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Introduction 

 
 
The poems and monographs included in this collection were written over a period of three decades.  
They represent poetic ways to allow the animals, stones, particles and plants to tell their stories.  
Together these pieces weave a tapestry of the billions of years of creativity that have pervaded and 
enlivened Planet Earth. 
 
These poems are written in the spirit of Thomas Berry, a Greensboro native and global citizen, who 
taught others how to listen to the story of the Universe as a whole and to each particle and creature in 
particular.  ά¢ƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΣέ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜȄǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƻƴǘŜȄǘέΦ  In each poem, parts of the 
whole tell their own story, express their own hopes and fears and illumine for the listener, in their own 
way, a glimpse of how the past unfolds into the future through each specific place in space and point in 
time. 
 
In presenting these pieces, the author hopes that others, too, will hear the myriads of voices that ring 
out with stories of beauty, awe and wonder.  The initial attempts, herein, to give humble expression to 
the perspectives of the inexpressible, are also intended to inspire others with the courage to put into 
word, art and song the still small voices which often go unheeded. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
People are encouraged to share this publication and to refer to it in other documents.  Kindly include 
the footers in all copies, and reference the source of this information when quoting this in other 
documents.  A regularly updated electronic version of this document can be downloaded from 
www.EmergingEcology.org/Documents/VoicesThruTime.pdf. 
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Stepping Stones on ¢ƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΩǎ WƻǳǊƴŜȅ ǘƻ bƻǿ 
 

14 billion years ago:  Time, space, matter and energy took on individual, yet related, identities.  The 
Universe as we know it began to unfold. 
 
12 billion years ago:  Stars began to form within the galactic clouds, some eventually erupted in 
cataclysmic supernova. 
 
5 billion years ago:  In the debris from countless supernova, our Sun, Earth and the other planets 
congealed and began their rotational dance. 
 
4 billion years ago:  In the seas of Planet Earth, life began. 
 
500 million years ago:  Life forms developed wood cells which allowed them to store water within 
themselves and withstand the pull of gravity on land. 
 
250 million years ago:  Dinosaurs roamed the land while fish filled the seas.  The Appalachian Mountains 
were formed when the African and North American land masses collided. 
 
60 million years ago:  Trees with nuts and plants with flowers overtook the ferns; mammals replaced 
the dinosaurs on land. 
 
2 million years ago:  In the savannahs of Africa, bipedal creatures flourished on the forest boundaries; 
then began a journey across the Planet. 
 
15,000 years ago:  Humans crossed the Bering Straits to begin the humanization of the Americas. 
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Toward a Contemporary Cosmology 

ς A brief history 
of the Universe 

 
Lƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘǳŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŎǊƻ ǇƘŀǎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΩǎ 

development, I described three stages in a Guide to the 
Universe Story that I printed in 1999 when Thomas Berry 

dedicated a Universe Story Walk on our property.  
More recently, I grouped the 14 one-billion year 

phases into seven steps, each with a two-word title.  
Thus, put succinctly, you can tell the whole story 
of the unfolding of the Universe by saying: 
 
άThe Universe has embarked on three great 
endeavors during which it accomplished 
monumental feats on its 14 billion-year 
journey into complexity-consciousness.  
During the First Great Endeavor, the Universe 
focused on Turning Rampant Energy into 
Coherent Matter .  It spent about two billion 
years Coalescing Clouds of gaseous matter.  
The 2nd two billion years, saw the emergence 
of an abundance of Exploding Stars.  For its 
Second Great Endeavor, the Universe focused 

on Turning Coherent Matter into Creative 
Systems.  In the 3rd two-billion-year period, the 

Foundational Principles emerged (differentiation, 
communion and autopoiesis) that ensured its long-

term vitality.  During the 4th two-billion-year period, 
Complex Building Blocks encompassed an Other 

World of mystery, care and compassion.  Finally, in its 
Third Great Endeavor, the Universe has been working on 

Turning Creative Systems into Symbolic Consciousness.  
The first stage in this task, the 5th two-billion years, involved 

creating a Life-Giving Platform with eight planets and a host of 
other objects around a mid-sized star.  In the 6th period, 

particularly on Planet Earth, the Universe 
Harnessed Energy giving it bodily form.  Now, in 
the 7th two-billion-year epoch, all citizens of the 
21st Century are helping birth Embodied 

Consciousness with self-reflective capacities ΧŀƴŘ 
the future awaits.έ 

 
 
