
HERE'S WHAT THE WIND CAN DO 
 
 
sweep up the gully 
as aery serpents 
of tall grass 
elsewhere 
steady but shifting 
bend thistles 
into treble clefs 
and ampersands or 
rampant 
fell a redwood 
pulling its roots 
an oak span 
into the air 
even 
remind me 
of you 
blowing across 
my sweaty belly 

 


