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Forest of Disappearances 

October 11, 2005 

Red 
 
 
I’m too far away from 
or I’ve been swallowed by 
the forest. 
 
I’ve spent three days deciding which of these rings true. 
 
I’d have the answer 
if I could only remember the feeling 
the way the forest at nightfall 
leaks top down colour 
drains itself 
presumably it all returns to the roots 
the last colour to leave is of course 
red 
and that colour seeps a little into every being 
who wants 
it. 
 
This is when you look at the forest, steeped, and think 
black 
but feel 
see 
red. 
 
The third possibility. 
I’ve swallowed the nocturnal forest 
and am now too far away. 
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It wouldn’t make sense, the red forest 
I would paint layer upon layer 
time upon time 
if I could paint 
my dreams. 
 
Who’s there, over your shoulder? 
There’s the sense of thick fabric 
a lurking brocade or sly velvet. 
Your back is in the painting, inexplicably. 
 
What else?  At first the sounds make you duck your head. 
But when you find the path it begins. 
You feel yourself disappearing, actually feel 
a sensation of erasure, or rather, of being painted 
over. 
 
You walk on the packed red earth 
past red birch trees, cherry trees with fruit 
like bleeding hearts 
the red hummingbirds carry off in pieces 
rabbits, lady’s slippers, dagger 
just as in the story children tell. 
Only here you crave the taste of the dagger. 
 
Red bells and red tigers, strawberries edge the path 
that leads to a small fire 
housed in a nest of twigs and moss. 
 
Remember, this is a painting. 
And the flames are merely a fleck of paint 
a flick of the wrist. 
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Woodcutter in the Forest 
 -after re-reading John Berger’s “Seker Ahmet and the Forest” 
 
How small the axe 
and how large the love of the tree 
that looms into the gold-ash clearing 
casting its shadow toward the donkey’s burden 
and his woodcutter. 
 
I can hear the conversation in that perfect rustling silence 
so very great. 
I am engaged by the adoration 
of the one swallowed 
for the one 
striking out, brimming over 
and also, more so 
the reciprocal adoration. 
 
After listening a while 
I sink into 
alone 
drawing it close to me 
the rosy warmth of silence. 
 
* 
 
The painting is only an instant. 
 
I don’t paint, either 
but I want to go and meet the adoration 
in the quiet colour. 
 
And this is how I will take my leave 
into the vast instant of paint. 
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I dedicate myself 
to the grip of the dragon 
the meat and muscle of it 
I dedicate myself to the dragon 
whose tail bindeth and spanneth 
and I dedicate myself to the fallen elephant 
who buyeth it full sore 
and to his weight full and bearing down 
and I dedicate myself to each 
because each slayeth each. 
 
I dedicate myself 
to the mingling of their blood 
and to all the ground that soaks it 
thereafter speaking cinnabar 
and I dedicate myself 
to the elephant who is left out of all naming 
and at the last 
I must dedicate myself 
as others have 
as others do 
as others will 
to the colour red 
even though 
I am sometimes not at all sure that we do not pay too dear. 
(No, I must revise, it’s worth 
every drop). 
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When you look closely 
they could be read as a bird or leaves. 
Farther away though, clearly, 
they disappear. 
 
But how does a dream end in a painting? 
Right before you turn to leave, you come upon the velvet jacket 
hanging from a tree branch 
and you understand all along 
to whom it belonged 
and just as quickly lose 
understanding. 
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Wolf I scarcely know you 
your namelessness 
though by some you have been called 
the kid. 
 
Do you remember me? 
Once long ago I went into that forest repeatedly 
deep alone 
usually barehanded 
but occasionally with a pretty blue child’s bow 
and real pheasant feathered arrows. 
And with a small French poodle 
you could have eaten in one flash 
of your lovely yellow teeth 
but didn’t. 
By another’s hand the bow once killed 
a squirrel and there were tears 
but not mine 
I laughed 
couldn’t help. 
 
Wolf, I want you now. 
I won’t sail arrows into your softness 
and you won’t swallow me. 
Swallow me. 
 
I see you loping always aslant aslant low and shadowed. 
I don’t know anything about you dear wolf. 
Will you come to my grown-up door 
to my city house? 
I hear your footsteps in the snow 
though you leave no tracks 
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and I’m afraid of your glimmerings. 
I know you come disguised to doors 
your floured paw, your honeyed throat. 
When I sing are you not the accompanist? 
Oh God, wolf, tell me 
when will you arrive? 
 
I tell you I’m afraid 
will not you come? 
I tell you I’m not 
love my fear. 
 
You know all my disguises 
my velvet cloaks and my jeweled masks 
and my tall boots and my crimson lips 
and all the others too. 
 
But I come to you clean wolf and plain 
and low aslant and aslant 
and the least you can do is tell me why 
say your name quiet as breath. 
Though it’s true and nonsense 
I don’t want a name 
just breath. 
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