
“Gwendolyn Morgan’s poems celebrate her intimacy with the natural world, 
which is rendered with luminous clarity. Although wholly grounded in the earth, 
she is primarily a poet of  the spiritual life. The quiet subtlety and reverence of  
her language belies the tough, forthright inquiries that lie below. She’s a poet 
who asks the big questions, and her answers are full of  grace and surprise.” 

—Chase Twichell, author of  Horses Where the Answers Should Have Been
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Gwendolyn Morgan learned the names of birds and wildflowers and inherited 
paint brushes and boxes from her grandmothers. With a M.F.A. in Creative 
Writing from Goddard College, and a M.Div. from San Francisco Theological 
Seminary, she has been a recipient of writing residencies at Artsmith, Caldera and 
Soapstone. Her poems appear in: Calyx, Dakotah, Kalliope, Kinesis, Manzanita 
Quarterly, Mudfish, Tributaries: a Journal of Nature Writing, VoiceCatcher, Written 
River as well as anthologies and other literary journals.  She is a member of the 
Unitarian Universalist Society of Community Ministries and is a board certified 
chaplain with the Association of Professional Chaplains.  She serves as the 
manager of interfaith Spiritual Care at Legacy Salmon Creek Medical Center. 
Gwendolyn and Judy A. Rose, her partner, share their home with Abbey Skye, a 
rescued Pembroke Welsh Corgi.

“In her first collection of  poems, Gwendolyn Morgan begins with nature and 
spirit—an homage to beauty and a gratitude for grace. Then enters illness, war, 
suicide, a child’s accidental death reminding us that even buoyed by spirit we 
swim in a sea of  loss. But it’s not all loss. There’s a crow flying through the sky 
of  these poems, pestering the mourning doves and most of  the other birds, all 
with wings.” 

—David W. Romtvedt, author of  Certainty


