
Tasmanian Tiger 2008 –1936  
 
 
By 1934 
the Tasmanian Tiger 
is hunted into extinction.  
 
In 2008  
scientists hack its DNA from a  
100-year-old British museum specimen.  
 
Near extinction 2,000 years ago mostly  
due to habitat loss, climate change. Little  
would ever be known of its behavior  
 
even from the few taken captive  
who would die from neglect. 
In a black & white photograph 
the last of this nocturnal marsupial  
 
stands facing a wire outdoor enclosure.  
Its back of soft dense hair shows 
a dozen or more dark stripes ending  
 
at the tip of its tail as it passed  
through its world beyond time, with  
a distant cay-yip  
 
Nowadays science chases down  
Rainforest botanical specimens for  
pharmaceutical farming,  
 
mines genetic information  
to scaffold grow anew who  
really knows what, to  
 
extract compounds for further  
development, marketing, and sales  



as prescription drugs to 
quell or salve human pain  
 
Even Dr. Frankenstein 
made a monster who could feel  
men’s common hatred enough to fear 
 
Humans poise to make our selves anew and why,  
beneath this exquisite skull cap of illusion who are  
we but part of a greater darkness we fear  
 
  



Blood Resin 
 
 
the butchers chainsawed  
all the morning long as 
we worked, mostly silent  
 
in an indoor chemical carpet 
labyrinthine office stream with 
uniform pre-fabricated cubicle walls 
too high to peek 
over  
 
sited within a road mazed gentrified industrial park 
with work culture lunchtime picnic table perimeters  
our neighbor, Otiz Elevator sponsors today’s Auto Show 
 
contestants vote for best car, enter drawings 
for prizes, while the oldies blare 
out old Motown sounds 
 
I sit with two tree stumps. 
They bubble a viscous amber resin  
from rings of phloem made long ago from 
the wind and the earth and the rain in the quiet of 
stars and sun and moon 
 
the two pines – 
a bird flies through 
the space they were 
 
 


