Trees I Have Known

They have an ease I envy.

They go with the wind,

crumble when it’s time.

Once I made love inside

a huge hollowed out cottonwood.

Once I sat alone in a stunted oak

waited till a doe stepped close.

When in despair, I touch a tree

plant black stones around her base

weave red ribbons into low branches.

I learn her body with my hands and eyes.

Trees give us beauty and breath

try to draw us to them 

on delicate lines

that could easily snap.

They promise that.

When I see an old stump

jagged and dark

I lower my palms

to the fading rings

rest them there.

We stand together

inside the widening circle.

Old Tree

The scientist went looking for the oldest pine trees.

After five minutes he found one that looked pretty old.

But he couldn’t get a good core sample, for some reason.

So he neatly cut it down. 


The tree didn’t make any sounds when they cut it down


and the scientist didn’t see the centuries wafting


up like smoke, all the colors, cries, the daily weather.

He got to the rings right away and started counting.

Counting away, he came up with 5000 years this old tree had lived.

He laughs an embarrassed laugh as he tells of that moment

when he realized he’d cut down the oldest tree yet.


These ancient trees can put out a cone and you can


take the cone and bury the seeds and up come perfect


trees, which is more than we can say of our propagation.

A slice of that tree is behind glass in a Las Vegas casino

just watching, not growing anymore, not taking life

into it and making it part of a living thing, anymore.


Wow, some gambler says, looking at it, his eyes


that hold the universe opening a little wider


the whorls on his fingertips deepening, just a little.

Collar

 (published in Dust and Fire)

Smarter than us, the wolf packs

learn to chew off the telemetric collars

scientists place to track them with radio waves.

One pack even teaches another how to do it,

using teeth and jaw, the oldest wild defense.

Each wolf knows the collar as a hand

that wants to point her towards a certain thing

that is not a shadowed forest.

She can teach us to take whatever teeth of the soul

we have left and tear away whatever was made

to track us, turn our paths to numbers

to compromise us without consent, to save us.

Teach us to miss the pack, the jostling

and curving into each other in the cold.

Though we have lost, almost, the smell

of tree’s damp descent to forest floor

and taste of unexpected bounty, 

the juice of it all

though our hands and feet rest dainty, fine,

and rarely touch the layers 

of needle, lichen, stick and scat,

she can teach us that waiting is what our animal does

crossing wilderness in our sleep

in our soiled pristine beds

her small old ear still open.  

Lightest of Rains

Slight upon two clinging dragonflies

still for a moment 


on a grey lily pad.

Soft to the yellow-breasted bird 

warbling alone



from his buckthorn.

Gentle over each human head 



bent to peer


at water’s edge.

Lightest of rains

faintest 

blessing. 

Salve to the parched eye


blithe for the young ones yet

simple enough for the roughest of skins.

Kisses to open the grasping hand

silver to cool 



the scalded brain.

Rivers of ease



for the old one’s face



turning to stone.

