Forestry Song, Moverent 17, 2nd draft

"...going down to Beul ahl and
outshine the Sun..."

M ssi ssi ppi  John Hurt

And these trees so unfamli ar
Mount ai ns j udge ne
Cal careous rock falls

| amneither free
nor aml wld

Qur works watch us through each other's eyes

These but the other and oursel ves
Not beauty is of thought, concrete
The one
unsuppl i abl e word
cuts me fromthe powers
hi des the uphill tree-side

and the gnonon is but girth over pi
nmeasure sticks tapes cal i pers

| slash ny breast with a burnt stick
at night

thisis
tinber, desirable
speci es possi bly
branded am |
in the shortest anmount of tine

el usi ve river
physi ognony

coal, oil, gas
not her fat her
speak to me

that it remain

living inatine we did not
foresee



where might there be a forest
Says Burke [ a clear idea is a snall idea]

Sub-1i ne:

tongue is tonb

_That hush'd the storny main. _

| wal k silent anong ny peopl e

| do not go to them
| find ny body

(n the day of ny departure
bl ood and bone drew near

breath draws deep in riparian spaces
toes sink into little gullies
crawdads
take water through ny gills

Ch the third day up Salt Rver | rowed

riven frombreast dianeter
at the nouth of Cedar O eek
chanting all the while
with little toads

bet ween t he scrubby
erect cones, disposed,
nmany toget her

overtaki ng the neadow
can still see the | ookdown
anci ent on ne

--a spritely pact
wi th those who cl ung bankw se
prehensil e
(an ache in the rotor-cuff, smal
shoul der tendons)
clunb down out of trees
smal |l children, politicians, nmal contents

unf or t unat es

primnaries
pri mat es



themthat ardor of pelvis and
shoul der - bone

If it is hard with me it is hard
for | take the conpl ex view

of watershed and forest's edge
and of l'iving

there is | eaf wi nter shard ice
in season cold is an acorn harvest

SO hitter in its necessity
ny ass is arctic, toes African

froma great flame have | travel ed
only to
curl unto ice

wi nd descent
fromthe G eat Lakes

crawl s up
onto the ridgeback
gale toys are tent flaps

khaki surpl us
and a splendid pot boils

tanni cs

|'ve a thing for
| eaves, wearing, on the fifth day
Smling wld tasted ne

so bitter

lick of alicorice stick
is nmedicine to

Reach out to | efthand, reach
and flick the hel met

st eady, vascul ar
yi el di ng

Athing for leaf is in ny eyes --
| anbent in the windfires

See now bright plays lightly
that this is tongue-pricked life
glories of the face
and of the linb
soft, radi ant



instill fuses
by pi nches of spot
wher e seedl i ngs grow
m ght al so root
an
am no
acid begun to wild
a great green spread
Get of f ne stand only by trail head

There're no sidewal ks in Beul ahl and | see,

But there are places green and foamwhite

done



