological thinking
demands. For these reasons, | find Stevens exemplifies a meditativaessarehis practice of
perspectivism just as much as in his inner impersonal quiet. In addition to seeking
representations of meditative states, we might also draw our attentionsmolexaf meditative
practice. As Stevens wrote, “Poetry has to be something more than a concepigomifd. It
has to be a revelation of nature. Conceptions are artificial. Perceptions assé(Blevens
904). The same could be said for meditation. And although Stevens explicitlgframe
perspectivism as part of the formal method of his poem, Dickinson shared a, shoiligh less
self-consciously arranged, awareness. The uncanny and reliable prefSeinde scatter
throughout her lexicon. To demonstrate the ways Dickinson exemplified a linguistic
perspectivism without formally framing it, consider the following arrang@rof thirteen
excerpts from her poems—"Thirteen Ways of Writing a Bird” by Emily Diskn:

I

A Bird, came down the Walk—
He did not know | saw—

He bit an Angle Worm in halves
And ate the fellow, raw (359)

.

In my Garden, rides a Bird
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Opon a single Wheel—
Whose spokes a dizzy music make
As ‘twere a travelling Mill— (370)

The saddest noise, the sweetest noise,
The maddest noise that grows,--

The birds, they make it in the spring,
At night’s delicious close (1789)

iv.

On my volcano grows the Grass

A meditative spot—

An acre for a Bird to choose

Would be the general thought— (1743)

V.

The Bird her punctual music brings
And lays it in it's place—

It's place is in the Human Heart

And in the Heavenly Grace— (1556)

Vi.

A Wind that rose though not a Leaf
In any Forest stirred—

But with itself did cold commune
Beyond the realm of Bird. (1216)

Vil.

At Half past Three

A Single Bird

Unto a silent sky

Propounded but a single term
Of cautious Melody. (1099)

viii.
If Bird the silence contradict
Or flower presume to show

In that low summer of the West
Impossible to know— (1741)
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iX.

Why Birds, a summer morning
Should stab my ravished Spirit
With Dirks of Melody

Is part of an inquiry

That will receive reply

When Flesh and Spirit sunder
In Death’s immediately— (1450)

X.

The Sun went down—no Man looked on—
The Earth and | and One

A nameless Bird—a Stranger

Were Witness for the Crown— (1109)

Xi.

Out of sight? What of that?

See the Bird—reach it!

Curve by Curve—Sweep by Sweep—
Round the Steep Air—

Danger! What is that to Her?

Better ‘tis to fail—there—

Than debate—here— (733)

Xii.

The “Bird within the Hand”
Superior to the one

The “Bush” may yield me

Or may not—

Too late to choose again. (1021)

Xiii.
Further in summer than the Birds—
Pathetic from the Grass—

A minor Nation celebrates
It's unobtrusive Mass. (895)

As | have suggested throughout this dissertation, there is a sense that e&ibkins®n uses a
word, she redefines it in terms of syntax and context. | chose these excerptchese bas
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Dickinson'’s bird flies in and out the frame, it crosses with other terms of densphoectity. In
the case of these thirteen views, the bird crosses with the stranger, ththbdaatg, the garden,
the winter, and the self-reflexive space of the lexicon. In a sense, tmgenrant of excerpts is
indicative of the ways in which Dickinson is ecological—in that her poetic projisats her
readers a series of syntactical views of different words and experienceser8uitleave it up to
my reader to as an exercise in ecopoetic thinking to explore the relations—and dercansi
least a dozen views of a word and see what they teach udadpasds relation.

In the material manuscript of this dissertation, | have included photograpltotopny
each chapter. These images, in my mind, offer a visual correspondence to thetuatetach
of each chapter. In “February” | discussed how, at the edge of metaphor, we rmeggé énto
pure image—and that pure image has the possibility to harbor the full reacimginhigtaphor,
without needing to make the connection explicit. Rather, images, although lydrafaked,
present themselves and ask the one receiving them to fill in the second tezratiggra
profound intimacy between writer and reader. This is part of the reason why, indhshfpter,
| turned to visual artists to locate analogous examples of meditative @eaesstistic creation.

