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Morning dawns in Provence.

Spring-time sings in the brightening air.

Lavender, rosemary, and thyme waft

freshening on the zephyr’s breath.

Voices of alouette or lark and pie,

that is magpie, make concert

together over cedar hill and pine wood

and on saffron fields on which soft light

breaks with a first shy smile.

It will sit there sunning itself

lazily all day, erect and then reclined,

while the rosebud and mulberry

ripen, growing rich in purple sap,

and the olive swells turgid

with oils oozing for the press.

Landscape that the troubadours

sang in their heady celebrations

still sets the scene for wild rebirth,

perennial, trained by centuries of culture

and refinement of the arts of life.

This land has been inhabited

since prehistoric times.

The Celtic site is signed in stone

on the promontory:  Oppidum d’Entremont,

a fortress village, living on the land

itself alive with springs and fountains,

nymphs and dryads, gnomes and trolls.

Life in abundance burgeons

from every layer of history

folded into this sheaf of earth,

this garden of delights all lightly 

chiming in the pastel symphony

of shapes and sounds—the hues and perfumes

of Provence on a day in Spring.

On this day of vernal renewal, of the cyclical

return of nature’s phenomena,

the ephemeral is revealed as perpetual.

Time intersects eternity in this bursting

of new energies raining through the universe

from sun and star and stone.

