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OF CAIRNS AND LEGENDS

Pap sings a hymn ‘o swears, that “dang stone’s
a farmer’s nightmare, can’t till ‘em under,
tear a plow and a horse asunder.

Toss the bloody things o’er there, and
spare me their sight.” So | configured
those fieldstones into turtles and bears
and a few hiding nooks to outsmart crooks
and the likes of Ole Guff, tumble and rough
after guzzling hard cider at the valley tavern.

One day, while playing hide and seek, | seen
Ole Guff claw his way up the hill,
a’huntin Pap who fired him from the mill.
| stood up and screamed, “Look out! Pap!”
He’s got arifle! ...” Bang! Bang!
Now my spirit roams this place,
where Pap’s fires spired Maple Valley
for miles, for generations,
his smoky grief still haunting this wood.