In extending my emphasis praxisfurther, what follows is two literary experiments.
The first experiment offers twelve views of the dissertation, removingdttachment to the
months of the year, in favor of offering a dozen portraits of the image at theheach
chapter. My full awareness of these precise words emerged only toward the gnavritimg,
and if | continue revising this chapter, | would like to further experiment with mieictieal and
emotional associations with each of these terms. The second literary exppennaeges from a
project | started in late February of 2012, where | committed to writingka lkach day for one
year, in order to more intimately familiarize myself with the form. Beed was finding
increasing interest in the meditative component of the haiku tradition, | decided to dina
explore the form’s parameters. And because my own personal yogic meditatiocepgsadriven
by allegiance to daily discipline, | have emphasized those qualities here tivkn any idealized
state or representation of what meditation or haiku-writing might be, Itfingpprtant to
understand it as a daily practice, which through time reveals itself iaanyays. In terms of
the haiku, more than any other guidance, | continue to try and stay close to Basts's-that
“when you are composing a verse, let there not be a hair’'s breadth separatingngbfrom
what you write. Quickly say what is in your mind; never hesitate a momdass(234). My
haiku are often more aphoristic than imagistic—and they do not always follovedtgotmal
guideline of referencing the time of year. The gradual process of begamare of the
seventeen syllable arrangement has, perhaps most importantly, created tosme to
continue thinking through the rich relationship between metaphor and image, not to mention the
world of poetic form. It is my hope that these literary experiments, asawélle photographs,
will offer my reader additional views of ecopoetics. Because ecopoetits Haswith creative
scale elongations, the work concerns a life-commitment—and such commitnecotdyar
fulfilled on a diurnal basis. Such projects necessarily ask for humility andnatemi. Hokusai
famously explained his own sense of the artistic practice as lifecpmjthe following words:

From the age of six | had a penchant for copying the forms of things, and

from about fifty my pictures were frequently published. Until the age of
seventy, nothing | drew was worthy of notice. At seventy-three years,

was somehow able to fathom the growth of plants and trees, and the structure
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of birds, animals, insects and fish. Thus when | reach eighty years, | hope to
have made increasing progress, and at ninety to see further into the ugderlyin
principles of things, so that at one hundred years | will have achieved a divine
state in my art, and at one hundred and ten, every dot and every stroke will be
as though alive (gtd. in Machotka 213).

The scale of Hokusai’'s commitment is indicative of the perspectivisnhéhgenerated
as an artist. Zen Master Dogen wrote that “To study the Way is to studsifiite study the self
is to forget the self, to study the self is to awaken to the ten thousand things” (qtahiinekdiy
Nine Gates140). The “ten thousand things” is a common expression in Buddhist and Taoist
writings and refers to the infinite plentitude of what the world presents. Toanmnidéku a day
for ten thousand days would take roughly 27 years. As mentioned in “September,” Ko Wn final
let Ten Thousand Liveg with about 4000 poems—a process that took him between 25 and 30
years from conception to completion. Perhaps, somewhere in his mind, he was able to undertake
the scale of his project by making it a daily practice—to write 10,000 poems atthefmne
each day would take between 25 and 30 years. Similarly, if | continued writinguegiaaih day
for the next 30 years, | might be able to more confidently speak of the meditativefwhe
genre. For now, all | can do is offer, in Basho’s words once again, “mere scragpeoffoom
the “writing desk’—what haiku finally are, after the absorption at the instazdroposition. As
the work of Hokusai, Basho, Matisse, Stevens, Dickinson, and Thoreau shows us, thexgsis alw
a fresh impression—there “is no end to the essence.” And so, the ecocriticacdlens
another page. The ecopoetic project never ends.

168



the calendar

The frame the boundary the project the edge. The project projects beyond thecatge bme
keeps moving. We need not understand time to sense this. We know it without needing to say.
We know our lives are years are seasons are months are weeks are days ats.Days

follow days like words follow words. But should the line break? Where to punctuate? Where t
pick up the pen and to let the ink stream across the page? Where to stop? We live in the boxes
and the space of each day. The space of each moment. The pages keep turning, mantbs slide
months, years exhale in years. Meditation concerns elongation. From Paumanek, wée

born, leaves of grass streaming through my blood. This season and this climatéy Emd its
citizens. Whitman was never finished. Whitman was always singing. Whithesar you

singing. Dickinson—I hear you breathing. Thoreau, | see you minding the fielthguand

troping until the page turns once more. The calendar brings us back to the day. Eachtloiay. T
day. Right now.