 
Through Three Portals (F. Nelson Stover, 2014), presents a cosmology of an emerging Universe.  The book 
goes on to describe how this perspective informs and shapes the decisions and actions in diverse aspects 
ƻŦ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΩǎ Řŀƛƭȅ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘΣ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǎ ƳŜǘŀǇƘƻǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ 
realiǘȅΩǎ ǇŜǊǾŀǎƛǾŜ ƴǳƳƛƴƻǳǎ ŀǎǇŜŎǘǎΦ 
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Holding On 
{A story of collegiality surviving transformation.} 

 
 

{ǘŜƭƭŀǊ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƛƭƪȅ ²ŀȅΩǎ ǿƛǎǇȅ ǎǇƛǊŀƭǎ 
 /ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ ¢ƛŀƳŀǘΩǎ ŘŜŜǇ ǎŜŀǘŜŘ ǳƴǊŜǎǘ 
 !ǎ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΩǎ фth billion-year birthday rolled around. 
 
¸Ŝǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƘȅŘǊƻƎŜƴ ŀǘƻƳ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ¢ƛŀƳŀǘΩǎ ŦƛŜǊȅ ŎƻǊŜ 
 Felt the unbearable pressure and the unfathomable heat 
 From the incessant churning of her atomic consumption. 
 

A and B, two visionary hydrogen atoms with heightened sensitivities, 
 IŀŘ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ¢ƛŀƳŀǘΩǎ ǊƻƛƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊ 
 And periodically had experienced the thrill of atomic interaction. 
 
Tiamat tried as hard as she could to maintain her flaming equilibrium. 
 She used everything fissionable to feed her blazing fires, 
 Thus trying to support her increasing mass. 
 
Eventually, the time came when even her best efforts remained inadequate. 
 Wild pandemonium reigned as the massive core fell in upon itself 
 Obliterating most existing patterns and relationships in a cosmological twinkling. 
 
Temperatures soared beyond bearable limits. 
 Atomic nuclei fused into massive associations 

Forming copper, gold, uranium, zinc and other essential metals and gasses. 
 
The energy waves from the tumultuous collapse 
 wŜǾŜǊōŜǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜōŀƭƭΩǎ ǎǇƘŜǊŜ 
 Jostling, energizing and invigorating even the atoms in the outer reaches. 
 

A and B had survived the blackness of the pre-galactic void 
 And had felt the buoyant exhilaration of riding solar flares; 
 But nothing had prepared them for this supernova frenzy. 
 
The chaotic turmoil intensified their sub-atomic energies 
 And enhanced their inter-particulate propensities, 
 Opening new possibilities in the presence of dissimilar atoms. 
 

Adrift in the swirl of confusion, A and B found an enthusiastic oxygen atom 
 And the three became one water molecule when they formed a timeless bond 
 !ǎ ¢ƛŀƳŀǘΩǎ ŦƛǊŜǎ ŘƛŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǾŀƎŀōƻƴŘ ŎƭƻǳŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŎƻƻƭƛƴƎ ŎƻǊŜΦ 
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Driven hither and yon by countless conflicting forces 
 The solitary water molecule manifested universal destiny 
 And its presence would eventually shape snails and apples. 
 
RiŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǿŀǾŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ¢ƛŀƳŀǘΩǎ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴ 
 The water molecule ventured into frigid interstellar space 
 Where it found similar molecules formed in numerous novae and nebulae. 
 
The little water molecules danced around each other 
 Forming a tiny ice ball with increasing gravitational attractiveness 
 Until a sizeable dirty ball floated through space. 
 
Every portion of the swirling disk of debris 
 [ŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭ ƻŦ ¢ƛŀƳŀǘΩǎ ŘŜƳƛǎŜ 
 Resulted in bigger and bigger coalesced clumps of ice and minerals. 
 
A fleŘƎƭƛƴƎ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ƘŜŀǘ ŦƭŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǘŀǘƛƴƎ ŘƛǎƪΩǎ ŎŜƴǘŜǊΦ 
 93 million miles away, hordes of ice balls joined dust and gas 
 To become the 3rd orb revolving around the nascent star. 
 
Forces in the spinning globe jostled the clumpy masses 
 And the warming sun changed the ice balls into flowing water 

 Until A and B and their water molecule friend colored the marble blue. 
 
Memories of the fiery furnace that forged the H2O bonding 
 Faded with each lapping of the gentle waves on the sandy shores 
 Where complex hydrocarbons thrived in the buoyant medium. 
 
