Cherries
Lucien Stryk

 

Because I sit eating cherries

which I did not pick

a girl goes bad under

 

the elevator tracks, will

never be whole again.

Because I want the whole bag,

 

grasping, twenty-five children

cry for food. Gorging,

I've none to offer. I want

 

to care, I mean to, but not

yet, a dozen cherries

rattling at the bottom of my bag.

 

One by one I lift them to

my mouth, slowly break

their skin--twelve nations

 

bleed. Because I love, because

I need cherries, I

cannot help them. My happiness,

 

bought cheap, must last forever.

 

An Address to Weyerhaeuser, the Tree-Growing Company

David Wagoner

After miles of stumps and slash and the once buried endeavors

Of roots, all dozer-bladed to their logical ends, the clear-cut

Ends finally at a stand of firs near a creek, and for an hour

I’ve listened to what’s left of the winter wrens

Claiming the little they can for territory. 

(Which isn’t much. And I’m too made to be lyrical about it,

Lacking their grace, their fearlessness, their ingenuity.

Let someone else do it: one of the most beautiful songs

In North America, a long, wild, ringing melody,

Says The Complete Field Guide to American Wildlife.  It lasts

For seven seconds with sixteen distinct notes and sixteen stops

Per second, an amazing 112 notes, says Life Histories

Of North American Birds.  Our machines can barely track them.)

One comes to scout me where I sit on the last stump

Before the forest holds out its dark-green light again. 

He sings, watching me.  There’s no use trying to say

What the music is like, cascading out of this short-tailed genius

Smaller than a mouse.  Another answers and another,

Distinct though distant.  I catch a glimpse of one through glasses

Down by the creek.  Being as scientific as the next-to-last man

I mark the spot and measure it off on the deep forest floor

(No rhapsodic passages about licorice fern and running pine and moss)

As clumsily as a moon-walker.  His voice was carrying

Clearly and easily five hundred feet and could have reached further. 

But I’ll stay reasonably sober: this tiny groundling,

This incredible gifted ounce was moving and reclaiming

A hemisphere of June air weighing nine tons.  

My Weyerhaeuser, your fallers and heavy thinkers made this possible. 

I realize June is a distracting month: you must trap and kill

All those ravenous black bears whose berries haven’t ripened

And who maul and gnaw a few of your billions of saplings

And you’re looking forward to spraying the already dying

Tussock moths again, regardless of our expense, regardless

Of what else may be trying to live under the branches, 

But for a moment consider troglodytes troglodytes, this wren

Who has never forged a treaty or plotted a war

Or boasted of trying to serialize massacre after massacre

Of managed a forest or suffered the discomfort of an obituary

Listing credits in fraternal and charitable parlays

And other safe bets: he’s moving a greater weight

Of living and dead matter daily than all your logging crews.

This creature smaller than your opposable thumb

And much more subtle is singing all day

In the woods you haven’t clear-cut yet.  Each song

Lasts seven seconds and forever.  Think what you might manage

To move if you could sing or even listen. 
