Of Cabinetmakers and Caterpillars

The gigantic fat caterpillars on the catalpa tree
				 		   Moved and writhed like green baby dragons
On every leaf and you could hear them chewing
				   		   They were so many and you could say hey to your
Friend Todd busy inside the barn and call him out
				 		   To see and sure enough he’d come out to the catalpa
Just behind the silo and say what, when and then
				  		  Holy shit as he took his index finger and started
To rub the back of the fattest green caterpillar
				 		   You’ve ever seen and say hey there fatty, you’re
Just a green hunk of pudge aren’t you and yes
						   I am, I am the fattest hunk of pudge you’ve ever 
Seen and I’m going to eat this tree down to nothing
						   Just you watch and while he keeps the conversation
Going on both sides he rubs smooth the spiky
						   Hairs on the back of the thing now bucking under
His finger, the broad leaf leaping up and down—
						   So the great moth caterpillar, and winder of silk, 
Endured our wonder, patiently waiting for it to end. 
						   When his wingspan comes he’ll have only a week 
To live flying and falling through the night air like 
						   A windblown image magnificence without
Equal. Until then there is work to do. Will Todd
						   Go back inside and polish that mahogany table?
Yes he will. Am I going to hear the hammer and
						   The saws and turn the finial of a pine clock and
Remember this tree and do we live toward loss
						   And never understand? Oh yeah, yeah we do.
