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The Last Leaf

alone





  on a wooden scaffold






     waving 




                             a last farewell, waiting




   



until all was still, until  





the blade of a breeze 

dropped, and her lopped head 

fell and 

 fell and
a wind

shook the creaking gallows 

             in the cocoon-hanging heights

                and a forest full of swallow




tails resumed their fatal flights,


      an exodus of angels 




           from a last paradise. 

fall-
ing like  


gut-shot geese, thickening    
the ground with red fleece
      sheared by a gust. They    
t

     u




            m




    
      b





            l






      e


               

from migratory heights




pirouetting 



   

into piles, fill 






the air with the flair 







 of their mercurial flights for




miles and 






miles then








nothing 





falls, a 



              squirrel nears, all






is still 





     and one can hear










from yellow creek 









     to yellow hill 






         the reflections






     of a dying year, till 








the flying squirrel 







     of a leaf suddenly appears







and a drizzle of falling leaves


                 




becomes a downpour of


     golden grief. I listen

to a leaf settle 

into stillness, egret-light

 its landing, more silence 

than sound. A snowflake 

if snowflakes had parachutes 

stained with fire, banked 

     by the veined hands

of October. When 

a leaf lands, I hear 

the hiss of falling 

fleece, the twitch

of a second hand as 

the end of a year draws

near. Tick 

tock

tick, the seasonal 

drip of Time 

     from a faucet whose 

 last drop is frozen

on the lip. Each 

   defines itself 
                   by the way in which it f

            a

       
       l

        

l

         

     s, in loop d’

loops or spiral swoops or 

end






less 







somersaults, in


    soft slumber, lying 

       like hay heaved from a loft or 



      the blond curls of




lumber that soften the ground 

around an old sawmill. I 
             



stood on ground





         the leaves had hallowed







in the hollow of a wood 




          studying their farewell flights








until I thought








I under

stood. Then I
saw a last 
              leaf in the last twilight
a tattered





flag in late 






November that yet







refused to surrender. Its
painted grief turned 

       my heart into a leaf 
    as if it too

had wept



then leapt





then slept, a


tear that 
seeps, then 






leaps, then 








sleeps, the 




last to fall






this year. In 
        the stillness





of a battlefield, a sleeve






flutters, stuttering







with false life beside




kinsmen who defended 





a cottonwood to the death






golden in the glory







of their repose, like



freckled apricots





the lips of the world






shall never taste







in a world with so much




life, it scarcely 

gives a thought 






to all the life






it wastes. In






unmarked graves





   they decompose, lowered








from a wooden cross









but in my mind, they 







will always fly 

like golden coins   


the winds toss 
    that never hit the ground, like 
waxen hands signing a 
solemn truce, or a limp 
wrist at the end of 
an arm lowered from




   
a hangman’s noose. The 

farewell fire of leaf

that flies echoes the twilight  

trumpet of a swan 

before it dies. Yet, 


like a mandrake fed 




by gallows blood, is the dawn





stained by the leaves






that make the mud 







run red? Hidden  

under a Miwok blanket 
      




woven of leaves that have been    


          





is a seed April snows

will feed, that will 

turn into something 
green again. If 







I fear 






one thing, it is this 








I fear: the wound





that soaks 




    the winding shroud






that makes me talk 





    aloud when I'm alone, but then 










what would a waterfall 






be without the abyss





through which it falls 

in rhyme-less foam, that




               turns a trickling creek into a







Cloud 


    





of 








       Mist 

that leaves its stain





   upon the wall, 






its shadow on the 





                       stone?         
 
