The Trestle

I've wasted my time this morning, and I'm deeply ashamed.
I went to bed last night thinking about my dad.

About that little river we used to fish — Butte Creek —

near Lake Almanor. Water lulled me to sleep.

In my dream, it was all I could do not to get up

and move around. But when [ woke early this morning
I'went to the telephone instead. Even though

the river was flowing down there in the valley,

in the meadows, moving through ditch clover.

Fir trees stood on both sides of the meadows. And I was there.
A kid sitting on a timber trestle, looking down.

Watching my dad drink from his cupped hands.

Then he said, “This water’s so good.

I wish I could give my mother some of this water.”
My dad still loved her, though she was dead

and he’d been away from her for a long time.

He had to wait some more years

until he could go where she was. But he loved

this country where he found himself. The West.
For thirty years it had him around the heart,

and then it let him go. He went to sleep one night
in a town in northern California

and didn’t wake up.What could be simpler?

I wish my own life, and death, could be so simple.
So that when I woke on a fine morning like this,
after being somewhere I wanted to be all night,
somewhere important, I could move most naturally
and without thinking about it, to my desk.

Say I did that, in the simple way I’ve described.
From bed to desk back to childhood.

From there it’s not so far to the trestle.

And from the trestle I could look down

and see my dad when I needed to see him.

My dad drinking that cold water. My sweet father.
The river, its meadows, and firs, and the trestle.
That.Where I once stood.

I wish I could do that

without having to plead with myself for it.

And feel sick of myself

for getting involved in lesser things.

I know it’s time I changed my life.

This life — the one with its complications

and phone calls — is unbecoming,

and a waste of time.

I want to plunge my hands in clear water. The way
he did. Again and then again.
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He was the youngest son of a strange brood,
A Prussian who learned early to be rude

To fools and frauds: He does not put on airs
‘Who lived above a potting shed for years.

I think of him, and I think of his men,

As close to him as any kith or kin.

Max Laurisch had the greenest thumb of all.
A florist does not woo the beautiful:

He potted plants as if he hated them.

‘What root of his ever denied its stem?
‘When flowers grew, their bloom extended him.
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His hand could fit into a woman’s glove,

And in a wood he knew whatever moved;

Once when he saw two poachers on his land,

He threw his rifle over with one hand;

Dry bark flew in their faces from his shot,—

He always knew what he was aiming at.

They stood there with their guns; he walked toward,
Without his rifle, and slapped each one hard;

It was no random act, for those two men

Had slaughtered game, and cut young fir trees down.
I was no more than seven at the time.
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A house for flowers! House upon house they built,
Whether for love or out of obscure guilt

For ancestors who loved a warlike show,

Or Frenchmen killed a hundred years ago,

And yet still violent men, whose stacked-up guns
Killed every cat that neared their pheasant runs;
When Hattie Wright’s angora died as well,

My father took it to her, by the tail.

Who loves the small can be both saint and boor,
(And some grow out of shape, their seed impure;)
The Indians loved him, and the Polish poor.
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In my mind’s eye I see those fields of glass,

As I looked out at them from the high house,

Riding beneath the moon, hid from the moon,

Then slowly breaking whiter in the dawn;

When George the watchman’s lantern dropped from sight
The long pipes knocked: it was the end of night.

I'd stand upon my bed, a sleepless child

Watching the waking of my father’s world.—

O woild so far away! O my lost world!



