FULL MOON AT 1981 SPRING EQUINOX

AT A WOOD CUTTER’S HUT IN THE FOREST

NEAR PORTLAND WITH SMOKEY THE DOG

WRITING WARMED BY A COLEMAN LANTERN

The sky was orange in the west

As the sunset

And not yet dark

When the full moon

Of spring equinox

Peered over the alder quilled

Hillside into the still

Crisp clear night

        Moving the bones

        Makes the juices flow--

        Hard work keeps us

        Walking erect.

I search for the voice

Behind the flow

Of thoughts.

