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THE SHAD - BLOW TREE

1. The Tree

It is all here,

luminous water, the imprinted sapling

matched, branch by branch,

to the lengthened

tree in the lens, as it was

against the green, poisoned landscape.

2. The Latent Image

One year he focused on a tree

until, through sunlight pure as never afterward, he saw
the season, early spring, work upon those limbs

its white flower, which the eye

retains: deep in the brain

the shad-blow coins its leaf in this context,

among monuments, continuous with such frozen forms
as have become the trained vine,

root, rock, and all things perishing.



