
The Tree-Alphabet 
 
 
 
Beginning of the year, beginning of the world. 
No vowels yet, just a long 
tongue held to the roof  
of its celestial mouth. 
Quiet in the woods. 
Red in the distance. Redder than blood 
or wine from the boughs of an conifer. 
Think back, it’s there, the seed, 
or egg, sewn in the filthy ground 
deep in the frozen earth 
a drawn-out silence, pause in the hum 
or the drums, waiting for the rock to thaw. 
 
* 
 
Mean as lynx-ears, light as their eyes. 
New? No. Knotted early 
broom of the wind 
to sweep the clouds 
of their spare eyelashes. 
White winter-slide, 
growth of stark 
upwards movement, back 
up the mountain, flow of words 
headed to the baths 
to be washed. 
Bright backwards shade. 
Blind in the heat 
we create for ourselves. 
Pink. A year-long memory. 
 
* 
 
Blind as a badger, drunk on soil, 
potatoes and stale cabbage soup. 
Forthwith. Bring me my cup. 
I mean sun. My means to smell. 
Ferns in the muck. 
Family follows the light. 
Fast-up you call my flowers. 
The groundhog emerges from the dirt. 



Frowning upwards. Follow my voice. 
Through the fearn. Death is dying. 
Propane tanks are empty. Keep writing. 
Whom to follow? No one these days 
finds very much of anything. 
Fucking in the frost. Follow anyway. 
 
* 
 
The moon above the whispers 
whispers. Sifts of quiet life 
pounced upon by light. 
Rain all day and 
rivulets of gunk, calcium build-up 
gives way to streams of glass. 
Willow jumps. Up the earth. 
Witches get wet in the rain. 
Their ceremonies in the grove 
involve taking off their clothes.  
Slick skin in the mud. 
A thorn pricks our leg:  
Here comes blood.     
Speak our secret names easily 
in the day-long morning.   
 
* 
 
Here it is; here it is! 
But it’s not here yet. 
Here is the waiting 
to go to our king. 
In my bedroom, getting ready for the party. 
Taking turns at the bureau. 
Rousing our dormant 
feelings for the outside world— 
feelings of it— replica of those 
healthy oak trees out there 
lining the streets of our thoughts, 
reaching across me to 
touch your cheek. Duh. 
We’re not doing 
nothing. The eye of the Earth 
at rest for a moment. We go on 
too long like this. We take too many  
lazy kisses from the land 
which for a couple of weeks 



includes us. Does not dream us 
but lives on the very same bridge. 
 
* 
 
Time for telling little 
but trying to talk, endlessly, 
town in the sun 
the old belfry keeps the time of, 
and children wander slowly 
down the dusty streets, 
hair tied back with holly, 
little kings, red as berries, 
let us think. There is a birth, 
there are two in the year, 
two faces to the sun 
we can’t crawl out from the gaze of. 
 
* 
 
Love me for the scent that I bring you 
and keep bringing, dusky and whole, 
night air thru the orchard 
floats towards the town 
where we roam, waiting for it all to end, 
a brown ribbon, dropped in the pool 
so hot you know 
it can’t be like this for much longer, 
like bath water, naked 
figures glide across the sky 
churning butter, the rich scents 
of angels fill the trees 
ripe nuts, dense 
as the angelic death-dance 
we see reflected on the water. 
 
* 
 
The vine which we’ve found out 
is native to America, too, 
makes moons rise. The sun sets 
for a moment above marigold lane. 
Vipers blink their wooly eyes 
and fix their minds on your gullet. 
Men come out of the woodwork. 
Late at night, when the air is clear as silver, 



this lute makes mice out of money, 
and the dusk-lynx marauds by vine-light 
ears cocked to the rhythm of its tawny mischief. 
 
* 
 
Grow up, she said to the vine, 
but it crawled along the ground. 
There’s spirals in these hills. Women. 
Take it from me. 
The doubting of the god. 
The rising of the arrowheads 
up from the soil. 
The ancient door to the earth 
creaks shut, allowing a beam 
thru its hallowed stone frame, across the topsoil, 
to get in the eyes of small mammals. 
Words like ivy worm clockwise up trunks 
with their little trunks, 
the core of thought the very fear of chaos 
whistling in these leaves.  
 
* 
 
The usefulness of the ordinary, 
royalty. Wealth in wheat 
or reeds. I saw them 
blowing in the bog at Ramshorn 
claimed by nobody. 
We have a purple relationship 
with dry grass. 
Hay for the princess to sleep on. 
The light yellow looms in the room 
playing off her purple eyes. 
…And yet somehow Pan managed 
to make a flute of this plant, 
syrinx, the evasive,  
playing night after night, 
I am only what knows me. 
Hold me. Velvet woman. Straw man. 
 
* 
 
The black bough 
our grandma brews 
in her bone-china pot 



when the king is asleep. 
As pretty as a shiny berry 
her grey-blue-green eyes which grow 
lighter and lighter as she grows older 
as the sky, in anticipation of day 
they shine. The king is ninety 
years or more this month. 
Or he might as well be, we agree. 
We see the berries at the backs of our minds 
swollen in the sun, frisky beetles 
running to and from the other end of the year 
as we walk thru the cemetery,  
as it’s growing dark 
earlier than it did yesterday. 
We’re long since asleep. 
We’re at the end of the earth 
close to the soil 
waiting for a new king. 
 
* 
 
No word, why? Yule-tide 
we are in the midst of— 
Lovers in God’s living room. 
I tried thinking of you but I could not. 
 
* 
 
There are no other months 
but the one that begins our new life. 
There’s a star in the sky. 
A word in your ear 
telling you to fear that black water. 
You know the names of its inhabitants 
and their slippery faces. 
The wave crashes, 
and the storm is over. 
Saturn loses his head. 
And the priests apply birch to their wounds.  
 