Warm breezes lifted water molecules high into billowing clouds. 
 Resulting electrical differentials bred wild lightning strikes 
 Providing heat and energy for invigorating complex life forms. 
 
Plants and animals thrived on nutritious nuts and fancy fruits 
 Each of which utilized the vitalizing powers of water 
 For transporting nutrients throughout their structures. 
 

A and B were still holding on to each other and to their oxygen colleague 
 In the April rain clouds floating above the Atlanta skyline. 
 They sent their greetings to the poet in the passing plane 
    who now passes their blessings on to you. 
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LΩǾŜ ²ŀǘŎƘŜŘ a Billion Years Pass 
 

 

{The Memoirs of an Appalachian Mountain Rock.} 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tumultuous timeǎ ǇŜǊǾŀŘŜŘ ŀ ŦǊŀŎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΣ ǊŜƭŜŀǎƛƴƎ ƭŀǾŀ ŦǊƻƳ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƳƻƭǘŜƴ ŎƻǊŜΦ 
  {ǳƴΩǎ ǎŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ Ŏƻƻƭ ǘƻ ǳǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŎƻƴƎŜŀƭŜŘ ŀǘƻǇ ƻǳǊ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎ 
   Hardening them as we, too, took on solid form. 
  Five miles above the Pre-Cambrian oceans I touched clouds, 
   Diverted windstorms and forced moisture to return home to the sea. 
After the Grenville Orogeny, I watched 400 million years pass while 
 Seeing our majestic ranges weathering away into an unnamed sea. 
 
 
 
 
During this time, a blazing summer sun scorched sharp mountain ridges. 
  Soon driving rainstorms and fierce lightning storms 
   Would return to pummel our barren hillsides. 
  Winter winds and frigid frozen ice came when the sun headed south 
   And these, too, abetted the fracturing of our rocky landscape. 
bƻ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ƘŀŘ ƛƴǾŀŘŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƭŀƴŘǎ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ .ƭǳŜ aŀǊōƭŜΩǎ ǿŀǘŜǊǎΣ 
 Not even the Grenville Mountains where I had originally resided. 
 
 
 
 
A hundred million times the summer sun returned to its zenith. 
  I watched the sea turn ever more green 
   As life forms proliferated among the rolling waves. 
  Feeding on the nutrients washed down from surrounding hills 
   They grew larger, more complex and wiser and more adventuresome. 
We could see greenness coming our way, as creatures crept ashore 
  Overcoming the crush of gravity with cells both strong and yet flexible. 
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Another hundred million spring times nourished ferns and mosses. 
  I watched the eastern horizon change ever so slowly 
   !ǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭŀƴŘ Ƴŀǎǎ ŎǊŜǇǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƳƻƭǘŜƴ ƳŀƴǘƭŜΦ 
  The stresses of geologic creativity opened gaping holes 
   Through which tons of molten lava flowed covering my mountain home. 
The colliding land masses wrenched the weathered hillsides 
  !ƴŘ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ !ǇǇŀƭŀŎƘƛŀƴ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƻŎŜŀƴΩǎ ŎƻŀǎǘΦ 
 
 
Two hundred million winters passed on the still rising Appalachian peaks 
 Below which I had been buried in the tectonic transformation. 
  Thriving ferns grew to astonishing heights 
   Turning sunlight into sugar and oxygen in their willowy leaves. 
  Oxygen breathing reptiles, too, flourished on land and sea 
   Eating plants, and each other, to nourish their ever-larger forms. 
Eventually dinosaur footsteps reverberated across the land 
 Whose grassy ground cover slowed the erosion of my mountain home. 
 
 
 
Something new came down beside me after another hundred million autumns. 
 Though deep below the surface, I was joined by a nutrient-seeking tree root. 
  Capitalizing on complex nutrients built by countless ferns and reptiles. 
   The tree could produce seeds and multi-hued flowers. 
  Adventuresome mammals learned to eat the nuts and berries 
   And the Cenozoic Era blossomed across the Planet Earth. 
While the pace of geologic change slowed and the fiercest storms had subsided 
 But consciousness grew ever more rapidly as carefully choosy creatures proliferated. 
 
 
 
Layers of rock above me slowly fell away until I once again 
 Could watch out over the green valleys and roaring springtime streams. 
  The long narrow valleys below provided the human settlers with fertile lands 
   For hunting deer, growing crops and raising families. 
  The rapidly flowing waters provided energy for turning mills 
   To grind flour and drive gears for looms and lathes. 
Periodically, armies marched through en route to distant objectives 
 And perched their scouts and sentinels near my lofty perch. 
 