the notebook

The gift of prolificy. The space of therapy. Endless afternoons and journeys moettieri To be
young and uncertain and on a train alone in a foreign land, but to have a notebook. With a
notebook one is safe in expression and uncertainty. With a notebook, one might practice. One
might make writing a daily practice. This is the first work. This is the wolgk. Live it and let it
anchor your body to your mind each day. Let it let you come from the heart.@aélthemorning.
Write each evening. Write to work through. Write to work with. Write the play of the
preposition. Write to practice. Write as your refuge. Write in your notebook, moming b
morning and season by season. Write without caring if the work will live beyond yoe. Writ
without attachment. Write knowing it matters not if the notebook is burned. Write begaws
can. Write for the pleasure of ink and letters and cursive and swirls. Write atggkunWrite the
shape of the sunlight on the page. Write to see the self and the season. Write tsedémnttie
season. Write in the notebook. Write in this notebook. Know this is your masterpiece.

the stranger

Everything worth knowing can’t be known. But how to say this? And what does it do? O thank
you dear Emily—dear haunted houses and deep wells. Emily of infinity, poetess ofghe oce
Emily so uncanny. Emily of ecology and not nature. You speak the inner wisdom: The enore w
know the less we know. But what does this feel like? And what does it mean? Dear Dickinson,
it's you who are strange. You who are so strange and so brilliant—you makelrsaféein not-
knowing. So strange and so close—so infinite indeed. | watch the robins out the window—their
mechanical motions. Snapping worms in half and darting back. Dear Emily, | thyok of

watching them and wondering about difference—internal and unknowable. Dear Enaty, w
would it be look to look you in the eyes? Your wide eyes. Your elephant eyes.
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the winter

It will be a difficult winter, but then spring will come. When someone we love leaxeseturn

to the foreign land where we were born. We know this. We know this is real. The words become
simple, often one syllable. Words like heartbreak, death, loss, grief. They blanketdbespe.

We keen, we cry, we mourn. The colorless land of lamentation. No project is comhetat w

it. No life is real without it. And so, we learn how to breathe. We learn how to let go. We
relinquish illusion. We find our heart’s perfect analogy in the cold. We come inesm dep.

We remember spring. We remember the summer in our hearts. We have faitloming. But

the body makes its own heat, if you keep moving and go walking. The deeper thegtierin
deeper the breath, the more necessary the stride. Only loss is cert@nn&aiid letting go.

We walk through winter and survive.

the field

Meditating on the field. Meditating in the field. Meditating on anything wideghepares us.
Shoveling dirt. Making it work that works. Inhale and plunge, exhale and lift. Those who work
the earth—with and on and through—by and for and because of. What is your field—the one
that lies deep in your heart? | see the field of my childhood—my grandfathefispdot of

string beans in Levittown. He gives me a brown paper bag—he says to go and pick beans in the
bean field. | see another field in the Piemonte. We squat for hours, crates of greeartoka

beans the color of butter. And just yesterday, we picked a plot of earth with sun desall si

Beyond the weeds | see our summer happiness and our autumn harvest. Bueftestdim in.

Inhale and plunge. Exhale and lift. Time for steady work. Time for time ifiglte Time for

time at the ocean. Another field. An opening and expanse. A place for whatmommges.

the garden

The thing about the garden is that once you start thinking it you can’t unthink it and wiay woul
you want to? And if we have the bean field, then we have the delicacy of care. A belansfis

not always a bonsai tree or an orchid, a rose garden, or perennials on the edge whataur cl

The garden is a place to allow hearts to open. Care, love, sustenance—the forcanaf life
acceptance. Gardening teaches us to love and to care and to work. It is also thednost f
pedagogical metaphor; it appears in guidance for meditation practitedibiny relationships,

for ecological sustainability and for education. It is also a place to deltivea self—thdaortus
conclusus-the center of soulA space for desire—archetypal, eternal. Paradise is on the side of
a hill, near the sea, in Southern Italy. Terraced with lemons and thick with pluismstithat

hard to find, but easier when taken by the hand of someone who knows the way. Gardens are
endless. Gardens know only growth, decay, and more growth. Gardens are amdiigssiens

do not fail. Even when they fail.
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the heart

