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FRED WAH (b. 1939)

o THE FIRE

The international border
is a twenty-five yard cut
out of the green forest

and in the middle

right in the middle of the cut
is a fence

made of posts and wire

birds fly
a field hawk
& the pink sky turns brown
sun
(crackle crackle
a
wood burning July afternoon,

None said of where
the fire began on the Idaho side
but by two o'clock three of us laughed
& pissed across the fence
to protect?
the untouched BC tamaracks?

SO soon
it crowned the twenty-five yards
& I'm running
to catch a ride out
with the pump truck but
the hose is caught, round a stump

& he says

when I'm looking at him
look

take the axe to it anyway
already the paint's peeling on my side

Beauti ful

run because I have to

birds fly & pink smoke
how low the sky comes

the smoke comes

justs as fast but low through grass & trunks
Tun
&
run

a man is caught in a hollow
his name is Marvin.




o LARDEAU / SUMMER 1964

I said we slept in a shack

at the bottom of the valley L7
watched the sun set after supper
over an ice field to the north

an unnamed glacier, then

the mountains about us

left white by the moon.

And 1 said it was a hot day

where we were I had a headache

at noon the blue above turned

to a green blur of moving trees

the felled log rolled under me

and we began the afternoon's cruise
looking at ourseives in the forest.

About the Lardeau?

There is little to say.

It is green, it rains

often, the mountains

are very beautiful,

there is a moon at night,

the unnamed glacier is the shape
of a bird in flight, with stars
in its eyes, my logging boots
make me feel strong

but too heavy to use strength,
the rivers and creeks

flow south to the lake,

there are mosquitoes, the name
is Marblehead.

At the end of it

it was all a dream

I said from looking up

up an eighty-foot pole

at lunch and he:

well, 1'11 be here all winter

and the cruising's easy on snowshoes

though this summer has been a nice one

gotta get that left shock fixed next time in town

I said

you must be finishing labor

at the top of Meadow Mountain
for she was born at 9:15

and we neared the top then too
I had pains in my stomach.
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o GOLD HILL

We stood there in Gold Hill's forest
looking

at all that surrounded us
that rock

this rock here this one
was it here

he stopped by stooped down aside of
and grabbed from the rock

a piece of moss to wipe himself with
said shITI

this granite boulder's gold
worth about

as he was an assayer also
$70,000

but unable to move such a large rock himself
chipped some proof

then went away to find help
file the claim

but never found it after that day
SO

we stood there in Gold Hill's forest
looking.

o THEY ARE BURNING

Pitch black up the valley

in front of us twenty miles

they are burning the mountains down

the sky is that kind of orange

the hillsides are outlined to us

in just that orange horizon

which will be gone with daybreak

when the smoke of their burning

hangs over the valleys rivers and trees
drifts slowly on the contours of the land
and the deadness where no birds fly.

Yes they are burning

for it is July

and August and the nights

with no wind the darkness is cool.

What I thought would be there is not

I'm sorry to say. What I had expected

was to sleep for the ride with eyes closéd
not drive into a burning mountainside.
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o THE COLD SNOW FEET

The cold snow feet
sweat
with all those clothes on
Eddy Thompson
ahead in the bushes
follow me
or maybe he, Steve Barrett
between the light bush
push

with one leg
raise a knee
my big snowshoe
dives toe under the snow
toward the creek ice
which cracks with our weight and the sun
sweat steaming the taste of scarf
we say wobble and run
but I can't but trip
trying to lift one foot
the other sinks
webs dangling in the air
I become a ball of white
with all those clothes
and fall on my face
into the dark snow
my sweating face. ,

Mike

use the shoes

its night

your skis are iced

from that fall in the lake
Molly Gibson is

how many miles away now
use your shoes Mike

. carry the skis

are you alone

how many miles behind us

Drummond Hadley's

snowshoes' tracks

disappear

toward Grover Cleveland Park's
golf course by Main Street

on the desert

coming up (out of) the arroyo
on snowshoes in December
among the galleta grass

like a green winter lawn in Tucson
bowlegged strapped in mukluks
gut web for feet

over all that desert
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A
NO

and so there somewhere

the watched bear paws

hang there all summer

there on my head

which is down on the tracks
or sometimes not the tracks
but the ssssshhhhhhhh—

in the feet

o MOUNTAIN

Mountain that has come over me in my youth
Mountain green grey orange of colored dreams
darkest hours of no distance
Mountain full of creeks ravines of rock
and pasture meadow snow white ridges humps of granite
ice springs trails twigs stumps sticks leaves moss
shit of bear deer balls rabbit shit
shifts and cracks of glaciation mineral
0 Mountain
that has hung over me in these years of fiery desire burns on your sides
your many crotches
rocked
and treed in silence from the winds
Mountain many voices nameless curves and pocked in shadows
not wild but smooth
your instant flats flat walls of rock
your troughs of shale and bits
soft summer glacier snow
the melting edge of rounded stone
and cutting of your height the clouds
a jagged blue
your nights your nights alone
your winds your winds your grass

