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Go to the forest , Tre e 
. please wait for me there 





DON T CUT M~ DOWN 

I don t want any of this treo poeiry 
shit from you. You don t know what o 
fuckin tree is. If ya think its only 
in yer head yer fu I I a sh 1 t. Trees is 
trees and the only thing they re good 
for is lumber so don 1 t give me any crop 
about them bein sumpin else. Fer chrys 
sake you think the rest of us don t 
know sweet fuck al I compared to you . 
Wei I you don 1 t know nuthin ti 11 ya go 
out there and bust yer back on em. 
Settin chokers 1 d break yer ass so fasT 
ya wou I dn 1 t even wanna I ook at a 
goddamned tree let alone write abou 
em. Then ya'd know what a tree wuz] 
steda yappin about it. 



T ee 01 colored iexTur brain 

oa 1ed 111 tvJ is t ed n eura I head I i ghts 

Ji led nk of cedar bark al I shaggy 

v.1oman man tree 

u1 r j+s which root me to the image 
I ike a root 1s 

lO/I 19 through the darkness of the soi 

lerves and soul (I ike baling wire 

a Ii ne of thought 

OL shoots in screaming hot b I ood I eaps 

o 1 poo I pool pool 

o ree 

0 0 

~low o done r slowing air 

0 d r a 1 of i r ::.e 

0 dreorn 0 rne 

0 or a vy1op 0 

0 that 

d 111 rne 

Ci b 01 loop 

I in 



ihe turning rings of your self ore of me 

our tissu es c r oss 

I always hoped you 1 d giv e me he art rings 
1n yo ur dre am 

dear birch across from me we fa ce 
the qui et poo I of ours e Ives 

f oce each other 

return 

we 

look that way 





I'm no tree except the part of me 
as roots now new spring up among 
the w i I I ows on the roadside shoots 
of alder, cherry, maple runners, buds 
grow at the sky from clay and gravel 
daily now, each day o fraction 
of the snow melts up the bank 
those green plum eyes seep out. 





I imagine it 
a memory tree 
birds in my hair 
snow on the ground 
the history of trees 
or rocks of granite 
spruce and birds 
up here 
the wind. 
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It wasn't appl e 
that was cherry 

branches hanging 
in the window frame 

app le pasture 
cherry chickens 



ST. D (for Gladys 1cl od 

0 r co1cer1 is tree-murder, harv st 

01 I e roresT (s1e S worried 

h co I I 'timber' 1 timber so I AJ4292 

structure wood 

could be o rough political situation 
could be 

e spE er as trees, innocent understanding 
of ourselves 

as hi1gs or places ioo, maybe farming 

bu for ihe mess 

le 01 he smouldering hi I I sides 
and silting th er eks 

o 1be o 1ev1 cro another Ii fet i me, no care 

or he 1ones H rnlock, Bolsorn, Spruce 

· d o 1 e ·"' or d s r or l o u r o "'' rn o u i h s 
no I ov-1ers a· ;rnore but 



cubic feet s ven mi 11 ion tv10 hundred 
and thir y e19 ,t 

thousand Ce dar, Lar ch , IA/hite ~orK ~ne, 
trunk roots and 

I imbs scrapp ed trash-wood fuel 
for the bush-f 1res dirt 

orange summer sky I ine, Lodgepole, 
White Pine, 0 her 

Species, in other words 

strip it, al I the growth 

for structure wood 

core of our eyes to see and sa y itj 
won 1 t be taken 

care of, hearts I ost in the I anguage 
of pub I ic au ction 

on I y 11 pr o f i t n i n t h e n am es 1 n o t a I k 
I eft about it , so set now 

there is no argument 1 choices gone . 
nothing lef o soy 

Forest Rangere 
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o se 01 s-r c1 .re woo d al I leaky 

roo 11;s mor1i19 in the rain 

s s 1 '"' 1 11 e c 1 1 m n e y I a s h i n g s e e p s 
, r o L g 11 t o h r o o f j o i s t s an d d r 1 p s 

s i 11 right .re wood (br anches ?) 
ro 1c f'.oor si I I to cross-beams 

o eel ls left without the bark, rooi-
ss · i mbers stand in the doorways 

o dindow frames its ok the house 
s " o, pro r i ate , our rea I needs 

do 10 Jrofi us, the hi I I side trees 
c 50 leoK he rain dow io their roots. 