This is the one on flowers and yoga. On blossoms and breaking open. This one does not deny
depth and resilience. This is the one that celebrates beauty and senses how eathvenome
begin again. The space where we can use the word unabashedly and with convictipac&he s
for warriors with warrior hearts. What matters most and what never stopsir lordaking they
become more capable. This is the place for tears and opening. This is thaulmerdbility. For

the center—the yoking. The heart is a flower, a lotus flower. The heast floaer that

opens—and closes. This is the one that matters most. The one of words like grage |owalit

In Japaneskokora In Italiancuore The core, the center, the strength. This is the one | take
away. The work here is to not be ashamed of this word. Rather, to start from it. thkismy

one.

the lexicon

| owe my dissertation to Emily Dickinson’s lexicon and the Emily Dickinsexi¢con. She too

loved lexicons—Shakespeare’s in particular. A lexicon is a catalogue of woddgyraa poet,

the words shape the landscape of thought. In spending time with a poet’s lexicotemee
enormous intelligence. We enter the kingdom of her heart—and touch the boundaries that show
us how wide her desire reaches and how deep her soul resounds. If we believe in worgls and se
how they tremor in infinite relation as we touch them, then we might dance in a lexiocon. A
writer’s first allegiance is to language. She sees how what is reatbalwith the range and
precision of language. Dickinson, as poet of definition, spent her life in the reaclgsatidn.

A poet of internal difference—a soul aware of her breath—her poems were born fromseer se

of spirit. She gave her life to her craft and it is our fortune to be able to widen our trese o
English language through the arrangements she left behind. There are no footnages in tr
poetry. Only bowing down to grace. Dear Emily of cordial caterpillansstant Carlo, and

Caspian choirs. Dear Dickinson—abashed—abated—abbreviated. You are my boundless
baccalaureate—and I, your bagatelle biographer. Thank you dear Emjuidlexicon—thank

you for the faith in a new figuration.

the letter
Dear Reader,

| write letters because they make me feel like I'm not alone. | write them lvam alone and it

is a way of not being alone. This time | spend writing to you is time | spend with you. Your
presence in my life entices me to open mine. | write letters because theyalsmalto thank
you—for reading with a curious heart. Letters offer a venue to speak openly, with dseutdes
candor. | write letters because | love opening the mailbox. Letters, if they coméérbeart,

might learn how to sing. Letters are your subjectivity meeting mine. They are ris@rafaitc

Given more time and another draft | might find a way of making these words more precise. But
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for now, please know | believe in ecology and meditation and letters. | love them because they
end with another word that means so much—sincerity.

Sincerely,
jlc

the breath

To keep going even when it feels as though we can’t. There is no image for the-hmelgt

going inward and release. There are no words for the breath. There is onlgdgr&dnly
awareness. Only this: breathing-Hmere—breathing out-now.Close your eyes dear reader.

Turn your attention to your breath. Inhal@m. Exhalefree. The spirit, the life force, the soul.

Only you can know this. Only you know what these words mean. Only you can controk releas
surrender. Only you can allow your breath to guide you and calm you. Only the ¢aadéet

you go deeper—go wider. Inhdiere.Exhalenow.

the song

In Calabria there is the heavy scent of orange blossom. It feels like ¢hm¢mnfeels to me.
Familiar. Familiar enough for this to be a type of home. Part of me always todn in Italy,
though what | found there | brought back: the kitchen garden and the dinner table. Morning
coffee withbiscotti. A pear and a carving knife. A pieceate for daily greens and a
passegiattafter dinner. Every journey to Italy is a journey to fruit. The fruit is nothirigout

the feeling of day’s work—and often better when there is laughter and shadihnérsom. Even
better when there are wildflowers and dragonflies. At night, | dream of obdoggoms. | dream
of the Sabine farm. We pick tomatoes and make sauce. We cut basil and make pesto. We cut
grapes and make wine. This is the daily rhythm that pulls me. In gratitude ared praisng

and celebration. This middle way does not deny these steady pleasures. Vdgrddrece,
something is sanctified. | don’t have the right words—but | do have some images. A
wheelbarrow and a sloping field. Chicory and mallow. Shade from the little oleieHogace
teaches how we don't need Italy. We need not worry about tomorrow. We need acgeptance
gratitude, and song. Horace shows us how this life is the only life. This life isdldifg. This
life is the one worth living. This life is the song.

