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			for those who make the trail possible

			Ice Age Trail Volunteers

			I see you—

			in the mowed grass, 

			fresh yellow trail-blazes,

			that new-wood smell

			across the bridge

			as my dry feet follow

			mapped-out clear 

			views on this thread 

			of connection we call 

			the Ice Age Trail.

			I whisper my thanks

			to you—my friends

			whose names

			I may never know.
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			A Note about Poetry Ebooks

			Poems’ appearance on the page is the result of poets’ deliberate aesthetic choices. Ebook editions are dynamic documents, affected by the reading device, screen size, font preferences, and other factors. Reading poetry in ebook format will present the reader with an experience of the text distinct from that of the print edition, which most closely represents the poet’s intended visual format.

			This ebook edition preserves the poet’s intended formatting to the greatest extent possible. Depending on the device and display font selected, line breaks may not be preserved for longer lines. Where the ebook edition cannot reproduce other aspects of the poem’s original formatting, an image or images of the poem in its original form is included.

		


		


			What I Can’t Change

			MILWAUKEE RIVER WASHINGTON COUNTY

			The bones of this place are the same.

			Familiar silty soil under my feet—

			rock, sand, and clay piled in moraines 

			rolling between forest and meadow, 

			kettle ponds guarded by mosquito buzz.

			I smell the cool of sun-dappled green 

			as I hold thick maple girth in my arms.

			It is as still as I want to be. Glaciers 

			shaped this land 10,000 years ago 

			and I want another 10,000 without change

			but I feel the shifting sand under my feet 

			where the river is carving a new bend.

			Every breeze transforms the day 

			with comfort or distress. In the end

			it doesn’t matter if I stay or go—

			so I begin my journey of a thousand miles.

		


		


			The Weight We Carry

			PARNELL

			My sister and I climb the stairs to view

			the question mark shaped lake.

			Color pushes up the hillside through

			the brown wake of winter, ephemeral 

			violet purple, hepatica blue, trillium white.

			Overhead, calls to disperse from flock and pair:

			sandhill cranes, red-winged blackbirds, geese.

			They are looking for their own space to create

			this year’s new, which my sister doesn’t see

			as she rails against luck and life and lack

			until her energy fades and knee aches

			and my concern turns to fear.

			I leave her to rest, shoulder my pack

			and quicken my pace to return

			to the parking lot. Try not to admire

			twisted roots upturned to the sky,

			mushrooms that look like rocks and rocks

			

			that look like mushrooms, feel the lightness

			of my stride across the marsh, up flowered

			hillsides. Relief is outlined in Chevrolet red.

			I climb into my efforts to rescue,

			fasten my seatbelt to pick her up, find her

			sitting folded in on herself

			next to a boulder.

		


		


			Hepatica Stars

			GREENBUSH

			on the backs of hummocky hills 

			folding over and into each other

			we push through yesterday’s dry leaves 

			to seek our time in the sun, cast our

			yellow-centered stars across a palette 

			of brown as we open our centers 

			to warmth, stretch skyward, propagate 

			our creativity in shades of lavender, 

			violet, plum, galaxy blue … our time 

			to bloom long as an April day before 

			the rush of spring is over and we are 

			consumed by tomorrow’s green tide

		


		


			Where I Go for Comfort

			KEWASKUM

			it starts where the barn sits tall, 

			faded to the color of cedar waxwings

			 

			who are feasting in scrubby juniper

			watching the baked-grass trail 

			give way to cool hardwoods rooted 

			in stony hills filled with echoes 

			of bird song, cicada hum, woodpecker 

			taps, hickory nuts falling

			 

			on mossy tumbled rock walls that released 

			glacial-grit farmland back to forest, turns

			to borrowed path across a cut wheat field 

			and deer-tracked fence line where

			clouded sulphur butterflies drink

			from alfalfa purple and red clover

			

			crops of sandhill cranes stand 

			reminders of generosity, leisure and honey 

			at the ski hill and apiary where landowners 

			make space for uninterrupted trail, boardwalk 

			through marsh funneled under highway 

			to splash into meadow

			pink and yellow with coneflowers,

			cottonwood trees and swallows 

			sweep the sky, changing perceptions

			in this summer jumble of life 

			where the monarch casts a shadow 

			as large as the crow

		


		


			In the Summer Haze

			SOUTH KEWASKUM

			Ridge, Townhall, Wildwood

			roads to ​travel with views 

			into other lives—

			garage doors and windows 

			open to August-humid air

			two little boys on bikes 

			zig and zag past an old farmer 

			who lifts a square-bale his own size

			and a woman in a blue-print dress 

			bends to weed a row of beans

			cars pass with a wave, 

			a cardinal sings red from 

			the power line before

			road turns to grass-trail 

			crowded thick with summer 

			green—grapevine climbing 

			over sumac to a cool 

			maple-woods welcome, 

			offering an extra loop of trail 

			for a moment longer to linger 

			

			in the shade before a new 

			wood-bridge crosses the marsh, 

			follows the soybean row to end

			at the sheet-metal grain elevator—

			space held for unripe crops

		


			
			

		


		


			When Calm Comes

			PARNELL

			Clouds heavy and low—the barometric 

			pressure over my head, the atmosphere I know

			is not welcome to steps I take regardless

			into this forest I want to know and follow

			into the dark shadow of pine boughs. I find

			Little Mud Lake reflecting the stony sky.

			Twin stumps cut for sitting beckon rest 

			but this calm won’t last. I feel the weight

			of air shift as crows call, rain drops, slow

			then faster, wind whips needles, flash then 

			splitting thunder

			crash 

			of primal fear 

			down my spine

			or is it a thrill at nature’s hidden power,

			a truth revealed? The sky shifts with the last 

			drops of rain through sunshine, aspen shiver

			wind-breath relief. I move forward on soft-

			sand footing, my tension somewhat lessened

			after the sky has fallen.

		


		


			MisFit

			CEDAR LAKES

			Alongside the traffic hum,

			two fawns eat from the farmhouse garden

			with its budding six-tree apple orchard. 

			The smaller one with brighter 

			spots steps forward, wondering—

			what other tamed wild-thing lingers 

			on wide-shoulder gravel? I walk

			five miles to enter the woods 

			at Polk Kames, moraine-peaks grounded 

			in tall, old oaks and thick maples. 

			Today they are lush, with full ponds 

			and hungry, swathing me in relentless mosquito hum.

			I hurry to find 

			road edge again where the breeze 

			frees the itch from my skin. 

			Trading one hum for another, 

			I cannot decide 

			which I like better.
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