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Oak Hollow




                    a street 

                     drops down







                 hill 








            to a dead


                    end, not 

,                       too far be


     low a green field


             that was


      our Polo Grounds



                    
                               the base






       paths that went round and 







round, that we circled 




as slowly as the spirals 





of a red-tailed hawk 





      in a noon we thought 







would always be, are 

           now gone to seed

       like he

who used to round 


them with unhurried ease


         launched on a timeless trot 




                   by a crack of wood  



that yet resounds 


     in these tawny reeds



        that alone, have stood  

                 the test of Time, and

                               the fence too  




is ivy clad, a hurdle 



        the ivy skims in a race to 





    cover the ground, covering 



things in the shade, the stepping stones






        and the bird-bath and





anything else man





          made, and








   the back-board 







     looks the same, the orange hoop


is yet unbent, though it 

     lacks a net and a ball 



to catch and a boy 




to take a shot, its 


                   wood old and splintered









echoing 








      with the rebounds 


of another season



the paper boy pedals 


by, a bag fore and aft




knees spread like a catcher



 an arm like Dizzy Dean




      words somersaulting 






through the six am silence




                   landing with a thud 




in the mitt of a doormat




         the tell-tale knock of another






       day upon the door



     


that breaks sunny-side up







 as though it was yet Saturday 





       


and the old hound 




  


was still a pup, and

          
      



     though I know the history





        of every fence and field, which






    fence was the first and 








            every oak which used to stand




when the land was without fences,



     it is I who am the stranger 


 




     
     here

as the grape-laden vine gives








      way to a backyard







    fence and a fence with wooden rails





to one with chain-links and



so I walk the well-worn


 way between the weeds



       with slow side-tracked steps



an old sway-back  








    given its head, free to graze 


the grasses between the fences, my 



gaze harnessed to the ground 




   by the wooden blinders




         I must wear





to protect another's privacy



my cane tapping 


    the tar of the regional trail 


   


following the weeds and seeds




 that lead from a wooden labyrinth



to the straw-haired hills 


     that smell of dust and

        the unfenced hours of yesterday 






past the pines where we slept 






       with pine cones on the ground 



now a hedge of oleanders a


neighbor's shears have recently found, and 




the field where the deer



      nibbled the blond stubble as





I rubbed the Saturday sleep





         from my eyes is


     now a pool in someone's yard which 


       somehow comes as no surprise










Now, there 









are fences where I wouldn't 








have any, wooden walls 








      where there were none

                            of open fields

  




there are not too many, 






     of unfenced orchards there 







    is but 









one






left. The 




apple orchard is now a yard






       subdivided







     by a cyclone fence


compliments 

       of AC Tech, where






the mustard-weed would graze in






          antler-waving hordes











belly-deep 










       on the week








end, now






                not a forked flower 






         can be found on the wrong




                                          side of the fence 

the path side-winds




          


      through the weeds 


 

     segmented 

      

           with sun and shade



a coral snake that 



     slips between the platinum 


grasses, fleeing 






the feet that have flushed 






     it from the thistles




seeking a knot-hole



where it can wriggle into the unfenced 








          hills, blonde 







              as the uncombed hair 




      of a boy, as the

wild wheat waving






in the winds of yesterday







keeping time

  for joggers who have eyes



      only for their shoe-laces and a







        Stop




            
Watch.




 and 



          so I stop 



to celebrate this old fence


       




deer-friendly and falling down






     

propped up by a two-by-four



                    like an old man






a relic from a rural era





     when fences were surrounded 





by open ground instead






of the other way 

     around  




of all fences, it was the first





to take a stand






amidst the grasses, now 






its rails wobble to the hand






some go up, some go down 







following 

     the lay of the land and





some stand on end





       knocked from their nails 




       by the hoof of an hour  

                                                  
kicking at the sky. 



Yes, there



     is something inof 







fence









ive





in an old corral 





       its two-by-fours




 can be breached








by things that reach 







        from opposite sides 









      of the rails. The 







   white mare is long 









gone, her back sagging








       like the rails amongst which 







 she stood for years on 

 end, like a wooden horse 









with a twitching tail, who



lives on 

           in the sway-back beams




with their Palomino manes



       and chicken-wire reins








balanced on unsteady legs







     that mark her absence 








      like a row of white crosses






         in the thistle and skies






that forever enshrine a blonde hair






              and a pair of blue

           eyes.



No child 


     leans her bike against them  





       or uproots carrots 




        from her pocket to hold between 






  the beams, no



hand strokes the mane



        and no whinny greets my whistle, no  





wrangler to retouch the rails, to



    set them on their rusted nails, 







just the wind forever stroking 






     the tawny manes of these thistles.
now 




they hold a herd of weeds






who toss their buckskin heads





who would stampede into the hills


to join the unfenced foals 



who roam in golden masses




     grasses tossing glossy manes



         of August honey to the oaken 





hives of yesteryear, where I





bounded through these unbound 
hills, fancies fleeing through 
the yearling yellow covers