the blackbird

We were camped in view of Fuji for days before catching a glimpse of her—etiisdhieavy

and streaming—edges slipping in and out of view. But finally, she was revealed &rus. H
shadow on the cabbage field at five in the morning—Ilight in august and the graceisihthe

sun. And then the next day we climbed to the top and saw her another way—her shadow on the
earth—our shadows on the crater. That week | was supposed to be presenting at the Emily
Dickinson Society conference in Oxford, but because | had fallen in love, | had folloyved m

lover to Fuji, where | fell in love again—with him and this place so far. By Fuijt tfese to
Dickinson—to eternity and infinity—to weariness and readiness and risk beyorihefemy
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imagining. Here was intimacy. Here was the broken heart opened to the ssummidere was
getting over by going through. We hiked to the top of a sacred volcano and saw the sun set
behind her—her massive shadow extending beyond the horizon. And then the next day, as | sat
watching the mountain with morning coffee, | understood Hokusai in another way. Weérere
an infinite amount of views of this mountain—of the stillness and steadiness of a mdurgain.
a perfect paradox in which to breathe. In Stevens the blackbird keeps moving. In Hblkusai, t
world keeps moving while Fuji stays still. It's the same lesson: infielegion. Sometimes

we’re the blackbird and sometimes we watch her flying. And each time wessithe motion of
a blackbird—each time we look toward Fuji and perceive a different frame—ewwiag our
ecology. This is the ecopoet’s practice, and whether the medium is words pspeinseeing
never ceases. Ecology has to do with diversity and multiplicity. It has to doeggative
capability and compassion. Ecology has to do with imagination and empathy. Elcatotpydo
with rapture—with creativity—with comfort in more than one view.
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(the calendar)

A haiku a day:
cure for the solitary
scholar’s winter blues.

The wild writer
found a form that made the work
like washing dishes.

These seventeen sounds
save me each evening from this
lingering winter.

Snow boots and rain coats,
the two ladies keep walking;
they don’t miss a day.

If you love it, it
shouldn’t be hard to defend,
write, need defending.

The haiku project
is hardest in spring—this mad
color—silencing.

Ten chapters released
save beginning and the end
she’s still holding on.

His iphone reminds
him to keep busy—filling
in all those boxes.

The poet-critic
writes the days of the week
all days of the week.

Certain heaviness
with these final pages—
years with this project.

A Lit PhD:

First you read, then think and mourn—
then you write and write.
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Long steady road since
‘Intro to Shakespeare’—freshman
in love with feeling.

(the notebook)

The open notebook
the wine—the kitchen table:
Not a masterpiece.

Not a diary
since leap year when it became
a haiku notebook.

First day of spring
Basho thinks of autumn’s end—
| think of summer

A writer on a train
watching spring begin, wonders
If she’s a poet.

After an hour
with the notebook—she smiles, feels
a little lighter.

Now she doesn’t run
to the notebook—now that its
the diurnal round.

The lucky project
finds a form—just as the days
reach and elongate.

Streamed with pink ink and
Two feet high off the floor—the
proud pile of drafts.

Though she abandons
narrative, she still needs the
notebook to shape self.

Haiku fit so well
in evenings, in margins, in
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(the stranger)

calendar boxes.

The desire of
the critic to write of plums—
to be a poet.

S0 many pages:
lists, loves, tears—dear notebooks:
sixty-five volumes.

The robin’s sharp eye
darts to the dirt, the worm,
to us, to nowhere.

A thousand blackbirds
swarming and searching—no wind
Sky of one color.

Though its been many
years, he’s still a mystery—
lovely, lost to me.

Crocus heads retreat
even baby ones seem scared
two days with no sun.

Many funerals
these days—cancer, accidents.
Fear is also strange.

The cardinal’s eyes
like a raccoon’s—two circles
ringing, in bright day.

Is it me? Is it

you? Who am I? What are you?
The strange strange stranger.
How figural! The
bumblebee—until she stings:
itching leg for days.

May can’'t decide
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to be the beauty she is—
or hide: weeks of clouds.

He’s driving, smiling.
She feels heaviness and hopeless:
A relationship.

One unknown to the
family—Dear Emily,
| too—understand.

Lilac in April
Haiku swallowed—the season,
this dissertation.