0 1 i ldustr / 0 it I hot 

r or ' 
vl e o end rno uitou0 

I 
,.. 11e 110rdho1 , choin-oi I, 

8 co JO l 0 

0 18 81 orno 19 t pru e 

0 1 Ol 

ad 
. 

,,a - JO I 



the hi-bol I r wor~s for o new 
e a c h y a r } w 1 k en d s i n t o vJ n 
I adm it his ski 11, I odmi i tho 
a l ife of his own from i·t, wiih 
on th e thro ttle lever, admit it 

4 

1ck 

re makes 
o gr1 

Prob ab I y th e tr ees ar e warm i n g 1 n r he sun 
the mud dri es up and hardens on the roods 
streams or e ful I and muddy now in runo 
a whole f or est stretch es out the new rings 
probably it al I just stands there, amaz ed 
with the st eam rising up f rom cloy banks 
grovel should ers glisten 

in the morn ing I ight 
bridge plan ks shed roofs d itches a contour 
port of a s cene~ prob able and amaz ing 
for the sun ) wormer now towards the en d 
of Morch ~ a forest moves towards the I 1 ght . 





AMONG 

The del ighi of mnking inner 
an outer world for me 
is when I tree myself 
and my sl 1ght voice screams glee o him 
now preparing his craft for the S1fros 
Kerykeion he said, the shore 
now a cold March mist moves 
down through the cow pasture 
out of the trees 
among, among 





Where the wind whin es 
I wind with my ey es 
through the cedar crowns 

fe ath er boughs flutter 
in my mind I 1mog1ne 
the quiet middle air 

I remember the forest now 
dry I eaves on the path 
or was there no path 

so much goes on now 
except I touch the s 1 I ence 
floating through it sti 11 



. OTE 

, i ke 1 l oor< hrough the spruce boughs 
r-or o . over th vo I I ey 
11 o su1-i11- he-clouds. 

1d I 110, Mike 
he Turn of winter 

o be the place , 
ny gaze as 

tree-f oc 

sunshine(?) 



P. S. 

Now no move of any-eye s 

a wint er a he avy curtain 

ever ywhe r e new snow 

a l I vi ew s every thing 

Thin k spru c e- f ace ice 

O. K. 

upr ight? 

ver y f a r in very 

out 





The cones ar e down 
bunched 
near the bottom of the frui 
sharp - scaled and bird - beaked 
three-needle clusters 
thin out 
to the tip 
transp arency I y i ng 
under finger s kin 
conifer 
ife rous 
condition 
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c re e o+ th e moon 

o d s Lore 

s 

c 

01d whist ls 
I s • gh t y 

s war a· d it mov es 

1 s odoy 
s ·:-i .... 11 o o d v a 11 c e s 

~~ 

if' m c:own in th e air that mov s 

"owr1 roois kno w an y of it?) 

d , r s v.1 o,,... 1 d 
a o s uor8 

SL h O"' OCSS _, 

r 0 '-' oriip' is1ment i ncl ine to me 
O S c 0 r" d S 1"/ f t f I i g h t 

d f" c dork s o · I 
c ~, s to trc s un and 01r 
wU de ~.r _, Y r_, of he av en 

r C 
....) ....) y ari d by it s r edn es s 

vv o I ' 0 my r i gh ·t 
s 

c r, 1 I t" nu rno on s I . inb 
,. (" l ord 

,... 
the 1r1 or I ci 11(Jt.;r o. inn r 

.J 

0 0 (; r h I 



out there in th gul I y 
the cedar-head that need0 
t h e c e d a r - f e t o u t t h er e v-1 h i c h "'' o r i -=> 

ver to r turn 
twin-twisted korkeion 
the worm and dork 
the roots as claws 
under al I of this 
moving over 
under 