 
LΩŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƴŜǿ ƭŜǾŜƭǎ ƻŦ Ǿƛǘŀƭƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ 
 ²ƻǳƭŘ ŜƳŜǊƎŜ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎ ŘƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ƻŦ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŦƻǊƳǎΦ 
  In times of economic hardship, scores of teams crossed our ridges 
   To build a scenic parkway for visitors from near and far. 
  One special sunny summer day brought a wandering Carolinian 
   Listening for narratives of geologic and sociological history. 
So I shared my story with this passing poet who wrote it down 
 ¢ƻ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƻƻΣ ǘƻ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ ƻƴ-going creative process. 
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I Could Have Been Oil 

 
My ancestors flourished 

in the warm humid swamps 
Where the midday sun never quite  
 shone directly overhead. 
I, too, joined in the tropical scenery 
And longed for the time when the  
 next generation would come. 
 
 
But I was the last. 
For the salt-sea rose, 
And layers of mud covered our 
tropical homeland 
Some 400 million years ago. 

 
In the excruciating pressure, my neighbors and I became one with the rock. 
Though we felt the pull of the sun far above, 
We saw not its light 
From our new home now under the sea. 
 
Our rock home was shaken as the land masses collided. 
We rose far above the waters around us 
And felt once again the warmth of the glorious sun 
While the wind and the rain eroded our surroundings away. 
 
Not so long ago, Moses passed by on his way to meet God. 
Then came the blows of thousands of hammers 
As robed monks chipped a stairway to the sanctified summit. 
And generations of footsteps from the tourist bands on their personal pilgrimages. 
 
I was carried by one far away to the north, 
And now sit quietly on a secluded shelf. 
People see only a carbon imprint of my ferny shape 
But I remember my past and ponder tomorrow. 
 
When cars pass by, I wonder 
If they're powered by my relatives from just to the west 
Who, unlike me pressed under the tons of sandstone, 
Were dissolved in brown liquid beneath a shale dome. 
 
I consider, where I'll be in 
Another 400 million years. 
And I wonder, too, where the people will be 
When they get to be my age. 
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By a Factor of 24 
 

 
 
In an hour, the two friends update each other on their lives, 
 Share coffee and agree on detailed plans for working together 
  Then shake hands and go on their respective ways. 
 
In a day, the Earth turned once around its axis, 
 The sun rose over the eastern horizon and set again in the west 
  ²ƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǎ ƎǊŜǿ ŀ ōƛǘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿƴǎ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜǎΦ 
 
In a month, the moon journeyed through its phases in the dark night skies 
 Businesses executed their detailed monthly plans 
  And the weather embodied a relatively consistent phase. 
 
Over two years, government elected congressional representatives 
 The house on the corner was designed, built and inhabited 
  And the tree on the edge of the forest grew noticeably taller. 
 
After forty-eight years, the couple celebrated a long and happy marriage 
 Respected projects marked their successful careers and joint ventures; 
  Fond memories linger in the minds and journals. 
 
Twelve hundred years passed between the days 
 When Charlemagne rode across Europe and Neil Armstrong walked on the moon, 
  And the human species flourished on Planet Earth. 
 
Human consciousness blossomed on the Blue Marble 
 Through language, art and song 
  During the span of thirty thousand years. 
 
Upright creatures spread out of Africa, across recognizable land forms 
 While the ice caps advanced and receded across the North American land mass 
  Over the past six hundred thousand years. 
 
Within the last 15 million years, the land beneath eastern Tennessee creating a lake 
 Which would become the fossilized resting place 
  For tapirs and giant sloth for millions of years. 
 
About 300 million years ago, the great land masses collided 
 Beginning the uplift and folding of the Appalachian Mountains 
  While life-forms flourished beyond the oceans of Planet Earth. 
 
