





Cutting Down My First Tree





It was something like a scream,


The sound the ax made


Striking through the bark


To slice the raw wood beneath;





And when I was able


To wiggle the small blade out,


It was wet with living sap


That let me know that tree was growing,


Would have given fruit to keep the woods alive;





But once you fell a tree


The next is easier than the first;


and I needed more than one


To quench my youth thirst;





I had not helped the woods


By cutting down that tree;


And I asked for forgiveness


On my guilty knees;





But that tree that took the fury


Of my first and thirsty blade


Left me preoccupied with the sound


That wet flesh made.








Powerless





If I could lecture mountains,


I'd put your mind at ease


And make the earth just what we wish


And do whatever you pleased;





But I have no voice in atmosphere,


Nor in the roots of trees;


I'm simply one man wishing here


In cupped hands, on my knees;





I can but weep at failing flesh,


At hopes and dreams gone wrong;


At morning's birth and evening's rush'


I simply go along





With what the mountains have to say,


And what the trees condone:


A brief kiss in a briefer day


And wait to store your bones.