(the winter)

She sobs into night
the woman who tries so hard:
a day without poems.

How it breaks my heart
to hear her breathing struggle—
my mom too gets old.

Longest day so far
winter wind storming to spring
the sun still shining.

Though she can stand on
her hands—she still feels like a
seed—barely past frost.

The listless writer
waits for afternoon sun to
flood her studio.

Coming from the North

the fierce wind battles the shore
makes space between us.
Winter wind is back

just in time to remind buds

they opened too soon.

People are worried
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(the field)

with this strange weather, though spring
flowers always fall.

Winter haikus—so
hard to write! Save when the world
is hushed snowy white.

Closing in—the end—
last words to be a haiku
of a long winter.

Through eyes of the sick
the daffodils are fading:
spring too can be cruel.

The old ones count their
years in winters—it’s not a
year without winter.

As seedlings break through
the metaphors are springing
from earth, from image.

Words like bright marbles.
Metaphor is always here
even when it's not.

After the rain storm
the baby lettuces shine—
seem doubled in size.

The writer's hands look
like the farmer’'s—stained, calloused,
a day in the field.

Oceans as far as
one can see—as wide as self;
apt analogy.

Dinner on the table

waiting for him to return:
his day in the field.
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(the garden)

On the first of May
they stake their plot—dreaming of
summer tomatoes.

The blank page offers
space for sutras and seeds—beds
for letters and love.

Yellow beaks, white ducks
blue kiddy pools, red barn—paint
the field of dark mud.

So eager pulling
those weeds until the sting—that
field belongs to bees.

My field? Poetry,
ecology, the present:
all things infinite.

An old English word,
In opposition to the
wood: flat and wide earth.

The kale being thinned
is delighted in new space
planted in moonlight.

The shell falls away
metaphor crosses itself
warm light, enlightened.

On his hands and knees
saving sweet baby lettuce
bathed in full moonlight.

A banana peel
no more a banana peel:
rather, this compost.

Rock on top of rock

placed and secured—he’s shaping
the Buddha’s shrine.
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(the heart)

The garden readies
to double—finally—spring
rain in this spring draught.

Though happy here
Paradise exists up there—
ltalia—Ravello.

In Calabria
the roses—heavy and full
today—one year since.

To honor their love
he arranges rocks, plants sedge rows
shapes this earth she loves.

The Buddha statue
watches baby lettuces
watching leaves emerge.

In guarding these plants
he guards his home, family
village and island.

The garden with its
defeats and bumble bees—still
perfect metaphor.

Daffodils parade.
The scholar sheds her schooling
Opens her heart, sings.

Next to sun and moon
so close, till death do them part:
Mars and Venus shine.

To be a poet
of Paumanok—ijust walk, then
love this broken shore.

Wear the bee necklace
because of essence—Dear Miss
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(the lexicon)

buzzing Emily.

Really, all letters
are love letters—you can't talk
of love without heart.

Think how it never
stops pumping—the resilient
core—the human heatrt.

He comes home with red
chard for his lover's garden:
she loves bright color.

The teacher said, “Do
the 18 century, you
can speak of the soul”

The woman with the
transplanted heart gives birth while
twenty doctors watch.

To dissertate—or
to speak from the heart? Or, to
argue for the heart?

Scarlet begonias
circle the stone shrine—she plants
Buddha a red scarf.

The last bleeding heart
petal has fallen, its tears
now nurture the earth.

A dissertation?
Discourse? A garden? A school?
This swift lexicon?

You can deconstruct
so then you can reconstruct
how deconstructive!

Etymology:
the true sense and the essence
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(the letter)

beyond history.

Thelogosof my
oikosis flush with flowers
spring, summer, and song.

Quotation marks—or
italics. Self-reflexive
dictionary.

Why do they call these
patient pastel shade-loving
flowers impatient?

Wallace Stevens’ words:
Imagination, cockatoo
poem, reality.

Do the PhD
to learn the forms and words—then
plant the seeds in verse.

Three more notebooks. Three
strangers. Two winters. Eight fields.
Three hearts and five songs.

Even here there is
language—pure expression:
yoga asana.

A rose, an estate
estatas the summer—
bees of Sicily.

Let my history
be letters, words, silence—pure
etymology.

