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4 Otters in the Metolius River

Out of the water they snap,
four glistening ligaments
contracting a fallen trunk.

Back into the water they crash
and undulate upstream, up
the arm of the river, resurfacing

a remembrance of muscles,
constricting in questions
answered further upstream.

The riverbank always beckons
otter again. Otter too easy
a word for one so aligned

with the current, the earth-
brown body of the world,
the giggles of children.
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Deschutes’ Circles

An osprey curves up to its nest,
fish fixed in a flapping grimace.
Chicks cry out with oval hunger.

At the river bandstand older adults
sit in a fenced-off oh discussing April’s
aches around an open box of donuts.

On the picnic lawn canada geese bob
heads and hiss to warn the walkers
away from the easter-yellow gifts.

On the arching Old Mill footbridge
flags the color of an invaded nation
flap and flank in a violent wind.

The river’s wisdom bends it, breaks
it around rocks, mends with curling
currents and the ocean’s distant O.



