


A Baker’s Dozen 
Poems by Timothy Carson 

Introduction 

I am an accidental poet, not a poet by aspiration or trade. The poets that are those things I 
read with admiration. I frequently find myself inspired by their carefully crafted insights and 
images carved out of a mountain of possible words. But I am not one of them. What I write I 
create for the sheer pleasure of it, to bring clarity to my own mind, to record in verse the 
fleeting truths each occasion bears. I neither enter poetry contests nor write for money. 

The poems included in this slender little collection are those I have written along the way 
through a variety of mediums. They appeared in reflections, blogs or social media. They are 
simply ordered chronologically, with no arbitrary thematic schema imposed upon them. You 
will find that most of them are recent. 

I am not selling anything so this collection is free, and you should feel free to use them or 
pass them along in any way you choose. It would be nice to attribute them to me when you do. 

Most of all I hope your hearts and minds are delighted by this Baker’s Dozen. I’ve thrown in 
an extra because, well, that’s what bakers do. 
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I Arose Early 

I arose early enough to hear the first bird 
and the train whistle in the distance 

a mismatched duo 
of feathers and steel. 

They introduced demure azure 
stepping on stage from offstage dark, 
waiting until we were prepared 
for the big announcement: 

All is beautiful 
eternal 
and passing 

Praise God  
while there is yet time 

There was also 
the earthy smell of coffee, 
droning of the heater, 
and sweet aftertaste of pastry, 
joining arms to say: 

The world is not yours 
simply out of your hands 

but in them, too 

The three rose tulips posed 
on the edge of the desk 
ask for the minimum  

a little space, 
soil, light, air, water, 

and they thought to themselves: 

It doesn’t take much 
to occupy space in this world. 

But listening, attending, 
joining the dance 
requires everything 

a victorious surrender 
to life and its source, 
all we have 
or need 

(Timothy Carson, February 2009) 



A Late Snow 

A late snow spread its blanket 
over hesitant Crocuses 
and they wondered 
if they should roll over 
and catch another few winks 

The Robins that flew 
a thousand miles north 
trusted ancient instinct 
despite the sleet 
that covered their beaks 

And then there is my kind 
crawling out of a sleepy den 
sniffing the grey sky 
and putting off the revelry of spring 
one more day 

(Timothy Carson, March 2010) 



Spring Didn't Come Early 

Spring didn't come early this year 
like it has before. 

It didn't come early because 
we were tired of shivering 
or wearing coats or paying the heating bill. 

It didn't come early because 
we were marking days off the calendar, 
or waiting for daylight savings time to end. 

It didn't come early because 
we couldn't wait for a birthday, 
or Lent, or semester break, or tax refunds. 

Spring didn't come early for any of those reasons. 

This year we studied the skies, fogged up our windows, 
and looked for a future 
that might run ahead of schedule. 

We latched on to every sign, 
each green shoot breaking the surface, 
first bird call and frog chorus from the marsh. 

We scanned the horizon, 
like sailors adrift at sea, searching out rescue 
beyond the next wave, imagining port. 

Spring didn't come early this year because 
there was no way it could come too soon, 
and we needed it far more than it needed us. 

Lines of people gathered at the last curve, 
waiting for spring to cross the finish line, 
placing their bets, cheering during the last lean, 
for the wearying race to sputter to a close. 

(Timothy Carson - Spring of the Corona Virus, 2020) 



Light Bends 

Those who know say 
light bends 
by force of gravity 
around great mass 

When it does, 
time bends too, 
traveling companions 
curving across space 

What can never be measured 
are the cascading hearts, 
bending the same 
around every black hole 

(Timothy Carson, October 2020) 



Oh God of the Bending Treetops 

Oh God of the bending treetops 
you are not making this happen, 
at least not that way, 
no matter how much I love it. 
There are no divine cheeks 
puffing clouds, spewing breeze, 
blowing leaves, raising waves 
or messing quaffed hairdos. 
I may have thought so 
once upon a childhood 
with conjured explanations 
for every impossible thing. 
But I have given up childish things, 
all manner of flying deities 
pushing around the wind 
and shaking the ground beneath. 
I rather seek the overlooked, 
the deeper, timeless, out of sight, 
vibrating cosmos, a pinball machine, 
ricocheting particles off quasars, 
star dust every which way, 
a billion years here, a billion there, 
from slime and wet, 
carbon, heat, and gravity, 
stitching up the fabric 
with invisible threads.  
Oh God of the bending treetops: 
Maybe you are making this happen. 

(Timothy Carson, October 2020) 



There is a Still Point 

There is a still point 
where wind does not blow 
axe does not cut 
and mosquitoes do not sting 

A still point there is 
where rain does not fall 
children do not weep 
and fish do not swim 

A point of stillness 
where thoughts do not tumble 
past does not prevail 
and future does not haunt 

Stillness in one point 
beginning and end 
from which all things come 
and to which all things return 

There is a still point 

(Timothy Carson, October 2020) 



Wild Hovers over Tame 

In my part of the world 
coyotes stage carol sings 
with shrieking sopranos 
and apologetic altos, 
bounding across night spaces, 
searching for the best echoes. 

My sleepy dog, on the other hand, 
domesticated by feedings, 
fence, leash and commands, 
tame and obedient, mostly, 
sings when asked, posturing 
in his restrained, cautious way. 

But moments come 
when wild hovers over tame 
and the primal wailing 
awakens the kingdom of pets, 
as they drink deeply from 
the well of ten thousand years. 

