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I'm cleaning the gutters,

. . pausing occasionally to admire .
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as they helicopter down from the maple tree.

Fach ripe seed

is a one-winged bird

fluttering to the ground,

or a tiny boat with a single oar, striking out
toward an uncertain shore.

I've read that willows are migrating north

and Mola mola, the ocean sunfish,

usually confined to the tropics,

have been found swimming in Alaskan waters.
The permafrost itself

may soon turn to mud

and go slumping off into the sea.

This old tree

has unleashed a storm of seeds this autumn
as if lightening its limbs

for a difficult trip.

But we're going to tough it out

right here, the maple and me.

We're going to keep on

squeezing out samaras

and poems

even if they just stutter and twirl

through the weak, late-afternoon sunlight,
rarely sailing far from the tree.
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