Ce dar perfum e forest 

sun Ii ghi sweet 

so s i I en t , paths 

ahead our eyes 

reach out behind 

to pu I I i t a I I 

and move it in 

I e t it 

s ee it sel f hap pen 

qu .i et swe et 

a su n Ii ght forest 

cedar noses perfu me 

burns into the c I oseness 





A pasture ful I of appl e trees 

besides a picture of the World-Tree 

ful I of apples . Underspring 

down to the r oots sweet Apr1 I 

waters flowing from the cow -

dung hi 11 into my soul a I iquid 

that, and ful I of app les 

as it goes . 





t h '"' p I a n o f o ·t r e e 
a 0ys ·t8m, squor s 
circles, rectangls0 
an g I es, o I I round 
spaces roads, ways 
c n ·1 r e s j t h ..,, p I a n 

or a tr e 
spread out 

ihe mind of the plant 
growing out of th e earth 
becomes a ho le 
in the picturehead 
at th e boundaries 
it bec omes an i I lum1nated hole 
from every direction of ihe wind 
now i t seems I or ger 
the spread is the gate of earth 
I ighied by the luminescence of its pion 
the system of i tse If 
is larger by the picture of it 
and by the winds of spac e 
pathways through the branches 
it s only port of the pion 
yet a part 
and I ooms out 
from the middle of o place 
part of itself 
now part of 

any 



'The in~ord truth o the blood and the 
heart make so much greater a demand 
1hon a I else - one has to wonder at 
er \lli g else' 

Duncan McNaughton 

white birch 
red apples 
st i I I 

trees 

blood and sap 
a tra i I 
a thing 
goes 

a fi Id full 
th I av I y 
anything 

ok ih n Duncan 



chi Id 
a marr1ag 
warm cow 
hair 
on our heads 

ok Duncan 

then The inward 
blood of the wonder 
and the heart 
make so much greater 
an anything-
one has to demand 
a l I truth, 1 

hi I I sides 
kids or a pples 
sop 

(think of it 
flows 



h CC ATION 

o 4 he eor h 
c gles 

e c11g over the geographical heap 
no he notion smothers 

o s onto he private magic state 
-s own foKe imagination . 

Bock off 
1 o rny own feet 

01d onto my own weight 
80 

01d int o her hair 
ov8 . o .gl s, in her eyes 

1oc slee s . 
I vry Havoc 

o s ip ou the dogs of war . 
1 ,, 1 r s "'' o rn o n w i I I o I w o y s b e 

i s, v.10 ion and thoi 
v o revelo io1 . 

HOit/ do you te I I 

so o" e u Is..,, v1 1 er you I i ve? Co 

;col . ' · eo I p1oce r I Ou .) 

._, sorn 1mcs t 1 i 1k IOU or e? 
I 

you 



In thv mo~n o s n8 r heru 
1here is a woman who is a so cro1 . 
She 1s overjoyed with tears 
when sh meets anoth er I ikew1se crow 
[ven if you knew this 

cou I d you I ook her up ? 

I a lso know a man who is a tree 

and he received a I etter 
from a friend back east which ends 
n It must be a very rea I wor I d where ;ou ore. 

Love9 George 

That man 1 s me 
as wel I a revelat i on. 

