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Look how I am attached to the ends of things
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______________________




The Telling


Down from such heights and up from depths beyond

measure the old iceslowly now quicker

than the stones can holdit knows its path like

the one note of abird flown beyond us

in ages since we’veforgotten the wind

holds us in its heavysleeves so sorry

now at the pace ofour elders’ tongues

down the valley itis going the clocks

have stopped it ishappy to be finished

almost there singingthe song no one heard

the last time eitherwhen the rains began.






Mullein


A single stalk

by the side of the creek.

I put my hand in.

Cold water the color of clouds.

Verbascum thapsus—

it’s what the book calls

subshrub, but not

to be confused with moth

mullein, famous

for its five antennae stamens

and branded noxious

in some states nearby.

The common is

uncommon. Like this one,

singular in a scuff

of cinder and scratch grass

where the field runs

down to sun-bruised stone,

where the creek

grows narrow as it turns,

quicker over stones,

clear white, like a covering.




What you call

a thing is seldom what it is.

My father called

his half-brother Buster.

His work friend

Doc. His uncle-in-law Buddy.

And once, in an

eddy pool under willow roots,

just there, a late Jurassic

remnant he called finger-

snapper simmered

in night shadow. We pulled it out

sleek and gray

as a leg bone, a long-nosed

gar, caught on

our bank line—fifty years ago,

more. But not to be

confused with catfish,

carp, the needle

snout three times longer

than its head,

razor teeth jeweling the jaw.




Once the night
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