In the aftermath of the explosion of an ancient supernova, 
 The shimmering Sun and its family of planets coalesced in a swirling system 
  Over a span of eight billion years. 
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Bridging Chasms 
 
 

 
 
 
5 billion years after the debris of star-destroying supernovae 
 In an outer arm of the Milky Way Galaxy 
 Coalesced into an orbiting sphere circling a hydrogen fired sun 
 At a distance where water stayed liquid but silicon became 

 solid,  
 
 
 

And 
 
 

4 billion years after the complex hydrocarbons 
 Swirling in the tidal pools where the crashing seas 
 Tumbled over the mineral rich rocks under lightening filled skies 

Crossed the threshold from inanimate existence to living being,  
 

And 
 

 
 
 
2 billion years after chlorophyll-filled creatures devised ways 
 To capture fleeting photons from the distant solar fusion fires  
 Then harness this readily available energy 
 To make food for their own on-going survival, 

 
 

And 
 
 

250 million years after ocean-dwelling plants developed wood cells 
 That allowed them to encroach on the vast landmasses, 
 Storing water within themselves while withstanding the rigors 
 Of gravitational forces unknown in the buoyant seas, 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

And 
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65 million years after the eons when the descendants of the dinosaurs 

and seed producing plants 
 That escaped the mass extinction of species around the planet 
 Began developing symbiotic life patterns fueled by proteins 
 And enriched by spectacular colors and diverse songs, 

 
 

And 
 
 

 
 

5 million years after the fracturing plates beneath  
   the tidal waters 
Swirling between the North and South American  
     landmasses 
 Could no longer contain the molten   
 magma rising from deep below 
 Thus allowing fiery eruptions to build 

a land bridge across the gaping chasm, 
 
 

And 
 

 
 

60 thousand years after tribes of bi-pedal adventurers 
 Set out from the northwest corner of their African homeland 
 To find creative ways to meet their basic needs 
 And to thrive within diverse plant and animal kingdoms, 

 
And 

 
15 thousand years after Asian families crossed over the briefly passable Bering Straits 
 Then headed south along the flowing rivers and verdant valleys 
 Eventually settling along the volcanic hillsides where they 
 Mastered gold smelting techniques to enhance their celebrations and daily activities, 

 
And 

 
500 years after Spanish sailors in search of wood and spices 
 To enable their European families to survive harsh winter months 
 Landed on the Central American shores carrying iron tools 

And disease resistances acquired from living near domesticated animals, 
 
 
 

And 
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150 years after freedom-seeking Costa Ricans     
 Declared their independence from Spanish rulers 
 Eventually creating their country as a social democracy 
 Committed to caring for all its people AND the environment, 

 
 
 

In early 2013  
 
 
 

 
 
 

On the steep slopes of the spit of land connecting  
   Quepos and Manual Antonio 

 Travelers from around the globe gathered  
 Beside the calming poolside waterfalls of 
  La Colina Hotel 
 Sharing stories with each other and 
  emailing their friends at home 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
While gracious local hosts provided accommodating hospitality, 
 Knowledgeable guides allowed exploration of natural beauty, 
 And the three-toed sloth relaxed in the tree tops 
 Assured that: 
  It would find food for its young one during the moonlit night 
  And that the sun would once again pass overhead tomorrow. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 (Photos and poetry from central valley and the Pacific coast of Costa Rica by F. Nelson Stover) 
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The First Fire of Autumn 
 
 
The gentle north wind cooled the night air 
 On a morning long before the moons were named 
  Or the days demarcated into hours. 
The chill brought a twinge of color to the leaves and 
 Left dew drops on the spider webs 
  But no electronic devices or motor-driven vehicles 
  Felt the encroaching cold 
 On this morning long before long before. 
 
The old man had been watching the movements of the stars in the heavens. 
 While others enjoyed the sunny days of summer 
  He had stacked a pile of dry logs safely away from autumn rains. 
Before the breaking dawn of sunrise, he built the first fire of autumn. 
 He sat quietly warming his feet and hands 
  Inviting his friends to join him in the peaceful calm 
  Before beginning the tasks of preparing for the bleak days ahead 
 On this day long before long before. 
 
The wild dog, too, had been noting the changing of the trees in the forests. 
 The persimmons were falling from their trees 
  Marking the end of nourishment until the spring berries burst forth. 
IŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛn their wanderings through the piedmont 
 Ferreting rabbits from their hiding places to feed the human clan and 
  Gained nourishment from the bones and skins that remained. 
  IŜ ƭŀȅ Řƻǿƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ȅŜǘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜǎΩ ŘŜƭƛŎŀǘŜ ǿŀǊƳǘƘ 
 On this day long before long before. 
 
Slowly, imperceptibly slowly, the dog slid closer to the fire. 
 Coming up beside the old man, he made no noise, 
  No gesture of fear or of attack. 
The old man realized what was happening and joined in the calm. 
 Although some fearful ones around the circle grabbed sticks to ward off impending danger 
  He continued to sit in awe of the wonder of the encroaching dog 
  Then reached out his hand to rub the creatureΩǎ soft floppy ears 
 On this day long before long before. 
 
