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F E A T U R E D P U B L I S H E DF E A T U R E D P U B L I S H E D

Photo of Canyon provided by PixaBay



In Indiana, C. David Hay practiced
dentistry and retired after 42 years
and is currently living in Florida for
the warmer weather with his lovely
wife, Joy but surely misses the
Spring. Moreover, he doesn’t miss
the cold and snow but misses the

spring and autumn seasons back in his
Hoosier state. And the blessing of peace
while fishing, mushroom hunting, and
collecting Native American artifacts after

spring plowing. Now it is just seashells,
warmth, sunshine, and splendid ocean views!

I enjoyed writing from a relatively
young age, especially poetry. I believe that
poems are wings of the mind. We each fly to
the heights of our aspirations and the
depths of our despair. That we may touch
others in our flight is the essence of writing.
Poetry should make you feel something —
laugh, cry or ponder or all the above —
Doctor Hay’s widely published nationally
and internationally. For example, The British

The Rapids
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Broadcasting Channel in London read my poetry, and I was the first American published in the
Nezavisimaya Gazeta in Russia.

Accordingly, I capture the beauty of nature in words. One especially fond memory involves a
whitewater rafting trip down the Colorado River through the Grand Canyon. The River runs
through 150 rapids in its 240-mile course from Glen Canyon Dam to Lake Mead. The rapids rank
one through ten, and Lava Falls is a ten plus, the largest in North America. At day’s end, we camped
at night on sandbars, wary of rattlesnakes and scorpions. And saw both but no casualties,
fortunately. We also saw Big Horned Sheep, Golden Eagles, and deer. Indeed this was an adventure
of a lifetime, passing through millions of years of Earth’s history before Humans existed, inspiring
my poems, THE RIVER, and THE CANYON. At the end of the week-long trip, we departed with
our suntanned bodies, tired and exhilarated with a plethora of memories of an adventure that left
us in wondrous awe of God’s Creations.

I was nominated for the Pushcart Prize in poetry and the recipient of the Ordo Honoris Award
from Kappa Delta Rho. After publishing five books of poetry: WINGS, MORE WINGS, WINGS
BEYOND, WINGS OF POETRY, and WINGS OF THE MIND. In addition, all poetry books
include illustrations by well-known Indiana artists.

My poetry has been inspired by different persons, places, or experiences, attempt to touch the
reader through actual or fantasy encounters.

The lingering pandemic has tested our endurance and taught us the value of reading again:
Complete novels, short stories, adventure tales, and hopefully, some poetry. And it’s good for the
soul. And as of this feature, I am currently working on book number six.
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WINGS
Oh, to catch the winds of flight

And soar where eagles go,

To leave the woes of troubled souls

Behind me, far below.

I’d listen to the song of birds

And sail in endless flight,

Then chase the sun through cloudy paths

And play with stars at night.

The boundless heavens for my home,

The breeze to lift me high,

To rise above my mortal bonds

And never have to die;

Knowing I had found the way

To trails where angels trod,

And when my wings could fly no more -

I’d take the hand of God.
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PET HEAVEN
There’s a place beyond the rainbow

That God prepared with care

So when our pets must leave us

We’ll know that they are there.

It is a special sanctum

Where they can rest and play,

Knowing we will claim them

Again some joyous day.

Our bond will be renewed

Just as it was before;

The undying love of a pet -

You cannot ask for more.

I pray for such a Heaven

For in my heart, I know

Wherever He does take them -

That’s where I want to go.

—Won 1st Place in the Adult Age Group, Out of 900 entries.

Hosted by East Lake County Library of Florida.
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THE CANYON
Time’s aged and stony monument

Weathers grain by grain.

What the River’s fury left

Now melts in wind and rain.

A thousand shadow fingers reach

Beyond the grand abyss

To touch unconquered cliffs aglow

In sunset’s fading kiss.

A nether world of dark and fight

Transfixed in a vision sublime,

A window to the ages

Sealed in the bonds of time.

Behold the ancient rocks

Where primordial fossils trod

And since the humbleness of man

Before the face of God.
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THE RIVER
It ran Colorado through the polished canyon walls

From the clash with House Rock Rapid

To the roar of Lava Falls.

Thunder in the Canyon — the River has a voice,

It warns of troubled water but gives us little choice.

Turbulence and beauty — echoes of the past,

Man is only passing through the rocks are here to last.

From purple haze at sunset to golden hues of dawn,

They shone in ancient sunlight and

They’ll shine when we are gone.

Sandstone cliffs of the rainbow — lava walls so dark,

A million years of labor and the River left its mark.

Reflections in the tranquil pools put the mind to rest —

There’s little doubt this is the place

God chose to show His best.

Life is like a river — the current pulling strong,

The times of calm are brief — the rapids often long.

So enjoy quiescent waters and ride the rapids high

When they reach the ocean — even rivers die.
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HERITAGE
Behold the cloud-graced monoliths

That stretch against the sky

Into the boundless sanctity

Where wind swift eagles fly.

Primal valleys bloom to life

As tumbling waters sing,

Resurrected from the heights

Where ancient glaciers cling.

Time is without measure

In a world, no man can claim.

Blessed be the wilderness —

For freedom is its name.

Will we ever understand

These are places where

Mortal hands cannot improve

The beauty God put there.
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NATURE’S
SERENADE

The winds of spring are calling,

Soothing is their touch

That stirs the soul to longing

For times that meant so much.

The dogwood gives its ivory cue,

Rebirth is on the way

And wildflowers bloom to verify

That spring is here to stay.

Thoughts of youth awaken.

Defiant of our age.

To fire the restless spirit

Upon life’s fleeting stage.

So, cherish well the moment

Before the spell has passed;

As long as we can dream —

Spring songs will always last.
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We live in the Garden of God

With wonders beyond compare.

Who can doubt the presence

Of Him, Who put us there.

The mountains most majestic,

And canyons of sculptured stone,

Lends to the certitude —

That we are not alone.

We share with all God’s creatures

In a world no one can claim;

Blessed be this sanctum —

For nature is its name.

A paradise without flaw,

For these are places where —

Mortal man cannot improve

The beauty God put there.

THE GARDEN OF GOD
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— © The poems in Feature are by C. David Hay / Photos for Feature provided by PixaBay.

Dr. C. David Hay also won 1st in 2020 hosted by East Lake County Library of Florida.

Congratulations from the Gary Drury Ministries and Publishing, on your accomplishments.

THE GARDEN OF GOD


