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JANUARY
Lilith

From the davie and dankness
out of the depths of no-time
came LLlith, and satd:

"n the deep dampness
At the feet of trees
Grows my soul ~

Moss green and flowing

out of death and decay

(n the slowness of winter
Grows wmy heart ~

Bloodroot cloaked Ln stillness

Beneath the shallow murkiness
Fed by constant seeps
Grows my strength ~
Arvowhead vibrantly spreading

Along hidden shaded banks
Sheltered and fertile

Grows my nourishment ~
Nettle sharp and cleansing.”

Through the shadow of dreams
Carrying my longing
[ heard her, and went.




FEBRUARY
Febmarg morning (&.20 am)

Blrdfeeder hanging
like Japanese temple

on white mountain
Swnow after micnight
the most silent

Middlle chines
maring harmony
Bverything settled white
blankets You can sink into
A birol drifts
red-cloaked monk
moving tn the atr

like a prayer

around the temple
Trees have turned
lacquer darie

SO many brush strokes
on perfect parchment
Light seeps down
soaking the dawn
Saturated

Peace




MARCH
Good Friday

cook Life in sun julce
over white hot rocks
crush sweet honey Light
raw ano smenred

with spring egg lather
tneubate for days
then wateh it run
through summer rain
delivious petal-faced
wind at play spraying
water Like emeralds

Lnto the shadow reglon




APRIL

To the River

Up there in the light

on chimney rock

a vulture as old as the Ozarks
spreads his wings Like prayers

He's drawn back an anclent bow
shot us each a new dream

glven a stolen morning
meaniing

The black boat slides

through the river's gullet

Like guiness dowwn the throats
of my companions

lt's enough to boast that

both my grandmothers swore
by its nutrition

while [ o drunke on this

Drunk on river bliss
already feeling the joy well
up from somewhere cut
deep into Rarst rock

Shadows cast bg trees

or clouwds dance Ln my eyes
no Longer peering down

' seanning the bluffs

For flowers that the men
don't see but ( don't ming
and keep gasping at
floodls of blue, blue bells

Splashes of spring seeps
sounding Like bells of Light
all Light and layers
slipping between




Uncountnble greens

and [ Lean tnto the vise anol fall
forgetting that awgtmwg

was ever lost

Bouncing off rocks

my heart is a five pink tn bloom
and ' charmed

by these brothers-in-arms

Basking winking turtles
who plop off Llogs

and paddle away

while [ wave

To the viver of dreaws.




MAY

Heartwood

After the forest fell
to the wild and sudden winds.

Adfter the Grandmother
- the oak who strengthened ouwr vistons -
fell to her knees,
all her chiloven around her,
silent
s the angel
[ once saw Ln her
skyward branches ~

what sacrifice is best made?

Could we bimagine
something different than a veturn to order?

In the days that followed this chaos
my heart

was broken open,

Like the heartwood of trees.

Hieroglyphics appeared
on hewn surfaces

and tears

oozed.

Kind giants thrown down

in tangled protective mounds,
they did

wot harm us.

This astontshed me.

we Labored twenty days
- one for each minute of the maelstrom.

Threw ourselves tnto the arms
of dying branches and Leaves,
thick with spring pollens.




Raln-soaked, new Leaves
and shallow sododen roots, had
absorbed the violent words
of wino and change
- had brought it all dowwn to earth,
as we were brought down.

without hidden power, and
cut off

from our addictions,

we stepped Lnto the Now.

Exhilarated by a greaterpower.

[ bullt pyres that burned high,
even in deluges of rain.

| stacked grand pyramids of logs,
enough for three winters.

(Deeper tn the forest

the eloers will be Left to rest and return
thelr elixirs

to the soil of soul,

sleeping.)

BY the thme the heat came,
a new landscope
was emerging
- nstde and out -
from the five of our spirits.

small frogs greeted wne,
as if foretelling
unanticipated abundance.

wind sang through the chimes.

Perhaps the sacrifices will wot be as havsh
as we fear.

Already the mushrooms and microbes are weaving tales.




JUNE
Sudden delight

Suadden delight:

As when a black shadow
right-angles my oblivious path
blurts tnto that steadfast oaze
and becomes a cat flirt

for no obvious reasown.

Sudden delight:

As when a cutglass remark
shifts perspective ano gasps
with a thousand ratnbows
over a thing not Lost

ow a shaved experience.

Sudden delight:

As whew a green glistening
turns bnto a forest beetle
ornamented purple and bronze
whose Life has enoled

but remains as a jewel.




JuLy
The Bobeat and the Peony

Awn bmprint flashed
its thoughts of light
betweewn leaves of trees
and there

she was.

The long slope
of bodg Intent
Lithe with stealth
and yet

she paused.

n flank view
faced my goze
and held

held me

in her health.

No fear in that
twitched eav.

[ would have been
crushed

but for the unexpected
tameness

of a peony.

(nnocent Ln whtte
and wore Light.




AUGUST

Baking in August

Short memories

motes of sunlight
dashed out words

before breakfast

fizz like hummingbirds
high on sugar water
caffeine in my blood
banana bread tn the oven

a morning cool enough
for baking dreams.




SEPTEMBER

viriditas

That gleam on green
whose swift pause

ls a glimpsed wood
half-hidden at the edoge
of a follated dream
sending its soft mewl
a vippled rennissonce
through furved leaf
whiskered and burred
Ls the verdant one
sleek feral queen
maskeed n oak

Ruick pawn, ripe puck
track this brightening
of the imaginal realm
teach this asplrant

of feline stealth
claw-sharp ways

to blur the Phgsécm
outline of her face
merge with you now
bn green wood deep
moon blanched Love

wild and forever




OCTOBER

Leaf fall

As If you matter

any wmore thawn this leat

floating down from some high branch
catehing an uplift and then drift
but tnexorably downward

in a long, slow sweep

even so, graceful

to land among many

Layer upon Layer of leaves

so that after a while

[ can't see where You Landeot

and Your fear of belng

singled out for anything

right or wrong

Ls latd to vest.




NOVEMEBER
Battle at wounded tree

n mute distress,

did the forest Lay for me

it's batt of wild persimumons:
wrinkled, puckered bn sweetness
after the flrst frost?

Not Like the frost of false words
curled dry and inflammatory
as leaves, and leaving

an uncured after-taste

on my Lips.

He Lied. !mst’twcti\/etg

[ set my own trap

lilke a huntress, Like Artemls:
offered a little sweetness
before the fall.

If the backs of his hands
were skinned

or his face made raw
Lilke the trees' hurt hides
would he feel thelr pain?

Would he want to stand them up
after they had fallen?

(s taking thelr hearts,

thelr stalwart strength,

any kind of victory?

Ride away on Your metallic steeot
while [ gather the fruit

that falls tnto my hawnds

so that we cawn eat cake

and plant seeds.

Mourn the fallen,

the gentle warviors,
who left us unharmed;
Pay howmage now,

do wot reap or vape.




DECEMBER

mspbemj plnk stating
the snow wherve siall bivds have been
feasting not fighting
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