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DEDICATION

To Sarah

“Surely place induces poetry, and when the poet is extremely attentive to what is there, a meaning may even attach to his poem out of the spot on earth where it is spoken, and the poem signify the more because it does spring so wholly out of its place, and the sap has run up in it as a tree.”

Eudora Welty
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Appalachians
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Twice-built mountains

thrust faulted

into the sky

Eroded to nothing

in the Mesozoic

Uplifted again

by the Cenozoic

Ridge runners

and valleys

rock outcrop

on clay

Brooks and branches

streams and standing

pools empty

into the rivers

Cumberland and Tennessee

How high

Rabun and Brasstown

How high

Clingman's and Big Frog

How high

Mitchell, Grandfather and Cold

A bed

of conifer needles

A coat

of Fraser fir

A floor

of Holly leaf

and tuliptree

oak, chestnuts

and hickory

A gathering

of blueberries

and blackberries

huckleberries

and tea

Abode

of tree squirrel

and cottontail

wolf, cougar, beaver

and bear

Abode

of fox, coyote

and woodchuck

and white-tail deer

Sight the

wild-turkey

owl and mourning dove

raven and red-tailed hawk

Sight the

garter, rat

and copperhead

on the mountain path

you walk

Folded mountains

thrust-fault mountains

uplift mountains

Appalachian mountains all.

Talking mountains

who will listen?

Walking mountains

who goes there?

Questions we value

are always answered

if we listen

in the Appalachian

mountain air.
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Into the air
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The stairs climb

into the air

no second floor

was there

The house

abandoned, half-demolished

a monument to more.

The family

bought out

by a government

That planned

to bring electricity,

just not to them

And not to there,

their past would

likely disappear

Their future

would likely

be no more than

a signature

on a government

document.

The house azaleas

in proliferation that spring

not tended and

not intended to

survive

The bird feeders

not fed

would empty of birds

but fill with the depths

of the new lake

Named not for

that treasured place

but for a senator

from another part

of the state.
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Breath of wind
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Breath of wind

clears the top

and down the side.

A mountain riding

funnel

roiling the trees

shaking leaves

into flight.

Approaching

Bottom-Side Lake

the breath

takes

To water,

raising a wake,

spreading the word

from above.
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Breath to breath
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“I made my songs of breath. And now my breath is gone ...”

Byron Herbert Reece

So breath

was given

and poems

through breath

came

From where

we are unaware

to where

we are unaware

Just a brief

continuum

of breath
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