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“Paintner takes us on a pilgrimage to discover the holiness of the natural world. 
One long section features stories of Christian saints who had a kinship with 
animals—herons, ravens, hares, cats, otters. These poems are both charming and 
whimsical, filled with a sense of divine presence that we have lost in the modern 
electronic world. In another section, she weaves Irish myths and legends and 
traditional fairy tales like an intricately laced Celtic knot. Anyone interested in 
the intersection of poetry, Celtic mythology, and spirituality will surely love this 
beautiful book as much as I did.” 
—Barbara Crooker, poet, author of The Book of Kells and Some Glad Morning

“An inspiring, luscious, deep delve into Earth Wisdom and lively tales of 
Christian saints; a spirited and intimate re-seeing of the desert mystics and 
beloved St. Francis and Julian of Norwich, offering their transcendent wisdom. 
Lyrical poems of praise and jubilation, of kinship with animals and our inner 
wild, surprising poems of the ecstatic ordinary—poems to gladden the heart, 
make spirits soar, and invite the soul to linger long in gentle quiet.”
—Judyth Hill, poet, author of Dazzling Wobble and A Presence of Angels

“Poems come in two types: those that reflect the poet, and poems that transcend 
the poet. Both can touch you; only the second can transform you. Christine 
Valters Paintner’s The Wisdom of Wild Grace is the latter. Don’t simply read the 
words, listen to the message. And dare to be transformed.” 
—Rabbi Rami Shapiro, poet, author of Accidental Grace: Poems
 
“The poet intends these poems to be invitations, and they are: invitations to 
know ourselves better by seeing the world more clearly through the eyes of one 
who loves it fiercely. It is a wonderful, wonder full collection.”
—Bonnie Thurston, poet, author of O Taste and See and Practicing Silence
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 Introduction •    

These poems are invitations.

When I long for expansiveness and connection to something 

far greater than my own daily concerns and struggles, a walk 

by the sea or in the forest expands me.

We live in a time when Earth is threatened on so many fronts 

by human development. Slowly we seem to be awakening to 

the truth that our personal well-being is intimately woven 

together with the well-being of all creatures and plants. Many 

of us might have been taught by our religious traditions that 

humans have dominion over nature or that animals don’t feel 

pain or have souls.

The more we cultivate our own intimacy with the wild, the 

more we open to different truth. Wildness doesn’t mean we 

have to go out into the forest or travel long ways; the wild is a 

place within us.

Each poem here is a doorway into this inner wilderness, 

a call to sit and be present to what we discover beyond the 

borders of our neatly controlled worlds. Wildness is vulnerable, 

risky, spacious, and full of possibility. And this is where I invite 

you to sit and rest awhile and dwell with me. . . .

I have long loved the stories of Christian saints who had 

a kinship with animals. They come mostly from the early 

Christian desert and Celtic traditions, but also feature later 

medieval saints such as St. Francis of Assisi and St. Julian of 

Norwich.



12

Ever since I was a child, animals have offered me a window 

into an aspect of the divine presence that is more intuitive, 

more instinctual, wilder. The monastic tradition held the 

conviction that this kind of connection and friendship with 

the animal world was a sign of holiness at work.

The heart of this collection is a series of poems inspired by 

the stories of animal and saint connections. I meditated with 

each story to listen to what it might reveal. Each story felt like 

a way into a new or renewed way of being in the world where 

nature is an intimate guide and companion. These stories 

remind me of some of the old fairy tales that hold wisdom for 

how to live well if we pay close enough attention.

Many of the other poems in this collection are inspired by 

the tradition of the psalms of creation, those prayers of praise 

that celebrate how everything conspires to share joy and 

gratitude for this beautiful world.

What we need most right now is a revolution of love. We 

desperately need to fall in love with creation so that everything 

we do reflects this love. If reading these poems supports you 

to see the world in a new way, to make time to sit outside and 

cherish the breezes, or to fall more in love, then my heart is full 

of gratitude and gladness.
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You Are Here
(after Rainer Maria Rilke’s Book of Hours)

You are the now and not-yet, the darkened dawn just before
the first rays rise and you are the rays that pierce and prod.

You are the siren screeching through city streets
dropping me to my knees in prayer.

You are the lilac and the dust,
the refugee’s body found on shore with empty pockets.

You are the wound that does not heal, the salve,
the bandage, and the raised scar that remains.

You are the dandelion growing through concrete cracks,
the mirror smashed into pieces, the mosaic created.

You are the vigil for my mother dying, you are the steady beep
of the heartrate monitor and the long tone that makes me wail.

You are ash from the burning towers
the great gashed tree felled by storm, now moss-coated, silent.

You are the gray headstone and the red bird that lands and
       sings,
the gaunt face I ignore while rushing down the street.

You are the old man’s spectacles
and the love letters from his wife now gone.

You are thick grime, a sob stuck in the throat,
the voice long silent speaking once again.
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Original Poetry
(after Moya Cannon)

The mountains stand
as guardians of eternity
against a mottled sky,
the tide withdraws,
then turns, approaches me
like a shy lover,
each morning the sun
appears once again
and buttercups open
their lemon mouths to sing
of light and I can almost believe
resurrection is possible,
can almost see the world is a poem
hiding under the fragile stem
of flower that bows at the force
of the coming storm.
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St. Hildegard Gives Her Writing 
Advice

Cry out and write,
were the words you heard
tumble toward you from
the blue-spattered sky
midway through your life,

Follow the greening,
you tell me in dreams
and I reach for the thread
which slips from my
close-clutched hand
on fine days.

How? I plead,
you show me my dog
playing in the sunlight,
the way shadows sashay
across my desk, and the orchid
holds out her purple tongue.

Always make time for tea,
you utter as you take me
by the hand through the garden,
show me dandelion and thistle,
yarrow and sage, sipping
slows you down so you can see.
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Listen to the flowers teach,
you whisper,
find a meadow, lie down,
and wait for the poem to arrive,
I scoff and sigh
then find myself

among marigold, long
grasses, and loosestrife
all singing their glee
and my page is full
before I remember how
I resisted coming here at all.