      of the grasses        






 like a deer 


          and 




     so the chardonnay vine gives







way to the chain-link and 






the walnut orchard to the sub-



division as a barefoot

                  blond-headed boy retreats








into the hills, abandons 







each line of de-





fense to a sub (di)vision, to 

the buzzed blond head of the ground 




to the shears of a calloused hand






   who crops the blond bangs 






           of a barbed-wire 



fence and the yellow side

burns of a recreational trail 




      





where every 









      strand of barbed-wire 










is a hook 









    that aborts the life 






         in the tawny rough of







  Oak Hollow   







every fence, 




         a line of defense









against me and the ragweed








manned with rake and hoe 










in this uncivil war




waged from street to street




         and door to door







   with weapons bought 







from The General 








Hardware Store, with 



dead


      bolt and guard



   dog, with chain mesh and





       wooden lattice




      fort






if 







fied against 





me and the Russian 





        thistle. Ex-








cept in those native







        places beyond the reach







of chain






link fences, the fringes




of Bluegill Creek 



where a guerrilla band of blond-headed 


      boys hides in the weeds of yesteryear





thick as toads and salamanders




hatching their revenge, there






where the thistles thrive 





   young and golden 






     in the wheat of freedom


   in the green sap of their 



rural revolt 





resisting every turn of the tilling 



           blade and thrust of the pitchfork, every 






scrape of the garden hoe, every 





jab of the steel pike and stab




                            of the surveyor's stake



the violence 


of every tool turned upon 



    them by the Regional Maintenance Crew. It 





is there on the fringes 




and borders that 







my spirit revives








and thrives





tall and tawny as the thistle 





             as the wild-loving weed 



refusing to be dispossessed




      even when uprooted and





   cast to the seed-sewing wind


         taking root

      where machines have never been 







under the barbed-wire






                    under the apple bough, under






        

     the dirt upturned by a plow



there, taking 


a stand against the fences and 




the hand upon the rototiller



against any who would wall themselves in 




and the deer and the weeds 



                      out, for 

the weeds




      


and the edges, for 








all things that grow 




 along borders, that thrive



     on the freedom of the fringes,




their thistle sheaths 




      waving like regimental flags






against the pikes and shears






       the blades and rakes 



of a fence-defending occupation




      Force.






I celebrate this land






        when it was Pre-Occupied



with itself, I celebrate 


the Russian thistle waving its horse-




tail sheathe, pressed to the mouth






of the wind, it whistles

              



whinnying 
like an old mare

                 






through an old fence, and 
  other native 

        grasses, corn-green

   beside the road who greet

    the hand with a thorn 

or a wart borrowed 







       from a toad, who




cut the callous  




palm like paper, who meet





     the iron sickle with 





a grass scythe, who stand 




  their native ground, slip the noose

of fences, a Navajo thread 





       no pattern can curtail, that 

always strays to the edge, an eye 



that wanders without fail





     to the hill beyond
 






      the hedge. I
am a weed, rising

                 from the imprint 

    of your boot treads




that tramples me under






foot, growing 






in the cracks of a side-

walk, a sapper 

wrapped in barbed-wire


lying low 
       in the weeds of


 a well-worn trail, while



your head is turned away 
lying with the hay that 
              



strays from a hay-bale 



           



and your scare-crows 

awaiting a dawn  

command, to rise 

like a dawn, where the weeds 
file along a fence 

     

 with the guile of a guerrilla 
    band.

     I am

                     

a straw

in the hair of man 

kind, a sticker 

     in the picnic blanket





a thistle 




    in a jogger’s sock


a thorn 

in the sole of a horseshoe    




                 I am the blond sticker 





that finds your cuff









   the burr 








that is stuck to your t-shirt

           the nettle 

that gets under your skin. I

 I love a garden 


        gone to seed, home  




to devil grass and mustard-weed 

               or a fence that is falling down 



     or overgrown with nettles, or





a crack in the foundation as it 









settles 







         


to the ground




the unclipped shoulder of a trail  



and a termite-ridden railroad tie 









home








   to the blue-belly 






and the corpse 

 



of a hoe half

        hidden in the weeds. There


I find fertile 
              ground for my resistant 

seeds and my wild inventions

                             that I run back at you in






skinny burrowing lines





each word a potato bug





             who digs deep into the core




    of the foreign things you grow 







in my native ground




each a native bug 





immune to your pesticide, 



black and proliferating 




in the whiteness of your glare 





who swarm across these empty squares




        like fire ants and beetles




in long lines with singular 




              design, each a winged



termite whittling 



           away the petrified pith 





     of your fences and 

 foundations




stringing long fuses 



      of wild grass into your garden





each word a worm 




      that corrupts your polished 

apple, that redeems  



Adam from what he knows


     and rescues Cane from his hoe

         from the black plumes


        in his fields


and the long reach of their 

sundown shadows. From

















the un-sheared darkness







of the creek, a blond youth 








returns, sewing seeds 







of ragweed in a yellow-haired 

wind, as 






    lean as a sunbeam 





        that slips between the grass




filling this valley 



    with Sauterne light 



                    as if topping a glass 

   to its rounded rim




       covering the ground




with bare foot and loose stride 

                     below a bleached blue-jean sky





whistling through a straw 

past scare-crows stuffed




with straw where the deer 



wake in straw beds and  





the day sports the straw hat

of a new sun 

whose wheat beams 

         

are leavening 
in the oven
of the hills.

