
                                                                         Two Cabinetmakers

Here’s one—got a Mohawk hairdo and a pot belly
so perfectly round and true it is a thing of beauty
and Chip carves vines and roses, fleurs-de-lis
and hooves of deer for table-legs and turns bright 
oak bowls on the lathe, anything really you ask
he will make appear from the grain and he went 
to school with me and patiently watched me
struggle with a simple thing and shakes his head. 
Says: Here, try it like this instead. He is one who
laughs easy, keeps his chisels clean and honed. 
How does a man become what he is? Why
is the undertaker an undertaker and the carpet-
layer walking through the world on his knees?
Our mothers, our fathers? A wobble in the stars? 
						       If you are happy in your work, 
							  what is the cause?
Here’s another—he too carves like a dream, 
mends the broken thing. Almost always quietly, 
Wade keeps close to the work at hand and leans 
in to see what exactly needs to be done. He is 
one to whom I had been cruel once—at least
once, stupid and petty for that is what I am 
from time to time. Well, once while living up 
in the house by the shop he saw I was working 
late in the night and walked through the dark
fields and plate of venison, carrots and beans
and said Here, you must be hungry, and I was. 
A broken Windsor chair leaned against the wall. 
Steam rose lightly, disappearing as we talked. 
The sawdust on my workbench like a tablecloth. 

