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PAUL J. WILLIS

Things I Forgot

I did remember the dog. But not
the tent poles. My wind suit, I forgot
that—and on this ridge it is very windy.

Cooking dinner on the remembered camp stove,
I can’t find the potato flakes,
the cheddar cheese. So very odd:

I bought them just this morning
with the bagels dangling from my fingers.
Could there be a trickle of sacks

in a parking lot, my breadcrumb trail?
Once, my dad took my brother on a camping
trip and forgot both sleeping bags.

They froze in the back seat of the car,
and my brother never forgave him.
What kind of person forgets

the sleeping bags? he used to say.
Tonight, I uproot the back seat
to make a little room on the floor.

The van rocks like a broken
hammock, and the Jeffrey pines
whistle as hard as a boy crossing a graveyard.

After moonrise, fog comes
shredding through the branches.
Cones and needles beat the roof

with gothic and invisible hands.
The dog trembles next to me;
he doesn’t forget to lick my face.

—Los Padres National Forest
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