Dear dear Emily
| love you because of March
and uncertainty.
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Dear My Committee,
| hope you don’t mind these—they
are my therapy.

Dear dear mom and dad
thank you so—one thousand times
you give me strength, breath.

Dear Henry David
you've carried me through years—through
the bean field at dawn.

Dear Wild Walt: Though
you left, did you ever leave
our home—Huntington?

Emily, after
| finish this essay, I'll
take you to the beach.

Dear bell hooks—you turn
the cold ivory tower
into a garden.

Dear Vincent Van Gogh
Irises, Almond branches—
pulsing sunflowers.

Dear Prof Tim Morton:
You get there first. | get there
later—purple ink.

Dear Jane—thank you for
your world of words—planted in
the field of the heart.

Dear Walt—you had a
pony. | have a Honda.
We both get around.

Dear RPH—your

words guide me: Not in nature
but in relation.
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(the breath)

Stretching the muscles
is easier today—spring lungs
taking, making, more.

Make time for sitting
guiet—ten minutes each day:
what all teachers say.

After morning class
with the beloved teacher
it's spring, all smiles.

Bliss is but bliss—
Thank you Em for the lines
And breath is but breath.

The margins and dashes
Between words, letting them be—
nothing without breath.

Dickinson inhales
draws deep-then pauses and holds
what Whitman exhales.

Breadth: a measure of
width—so, a soul’s breadth exhales
in infinity.

As the ladies breathe
longer, deeper, their bodies
melt into the earth.

Moving from mourning
to meditation; morning
breathing, letting go.

The stomach fills first

then chest up to clavicle.
Then let it all go.
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(the song)

She sits quietly
this morning—breathing morning
cherry blossoms breath.

There is no image
for the breath—only lilac
filling memory.

Escarole and beans
parmesan cheese, your lover
twinkle, candlelight.

Patsy Cline singing
while Magnolia petals
snow the blessed earth.

These five syllables
are enough space for summer’s
fruit—her fullest song.

Cracks of salt glimmer
in olive oil—candles keep
March lions at bay.

Singing is far more
natural when the sun shines—
when May sheds her clouds.

A rainbow in praise
of the soul—the sound of the
bold harmonium.

Waiting in the fridge
to toast the last draft—bottle
of chilledprosecco

Supercalifra
gilisticexpiali
docious. Atrocious!

Fruit not forbidden!
At the Ciao Bella Café
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strawberries are song.

Watching evening light
fall on your smiling lover—
now—here—this—heaven.

The work never ends
Do a good day’s worth—then cease
relax and give thanks.

The happy voices
of children in the park—and
birds in the new leaves.

(the blackbird)

Haiku teaches those
who think too much to be brief:
the world turns bud green.

Fuji is an image
changing—then—unchanging—so
deep within my heart.

The happy crow is
splashing away—way too big
for that small bird bath.

The present slips once
more—Ilight bestows another
matchless impression.

Two deer sit under
the tree, on top of a sea
of cherry blossoms.

Color over form

fuchsia is all | see—this
ancient azalea.

Matisse saywork—

color, expressionandprayer.
Matisse sayspringtime

That steady blackbird
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just circumnavigated
the ancient mountain.

Are red and yellow
the pure, real thing? Are they just
light—or metaphor?

The wise ones speak of
the thousand ways to God—while
not selling you theirs.

Clouds veiling Fuiji
Unveiling—nblackbird appears
disappears, appears.

He draws the mountain

each day for thirty long years
he loves the mountain.
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Appendix

The following figures are photographs were taken with a 35mm camera. Intdrgama
manuscript of the dissertation, the photographs were fixed to different colored pagensed
to introduce their corresponding chapters. As | explain in “August,” these snoffge a visual
correspondence to the intellectual reach of each chapter. Although the saxdwelor is
somewhat lost in this format, they might still be thought of as providing yet anogweofi
ecopoetics.

Figure 1. “contents”
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Figure 2. “the calendar”
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Figure 3. “the notebook”
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Figure 4. “the stranger”
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Figure 5. “the winter”
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Figure 6. “the field”
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Figure 7. “the garden”
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Figure 8. “the heart”
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Figure 9. “the lexicon”
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Figure 10. “the letter”
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Figure 11. “the breath”
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Figure 12. “the song”
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Figure 13. “the blackbird”

210



