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It rains then  
the temperature drops,  
the chills suck mushrooms  
from the earth—  
red-spotted umbrellas,  
grey skulls,  
poke through grass,  
leaf mulch,  
decaying wood,  
tree roots, some edible, some toxic,  
all sudden as wind change  
in New England Octobers—  
the squirrels avoid them,  
birds don’t nibble,  
it’s left to the humans  
to bend and gather,  
to harvest this abrupt plenty—  
no daily watch  
through changing seasons,  
no wait for more fattening,  
mushrooms don’t need to ripen—  
they already are. 
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