Neither the man or the dog could then vaguely imagine 
 The uncountable wonders that lay before their far-distant descendants 
  Who continued to beckon each other to their species-specific greatness. 
In the long ago autumn lay only the earliest seeds of cuddles during Skype calls, 
 Sharing bones and deposit slips with the friendly tellers at the bank, 
  Eating ice cream from two spoons in the same tasty cup or 
  Chasing orange squeaky balls through freshly mown grass 
 On a day long after the morning so long, long ago. 
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My Story 
 

(Told by the rock shown at the left 

As it rested in the valley 
ƻŦ aŎ/ƻǊƳƛŎƪΩǎ /ǊŜŜƪΣ LƴŘƛŀƴŀ 
ς photo by last stanza) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Some of my mineral components still recall 
 The tremendous explosion that destroyed the star 
 In the outer spiral arms of the Milky Way Galaxy. 
Trying with all its gravitational strength to maintain its starry integrity, 
 The second-generation star finally exploded into a luminous supernova. 
 The fierceness of the destruction built pressures and temperatures in which all the elements 

That would eventually be needed for building life on Planet Earth could form. 
 
Over a billion years passed as the planets and asteroids materialized 

By coalescing the debris in the disks encircling the nascent Sun 
Into diverse amorphous globs of rock and gas. 

²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊōǳƭŜƴǘ ǎŜŀǎ ŎŀƭƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŜƴƎǳƭŦ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ǎǇƘŜǊƛŎŀƭ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΣ 
 The rocks formed into giant plates sliding across the molten core 
 Of a Blue Marble encircling an energizing star 
  With a nearby moon to light the nighttime skies. 
 
My oldest parts took solid form in those early landmasses 

Along the shores pounded by the rolling seas 
Which rose and fell tugged by the Sun, the Moon and the spinning globe. 

Single-celled life forms began to populate the nutritious oceans within the tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ōƛƭƭƛƻƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ 
 They learned to catch the energy of the ever-present Sun and 
 Rather than perish, began to use the oxygen-enriched atmosphere 

To further enhance their vital functions and reproductive energies. 
 
The comfort of the North American Plate where I had found my home 
 Was shattered when it ran into the African plate nearly 400 million years ago 
 Causing an upheaval and folding of sunbaked rocks and life-filled sea beds. 
Changing temperatures and freezing water separated me from my Appalachian neighbors and 
 Whittled away my edges into the smooth roundness of a little ball. 
 This same weathering covered the remnants of dying life forms in fertile sea, 
  Preserving them as liquids and gases to meet the energy needs of future generations. 
 
Washed by the rainstorms which fell on the sloping hillsides  
 I rolled into the sandy mud not far from the pools of deceased creatures 
 Being incessantly buried under rising seas. 
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Land masses rose under the blistering sun and sank below the seas 
As living creatures overcame the horrendous forces of gravity by creating wood cells 

 Allowing them to escape the buoyancy of the oceans and  
 Explore the wonders of the barren landscape. 
 
Two hundred million years later, another collision of my tectonic plate gave rise to the Rocky Mountains  
 On the opposite side of the sea above my head. 
 Once again rivers changed their courses and ocean shores moved. 
Life flourished on the borders of the rivers and in the soils on the hillsides. 
 Ferns collected carbon and other life-giving molecules into evermore-complex forms. 
 Day by day the pulse of life ς the dance of life and death ς continued 
  While the rains washed the debris into the pools and ponds. 
 
As the sea between the mountains dried and the glaciers grew and receded 
 My part of the Planet Earth was once again exposed to the sun and rains 
 Giving new turbulence to my pulsating environment. 
Glacier run-ƻŦŦ ƘŀǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǇƛƴƎ ƻŦ aŎ/ƻǊƳƛŎƪΩǎ /ǊŜŜƪ ƎƻǊƎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǇŜŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƳ 
 Where settlers and urbanites would seek relaxation and respite from the hustle and bustle 
 Fueled by the energy stored in the coal and oil from long-dead plants 
  Under the ground just downstream from my river-gorge home. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Χ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ŀ ŎƭƻǳŘȅ !ǳƎǳǎǘ ŘŀȅΣ 
A guy with a digital camera, 
Photographed his wife and I, 
So that eyes could see and 
Minds could envision 
The billions of years of turmoil 
That brought us to  

this moment of quiet. 
  
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

  








































