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Against the Current

The red tailed hawk flies a tugged line
over the pines that rig the riverside,
along a taste of cracked toffee rocks.

Oddly slow, the hawk, as if fighting a tide.
Puppet wings but the strings are invisible.
Behind the river groans. There’s a plan

to build 250 homes against the cliffs,
trees to be cleared, paths suffocated,
the hawk’s clawed opinions ignored.
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Devotee on the Deschutes

Here is poetry, Apollo winks,

on a warm March afternoon

the constant river shredded

by rocks into a silk archipelago,
shimmering in sunlit stillness,
the music of immovable motion
shattered by a retriever wrecking
the river, threatening to shake
itself by me. Poetry paddles
away from another dog’s soiling
bark and the empty commands
of owners. Apollo is laughing.
You are no Epsom Orpheus,

just a devotee on the Deschutes.



