						

						Thank-you Wishes for the Wilderness

						In a hundred years if all goes well
						the house will still stand although
						just barely and my three enormous

						oak trees will have multiplied and
						in a hundred years if all goes well
						and wild comes back to the yard

						the yard will be what the earth intends –
						honeysuckle vines and forst where
						the house begins and woods so dense

						only rays of light slender as arrows
						pierce the canopy and the grandsons
						of my rooster fly from branch to branch

						hollering in the greeny black leaves of
						the evening while my son’s grandsons
						and their friends run beneath the trees

						and no sign of me but them exists and
						so thank you wishes for the wilderness –
						thank you moon for the silver in the sky,

						thank you oaks for the sprawl and climb
						you do so well making an architecture
						of the air when the first day of autumn

						comes and so the first day of autumn
						arrives a hundred years before it will
						again where the roosters of the future fly

	`					calling to their hens and where my son’s
						grandsons run through the woods wild
						with their homemade knives and their

						trouble and their friends and thank you
						lord for what never changes but leaves
						and falls to rise again for dying never
						ends for us. It only slowly rearranges us.
