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for Margaret, Anne-Marie and Nicholas

Emotion is the chief source of all 
becoming-conscious. There can be 
no transforming of darkness into 
light and of apathy into movement 
without emotion.
— Carl Jung

Do not leave my hand without light.
— Marc Chagall, Interview
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Foreword

Goethe’s famous dying phrase, “More light!” has been 
a puzzling inspiration to my life and to these poems. I 
have been trying for many years and in many places to 
understand the multiple kinds of light in the world and 
the multiple kinds of darkness, and the relationship of 
poetry to both. All of these poems reflect this theme 
in one way or another, if not explicitly. This is only 
another way of saying that the poems, like all of our 
lives, are part of our search for meaning. 

Poetry has been my biggest passion in life. Another 
passion has been the art of typography and book 
design, and as a publisher and book designer I have 
produced hundreds of books, of all kinds, for others. 
I finally decided to put my passions together and 
design this book myself. For good reasons, this is not 
a common practice, and I avoided it as long as possible, 
but at last I decided to be honest about my passions 
and put both of them forth together. I hope that the 
reader will delight in the typography and design of this 
book as well as in the poems. As Robert Bringhurst 
demonstrated, these two passions arise from similar 
impulses. They are both ποίησις, a making.

Poetry and typography are both lifelong arts, and 
after many years of pursuing each of them, I realize I 
am still only at the beginning. I hope the reader will 
forgive me that, but I also hope the reader will find 
some new kinds of light here.
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The Boys with the Fiddler Crabs

The boys follow each other 
like one season following another, 
and I follow the boys, 
searching in sand while the tide 
sweeps out, 
pulling up fiddler crabs 
one after another.

They throw them into buckets, 
pieces of earth and 
pieces of light.

They file under a bridge

and I still follow them. 
Behind me the girls look on 
from a distance.
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Out of Rain

The chickadees and the towhees 
come out to sit 
on the wet oak twigs 
and the dripping blueberry bushes, 
and shake their tails 
and move their tiny megaphone 
beaks as they always did.

My father died before we were ready.

I’ve planted potatoes. 
I hope the rain will end.
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Fumbling in the Light

There are many kinds of darkness, 
and many kinds of death, 
but poetry is not one of them.

It is difficult to get the news from poems, 
said Williams.

There are many ways of  
fumbling in the dark 
and dying. 
Someone is thinking of another way 
this very moment.

The poetry of earth is never dead, 
said Keats.

It is the only way we have of 
fumbling in the light.
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Strawberries

The strawberries are as 
delicious as fire.

With milk and honey 
they are like a lover,

mad, wild, foolish, 
full of glee,

spotted, smooth,  
sweet, a childish wine.

I bought them beside the road 
from a Vietnamese farmer.

I tasted one and then 
went back to his counter

and picked out two 
more baskets.

He ducked  
behind a wall

and quietly pulled 
two extra of his best strawberries

and placed them on top 
of my baskets

where I had to hold them on 
with my thumbs. 


