Pieces from THERE IS A SEASON
as ACCEPTANCE SPEECH

by Patrick Lane
(read by Lorna Crozier )

There's not much I want this early morning in the first heat of a summer day. At
least, not much beyond this new sobriety I am only beginning to understand.
Honours, prizes, and awards are of little importance to me now. I've won
enough of such things in the past, a time when I wanted them if only to have
the world prove to me its love and respect for my endeavours. Yet a life can
turn into quietness, and peace and the affairs of the world, the place where
such benefices occur, can seem far away and less important than the day. So it
is this quiet morning as I sit under the apple tree with a cup of hot coffee and
watch a hairy woodpecker onthe branch above me workmg away at the bark.

It takes time to know what ber;u,lty is. It is not given us and must be worked
for. It is in the private eye and is pot innate in the thing seen. The little
woodpecker is quite content,&q ‘be himself and my finding him beautiful is as
much to do with alifetime of @bserving birds as anything. To find beauty I must
first find it in myself Does t}pa bitd think me beautiful? I Yvonder Every few
seconds he tilts an-eye at me'to make sure I am still there and quiet. If I stare
directly at him he-gets nertfous, §0 Iérare just to the rightor left of him and he
relaxes. Nobody likes to be starecl sranimals and birds as much as humans. A
bear hates to be looked at. 'Igé takes<it as a challenge, and woe betide the
wanderer who tries to stare dow @Lbﬁhr When you meet one, look to the side
as if uninterested. And pray a bit. if you can.

Prayer is speaking to what knows you. The names of the gods are silent and
to speak them is to risk" much, {u, ‘the Ch snmf, falth or any other. The gods are
not to be trifled with. For.years j"uﬂ_wi Q'H‘s name in extremity. Some pain I
might have felt, some struggle; would have me ‘calling out for God to damn the
hammer that had just struck my thumb or the cupboard door that banged my
head.

Today I speak to the gods daily, in the quiet of an ordinary moment.

This morning I am full of prayer though I do not utter it. I pray all goes
well this fine morning. Lorna is back from her retreat. I've just seen her at the
kitchen door in her red robe. She is letting the cats out and once they're on the
deck she calls my name as if it were a question and I answer and say. I'm here,
here in the garden. She comes to me then with two cups of coffee and as she
walks across the moss I see what beauty is and am undone by it. I say to her,
You are beautiful, and she smiles as she comes to me barefoot, her feet wet
with dew.

Pray God, there be many more days, I whisper.

There are times I seem to stumble about, unsure of what to do. My father
seemed to know. My mother too. Yet I wade into my garden at times and flail
about, insisting that the plants do what I want even though I know it is against
their nature. I feel like the monarch Latimer was trying to teach. I feel like the



carpenter with a chisel who ends up with a pile of shavings and no beam left to
hold up the roof. I feel like a mason standing among rock chips with no stones
left to build the wall with. I approach my garden at times with the same kind of
violent insistence Latimer warned against.

I carry my sobriety into a new year. I remember getting up in that early
morning a year ago and drinking thirteen ounces of vodka, then searching for
more, my hands stumbling through the bookcase. Did I hide a bottle behind the
books on myth, or was it behind the poetry books? All I know is that the bottle I
drank was not enough, never enough. I'd already drunk two bottles in the night
and there I was with another while my hand slipped along the thin spines of
poetry books in search of more. Then the morning, the spasms, the wretched
collapse of a body gone so far past life it was a thing and nothing more. Tears,
but not for anyone. I licked them in hopes they were tears of alcohol. I licked
my skin for the sweat of alcohol. i

A year ago. I keep. saying that as if the words will give me a feeling of
triumph over adversity; nobility of purpose, grace, or-anything resembling what
it is I am supposed to feel: So what'do I feel? I feel immensely tired. I feel as if
my body and my, spirit-have béen puled through a pinhole in the night. I feel
imagined here in the moon'sdight. I have gone a year without a drink or a drug
in my body. I have.gone a yreagwu;h every cell remembermg those drinks, those
drugs, rememberlng and megllemug g0,

I am standing under a tree that is maybe forty-five years old as old as my
drinking. I place my hand on théitl;unk and feel the rough bark under my palm.
I would cry if it was a time for/c g, but it's not. It is-not time at all. [ am a
man of blood and bones, and fonight™: i3 a night like all the mghts of the year. I
lift my hand and it doesn't shake‘fi‘teaoesn‘t tremble. I stare into the southern
sky where the old warrior, Orion, ‘cartwheels in his slow: eircuit around the pole.

The Mongols called the sky the world-tent. The stars were light shining
through the tiny holes that. sparks frmj:m, tﬁélr«fires burned in the skin walls.
Beyond the sky was only light. Tt is such a tent 1 stand beneath. An old Japanese
lantern sits on the millstone a few metres -away. It is rough with rust. In it is the
remains of a candle.

When I sleep the birds come to the garden
with their gifts of seeds. Out of ice

last year's leaves of grass lift into night.
All my songs have been one song.

The palm of my hand and the sole of my foot
remember everything I have forgotten.

The old lantern by the pond has always been there.
Now is the time to light it.

I walk over to the millstone, open the tiny door of the lantern, and light the
stub of candle. I close the door and sit on the stone bench I built for Lorna.
The light of the garden is as small as this.
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