(Timothy Carson, November 2020) 



Signal Fire 

It is altogether possible that 
I keep lighting fire after fire 
in the middle of darkening winter 
not only for warmth, 
though it is that, 
like ancestors who peered 
into the abyss of night, 
leaning against cold and dread. 

But these embers may be more. 

A signal fire may rise up 
for the wanderer, 
a beacon of sanctuary 
for the lost who search 
across the desolation 
repeatedly and with abandon, 
finally catching sight 
of a glow on the horizon 
where fire has been kindled 

     in hope that 
the path finally turns 
homeward. 

(Timothy Carson, Winter Solstice 2020) 



Almost 

There was a chapter in which 
everything was sacrificed 
exceeding all previous attempts 
no matter how valiant 

In the end nothing more 
could be done, or done better 
with provisions on hand, 
that once seemed adequate 

Everything, in its fullness 
was undressed, made naked 
and reduced to nothing 
by torches in their shadows 

That was the microsecond 
when the wind stopped 
the boom crossed the bow 
and the heading changed forever 

The new word, almost, 
took its place in the credo, 
an unwritten proposition 
the better part of wisdom 

To give everything is to leave 
no margin for grace or self 
or compatriots to shoulder  
their part of the load. 

Almost carves out the space 
everything does not, its crowded 
grasp too much, too easily taken, 
mistaken and forsaken  

Making God everything 
means giving everything else 
less than everything, 
almost everything, enough 

(Timothy Carson, January 2021) 



Front Porch Paraphrase 

Our Source and Creator, 
Seen and unseen, 
Known and unknown: 

We name you with flimsy words, 
that cannot begin to describe 
your most sacred power in the universe, 
in whom we live, move and have our being. 

Your reign is here, among us and within, 
and we long to reflect your mysterious purpose for the world and ourselves. 

We seek the gifts of earth, 
of grain and bread 
which sustain us day by day. 

Release us 
from the legacy of hurt 
in which we did not love our neighbor 
and our neighbor did not love us. 

Spare us the test that is beyond us, 
and deliver us from evil intention and action, 
within ourselves and others. 

For you are the power that gives life to all things, 
an eternal presence, shining with unparalleled glory, Amen. 

(Timothy Carson, Lent 2021) 



I’ve Been Waiting for You 

I’ve been waiting for you. 
That’s an odd way to put it. 

What, that I’ve waited? 
Yes, that. 

Well haven’t you waited for me? 
Not necessarily. 

What then? 
More like imagined you. 

I don’t believe you. 
Why? 

Because no one just imagines. 
Then what? 

You fear me. 
Why would I? 

Because you’ve always had things backwards. 
Why backwards? 

Because you actually believe you are losing when you are gaining. 
How can you say we aren’t losing more all the time? 

Of course, we are in a way. 
Then you’re the liar. 

No, I’m telling the truth about the important part. 
What part? 

The part of you I’ve been waiting for. 
What part do I have now that I didn’t before? 

You have the experience, loves and losses, resolved problems, released futility, joy in simplicity, trust, 
and courage you couldn’t have before now. 

And you’ve waited for me to get here? 

All your life. 
Well, here I am. 

You’re ready? 
I believe so. 

You couldn’t have said that in the same way before now. 
And you waited until I could? 

Quite patiently, actually. 

I haven’t been so patient. 

I waited patiently until you arrived here patiently. 
At this age. 
Yes, at this age, and I’ve been waiting the longest time.  

(Timothy Carson, Holy Week 2021)



After 

After I stopped running from the things that seemed to run after me, and 
After the funeral was over, the grief delayed, the schedule obliterated, and 
After limited notions of g-d fell out of my pocket, my oh so small pocket, and 
After I grew indifferent to the assessments of me by others, and 
After I laid down the work that preoccupied me for decades, and 
After I stopped carving up humanity into us and them, and 
After I ceased pretending that my needs were unimportant, and 
After I begin listening to the whispers of my own soul, and 
After I placed humanity on par with every other species, and 
After I stopped apologizing for being exactly who I thought best, and 
After I searched undeterred for the singular, golden, unparalleled thing, 

Then  

I walked out my door into the vast expanse of air,  
beheld what was in front of me,  
tumbled or staggered or fell on my own feet  
down the magnetic pathway toward north,  
and surrendered to  
gratitude, unfiltered love,  
unplanned compassion, and hidden destiny, 

an intoxication arriving 
at the speed of readiness 
which always comes  

After. 
 
(Timothy Carson, June 2021) 
 

  



The Thirteenth Poem  
    Just because you got a dozen 
 

The Web Hung Like a Galaxy 
 
The web hung like a galaxy, 
suspended in its nest of trees, 
anchored by rightly placed strings, 
running from branch to branch. 
 
The design makes such sense, 
true to itself, balanced 
by architecture and tension 
from center to edge and beyond. 
 
Though I comprehend the dangle 
of carefully gathered strings, 
guide wires to the spider’s zephyr, 
I will never stop wondering 

 

At spiral galaxies circling the universe, 
attached by nothing more 
than other galaxies whirring the same 
on a dance floor without even one tree. 

 
(Tim Carson, July 2021) 

 
  



 
 

 

Timothy Carson lives near the banks of the Missouri River in Rocheport, Missouri. Much of 
the inspiration for his poetry comes from the natural world.  

Tim is a retired pastor, teacher and author in liminality, accompanist of souls, and enjoyer of 
the arts in their many forms. Tim is married to Kathy, and they have one grown daughter, 
Savannah. They also live with a big lovable Golden Retriever named Dorado. 

This collection is dedicated to the new Rocheport Rotary Club, the first of its kind in  
this small town.  
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