your lying slopes your holes your traps
quick blurs with sweat of dreams and

Mountain poem of life [ climbs

true and real
reeling Mountain burning mind
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stand word : ’
stand 3
letter
voice in whisper secret repeating cries
stand in rock stretch out
in all ways to thettimber line
spread over all valleys run cool the waters down
from luminous white snows
your cracks
0 creek song flow always an utter pure of coolness
spring from the rocks
sing in the hot thirst my sticky tongue
my jaw catch below the bridge
Yes my jaw for your waters hangs
catch of water sooth the sweat
sweet cold on teeth in flow and eddy
in swirl my gut it fills and bloats with fluid Mountain

I stand the upright Mountain
at its base I stand in roads in valleys
in standing desire its quieting gravel ways
stand roots upturned at the roadside
turn in and twist deeper the head’s nerves
and gentle sinking stump my body
warm
I look out at it to its tree branching
boughs birds' wings
flap in green in sun light light brown needles
ground is covered dried shit of deer bed
old
the old tree stand my axe is melting
in bite the grain of the trunk
"burning the fire down to its roots black the bark hard
the upright tree the Mountain's burn
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look out at it
stand in it turn cover the ground
take off the thought's eyes
go in
go in
go in the flaming base
sink in the skins of the Mountain's earth
along the road
far from the road
in gravel
stand through the twist in desire the gravelled road inward
to the base of the upright Mountain
1ts quiet burning
its evening still
its my eyes have gone my eyes my birds' wings
fluttering

0 Mountain stand is set my roots the sun is in my legs

& Birds of the Mountain 1lift me
fill in my eyes the dark walled places of the sides
the moving airs on rock push up the faces
to the edge climb
and the birds on the way out
hang
the air which is their own
keep the shape of Mountain
and pull at my arms the edge of ice or rock
and pull out and out on the cool rise swinging
in blue secret glacier crystal
eyes
the distant eyes the dark down feathered holes
for eyes
fill out the spaces to the top of Mountain's
dry ridges the iced ridges
the black crevices green valleys
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0 shoulders beaks wings feet boots
push out

BENT BENT
the beat my self my heart's
Bear system Fur quivering at the tree's base
not even a growl the gut flowing in cloud
the vaporous red dream the horse's cock
by the field the river
erect going to mount the mare
beating
in the valleys the hot afternoon
and animals fucking

their mountains

Ya Fur Fur Fur

o THE FIGURING

in your mother's garden
last summer
the peas
§ the feel of a pod in my hand
there were bells clanging
& the uncovering
separating
shells

we came down

the west side

of the continent

believing it was ocean

it was land

leaving our forests
(our forests

§ turned left

on a desert

at moonlight

alone
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the sound
in my throat
half stuck
ringing song-like
in the trees

(the proof is

was what
once was

& you naked

in the back seat

sleeping

the flat headlights

on either side

the cacti

became darknesses

rising

in the heat

the hot flatness

is us naked

here
(once
the trees hid us
from the moon § the lake
& I filled you

sweet granite boulders
which will suck this step
back quick
to the rock's warmth
& melt at the snow's
edge
which
is called
into the crevasse
by thinking back

the flat

between my seeing

I was riding

up

my middle

out

between the distant mountains
a rock

a wedge

coming back for myself
with you

flat out

behind my eyes

miles
is what was
the roadsign says




(said) when looking back-
wards back up the road

where I'd come from

with nothing from the land with me
& I'm all there is here g
& saying that is too hard

is like trying to

think mountain-like

add up, figure

out

the hazyness

our forests

our nakedness

& a way of looking at signposts
all myself ;
turning back into

standing

up

along the pea-vines

& peeling them

they rolled into the bowl
following one, one, one,
clanging bell-like

in my throat

on the desert.

o SONG FOR SALLY

Sweet

drunk summer night
stumbling at yr window
yr eyes after

in the distant

boat lights on the inlet

hands fumble the smock
on hips which are not yr own
& walk in silence smoothly
yr thin legs
through the dark you
dream of love lust
pulls
you could have
cut into Mallorca
forgot about mother or
had some seacoast poet
play blues on spanish guitar
for you

go wrong in yr own mind

were naked
when I touched you.
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o EYES

Dog with three legs
with a name as round as
his head is as round

as his eyes are

his many
many other
bignesses
his eyes
come into

his eyes, look
at you, you
look back
howling
at the moon
in the morning
the moon
his big sky-eye

& wooing
at the sun
dog
with three legs
behind you

when you run he looks

for the stick you've thrown
hit
all falls into his eyes

his paws

his other

or
eyes are

his many
many other
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