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Shoveling Water
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When his own roots have withered

leaving a stooped mind to

feel its way through the fog that

no longer lifts

the old man carries water

from gutter to grass

water from his neighbor

overflowing to the street

water no one wants

Each drop will help the lawn

he thinks

each scoop 

will lighten the fog
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Haiku
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One brown toad

enough to lift my mind

above the fray

..................................

Staring at the dark water

we shrink, but it only wants

to lap at the shore

..................................

Gray nests in the arms of trees

unseen until the cold has come

to strip the rest away

.................................

The knot twists now

under the axe

always the log

that warms us most

.................................

The vernal pond slips

away, slowly sinking past

the water-bound frogs

.................................

Above the river

we walk in snow and sun then

descend into shadows

.................................

Altitude and hills

don’t help, but maybe I’m just

a little slower

.................................

Before the rising sun

when dark tongues lie loose and still

one bird starts to sing

.................................

Stones 

are the bones of these mountains

and feet

are the rasp of these stones
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The Beaver and the Cricket


[image: ]




In darkness

beavers work the field’s edge

skidding their wood

downhill, to weave with mud

and hold the water

while songs

float through the window

crickets turning grass into eggs 

and legs into fiddles

Strange as water to wine

these night miracles

are just so easy 

to sleep through
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The Winding Way of Truth
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