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During this season of isolation, I have taken to watching the birds outside the window 
where I sit, writing and reading. I have not taken the opportunity before to let my eyes 
wander to the activities of nature in such an attentive way. It moves, breaths, changes 
and lives without a mind, but with power. In these reflective times it is important to watch 
and reflect on things we have overlooked because we move too fast. Poetry is one of the 
things I have neglected before now, to give my mind and heart to study. During these 
several weeks of isolation God has directed my eyes to the poets I have neglected. One 
particularly that I have enjoyed throughout the years is Octavio Paz. He is a Mexican poet, 
Nobel Laureate and a man who sees what most of us do not. He is in touch with nature 
and knows some of its secrets and its power to illuminate. He also sees in nature the very 
transitory essence of all living things. It does not make him sad, but instead he sees within 
this fleshly life a wonderful beauty that cannot be replaced. One of his paragraphs, in his 
celebrated poem, “A Draft of Shadows”, goes like this: 
 

Noon: 
 
the trees in the patio are green flames. 
The crackling of the last embers 
in the grass: stubborn insects, 
Over the yellow meadows, 
clarities: the glass footsteps of autumn.  
A fortuitous meeting of reflections, 
an ephemeral bird 
enters the foliage of these letters.  
The sun, in my writing, drinks the shadows. 
Between the walls---not of stone,  
but raised by memory----- 
a transitory grove: 
Reflective light among the trunks 
and the breathing of the wind.  

 

Peter and Paul, those dutiful disciples, both understood that the world is transitory, but 
mainly within the context of proclaiming that God’s Word lasts forever. But I would like to 
think they also understood nature the way Octavio Paz did. They must have seen the 
hand of God moving the trees, the breath of God creating the wind and the heart of God 
creating beauty. We must not forget that nature speaks. The shadows of the trees, birds 
and flowers speak as well. Nature moves as God walks through the garden, providing 
color and the possibility of endless words to describe the beauty we see.  
 
So when you walk past your windows this week, take time to look outside to watch the 
shadows of nature and the visible presence of God walking through your garden; as God 
passes through the flowers, disturbs the trees, and leaves the footprints of an endearing 
heart on the grass where He walked. You might even see Octavio Paz walking beside 
God trimming the flowers in the midst of the shadows of the trees. 