\A}e I I da ng I e then 
he revelat ion 

revolution nation 
I e t s I i p t h e d o gs o f v-1 o r 
out your back door 
Trees and Crows 
ar e the ones who knows 
this Havoc o d Hov Ok 
wi 11 stuff it •n your Cr' 
this mag ic leap ing ree 
w i I I never be he opp I e 
of anyone e:se s E1e . 



r s o eyes 
01 I the S OW 

nor<e · t o gap 1 ng mouth 
8S1 end bark 

rrl 0 I<' 8 

s In 

o stem then 

o smooth white hide 
our 'l - o i he frost b i t e 

c 8 · o finger 
Jro ch spr..,od 
o o 1 s for worm blood 

om 1 he cold a ir 
~8 1 o heori then 

o hear r 1 g 
~ood wood 

0 

0 
I 5 or r1e 

or ea i 1 

Ii r)1 s 

1 1 1001 I i gh 

0 

j 0 1 (; 8;:) 

()0 0 h g gro 

0 or .00 0 

r1 

c 11 



our huod0 move 
only o sec r 

ohimmer i Gorn 0 S 

there ore so rn y 
who mov hro gh 
we bump and o rh 
that s sof 
warm 
that s I ove 
sweet birch out here 
u n d er a I I t h i s vJ 1 n er 
make it a body hen 
under under 
its only a we igh 
Ii ght snow 
we I I 
its everyth ing 
a I I of it 
a l I under 
s o we look up for 1 

f o l I ing over us 
into the core 
cover 
covers us 





On the earth 
namaruga 

and In he wot"' Id 
aruga 

among he rees among 
the d istant I 1ghts & stars 
a song 

one endless breath 
each s ingle soul of us 
hearts I egs eyes 
flow & shine 

eka 
early one morn i ng 
one man sets forth 
through al I of f t 

himselfs he mounta ins, c r eeks 
& many other creatures 
anywhere 





i h 1 s 1 s a h a r d I a n g u a g e i o v-1 o r k o 
ih e i mag es keep interupting he to,i<:i19 
ir ees keep b ~ i ng pictures of thernse I 10s 

my words keep meaning pictures 
of words meaning tree 
and 1 ts not easy 
to find myself 1n the picture 
except there is a strange fom i I 1or1 ty 
I remember something wh ic h is no o dream 
and surely 1 i sn't only 1n the mind 
when I step out into the forest 
even think i t 
not before 
there is a d i st i nct signal 
of a con d i tion or presence 
I and the trees ore there 
i n tune w i th it 
col I i t a quietness 
I see trees around me 
or I om looking at a tree 
the actual shape of such appeara nces 
ore home 
and I fol I i nto them in a flash 
I recognize it now as Love 
thot 1 s what goes on 





Biog raphy: It started be 1t-1een ike ond I 
j u s ·1 a f t e r I m o v e d o u t i o S o u -1 h r) I o c o r om 
Buf Falo . Then Stan start ed I 1s· cnino o 

~ 

i h 'm wh n he c am e up from "ancou J8r . s 
F a I I [) r r y I I s a i d h e a n d M i c h a (, I v.1 o u I I 1 k e 
io print them on their nsw press p : i 

Arg nta. So a week ago Gl ad ys and l ors 
arrived at South S locan and so did 0f rr , I 
and Sh irley. Derry I I said he wa~ rrcdy 
to print j so . Br ian arr ived Mon da y nignt 
and he and I c am e up to Argenta Tuesday . 
We ordered the pap er that afternoon . 
Wednesday morning I tal ke d with Bi rd ab oui 
doing some drawings for th e book and so 
that started then. Gl ad ys M. a lso arr ived 
on We dnesday to work on her magazine. 
Ham i I I's Last Stand. Bri an gave a read r.g 
that night and I started wor king on the 
typewriter Shirley had found for us over 
in Me adow Creek . Yesterday I talked abo u~ 
Love in the World Problems class in he 
Argenta Fri ends Schoo I and started . yp i ng 
plates. Today, Paul inej Jenefer, Er1~a, 

Gladys and Lars arr ived. Mich a el and 
Derry I I ore up the hi 11 pr1nt 1ng . Bird 
is working on the title-pag e draw ing . 
The house is ful I and the su ns coming 
out over the he ad of Kootena y Lake . I s 
4:30 and that 1 s about it. 



or 1 1d 8d coJi6o pri1ied oi 4he Roo 
or tre s o r 8 Vo1couver Cornrnuni y 

r._c ._, v • 
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