
The Woodcutter
The woodcutter’s ax falls

into fiber thick and rough,
as deep as two men’s lives.

The blade honed as a surgeon’s

by nights spent inside:

Cigarettes and coffee, woodstoves

and lies about women,

earlier work when times were tougher.

Before the machines.

Now oil and exhaust and gasoline

overwhelms the fragrance

of the cut and bleeding tree.

No chain saw sings of the core,

that dense resonant heartwood.

The faller steps back: twenty today!

Where is the space between the bladefalls?
The faller curses the day.

Four feet of snow, saw busted;

No pay and no draw.

Drinks beer in town now

and curses the company.
Tremors in his head and arms

stilled like the red pine fallen.

And the ax handle comes to his dreams,

Day dreams

The woodcutter’s ax falls 

and bites deep.
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