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No chorus this, a one-note cacophony

of summer sounds on a summer night

in need of a nocturnal conductor to soften

the clamorous discharge of insect voices

keeping would-be dreamers from a summer sleep.

Lord God, this is no choir of heavenly angels.

   Now this harsh intonation swells, now it recedes,

as if the collective insect voice wished to vary

its one-note dissonance.  There is no pleasing pitch here,

no rhythm, chord or melody: only this one-note sound

somewhere between screech and plaint, of insect voices

keeping would-be dreamers from a summer sleep.

   Are these rasping night sounds outside our window screens

a scold? Or are they an invitation to join in?

Should we raise the screens, raise our voices in reply?

Should we try to match this frenzied summer pitch

or add more dulcet tones to try to calm it down?

Sometimes, of a winter night, when early snows

pile layers of silence on roof and ground,

before we drowse, insulated under quilts of down,

we may think of insect sounds on a summer night,

the shrill discordance of a dimly recollected season.

Somehow we can’t quite recall that summer sound,

somewhere between screech and plaint.

   But we remember well enough to miss it, that strident call

of insect voices asserting their high command of night,

keeping would-be dreamers from a summer sleep.

For they are Your handiwork, Lord, and they, like all

Your creatures, have their season and their sound on earth.

They are entitled to their praise-song, as are we.

So should we not celebrate these insects of summer

while they sing?
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