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I wake to the choking sound of electric chainsaws ripping 
through wet bark and I know 
it’s the white birch down the street. I lie in bed 
stomach clenched and sick 
as the crash of limbs falling against each other 
interrupt the morning calls of sparrows and cardinals 
in my yard. 

I worry about my own birch, how this 
will affect the old soul standing guard 
surrounded by painted ferns and flowering hostas 
once part of a thriving community 
of river and paper birch trees, roots reaching to touch 
one another beneath tract houses and  
old apartment buildings 
now the only one of his kind, friends plowed to make room 
for parking lots and the new grocery store. 
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