POEMS READ AT THE TREE CABARET, January 27, 2008
A   Heritage Tree - Sequoia of Victoria


Fog maintains


California redwoods.


So in the 1860's


Pennsylvania rootstock


of Giant Sequoia 


became designated for Victoria's


new Beacon Hill Park.


Sequoiadendron,


species of longevity


living to 2200 years,


growing to 379 feet,


foot thick bark


feeding insects,


branches, nesting for birds


habitat for mammals, reptiles.


Generations of Victoria children


swing from the branches


of this  Giant Sequoia


I painted, oil on panel,


last October for the Bioblitz


in Beacon Hill Park.


             -- Avis Rasmussen, 2008

Willow

The tree in the backyard, separated
from my yard

hunkers down

with her rapunzel hair

no one climbs.

She sits on her haunches,

studies the dying grass, her arms reaching down

to touch a distant relative, offering her dandelions and cat willows -

The autumn flowers that survive.

Does she know how lovely

she is in her dejection?  A long breeze.

She is Daphne, hiding from her lover:

a bird she evades, finding it difficult to rest

on her branches.

A Garry Oak towers nearby, his arms

reach up toward something

that looks like hope;

although, his leaves are dry and ready to fall.

A stag waits in the grass, muses

on the light interval of rain.

The way it falls, and doesn't.

                   -- Andrea McKenzie

The Magnolias on Linden Avenue

In Winter

Gray trunks and branches

Stand guard along our street.

In Spring

Suddenly they burst out

In bridal-white perfum'ed flowers.

 In Summer

The heavy leaf crop hides birds

Who court and nest with caw or tweet.

In Autumn

These close leaves hang on late

And utterly defeat 'leaf-pickup' date.

                          -- Rosemary James Cross

Time Dancers

To the rhythm of their world

The Time Keepers dance and sway.

Capturing light’s sparkle they

bend supple limbs to the wind,

bind breath to chloroplast and

exhale dimension and form.

They are the Ancient Ones – 

Trapping time in golden droplets,

Exuding memories of life past.
Michelle D. Gorman

When I think of Fairfield, I think of trees, from the chestnuts along Cook Street to the oaks and firs and cedars of Government House, to apple trees in backyards, to blooming cherry and plum trees everywhere. 

Trees

If I ever create a religion 

it will be the worship of trees 

those most benign and 

indiscriminate of beings, 

pouring their oxygen over us.  

In the Beginning 

there was only Tree:

         Its branches divided 

         


       earth and sky; 

         Its roots united 

          earth and water 

Trees, I’ll pray,

let me climb 

trees 

         catch the heart, 

their branches striding 

wide and high, their leaves 

slipping against the sky 

like the coins of light 

sun strikes through water 

Trees, I’ll pray,

let me climb 

trees 

 
         cast long shadows 

around themselves, trees 

cast spells, spilling darkness, 

scattering light, confusing 

secrecy with mystery, confusing 

second sight with love at first, confusing 

happiness with almost everything 


  —a soft touch on a slow impulse


  —the cry of a young wind 


                                             tearing the clouds apart 


  —the mutterings of an old mind 


                                                      left to itself and now 

     
                                                      more seer than sinister— 

I plunder the grass for them 

my throat quickens and gleams 

in the cold light of trees leaning,  

enlacing their boughs in a web, 

ensnaring wild dreams 

                                    —of a tree absorbing me 

into its cellulose; 

squeezing me through ever-finer filaments, 

the busy chlorophyll extrudes me into the air 

in the form of a flower, where a bee sucks, shedding 

pollen, satisfied the craving blossom swells—  






               an apple hangs 

waiting for the next blundering idiot 

to come along, again—

     

              and again, 

  
        and again, it is necessary 

to climb trees 

to struggle 

                  from one odd and wonderful angle 

to the next, to the dizzying tip, where, 

silhouetted against the moon, a hairy angel 

croons a guttural hymn 

Waking, I watch 

the patterns of leaves 

upon the wall, the moonlight

streaks and dapples

the familiar ripples. . . 




and my concentration wavers, 




vaporizes, flows out to meet 




the stream of light returning 




the dream goes on, indefinitely 




in both directions, trees stretch 




equally into roots and crown 




mirror their mutuality        

Trees, I’ll pray,

let me climb 

trees 

         singing 



—in the Beginning 



there was only Tree 

the Idea of a tree 

Elizabeth Rhett Woods
