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FIRST JOURNEY

To wander is best,
midnight to morning,
follow the fading footsteps left
in paths; more narrow as years
obscure the distance
in the dimming wood. I began
the trek, alone, at first,
walking by musty smells
and feathered calls
that teased me on to find the falls,
the well, the highest tree
in clouds, burrow a bed
hid in the dusty bracken
where the noiseless air
pillows a childish mind

tangled fast
in a father’s grappling pain.



