TO SPEAK OF TREES

To speak of trees in a closed room

is one thing, to say


   trees are truth,

they embody

the imagination---

is fine---one might even say

somewhere exists


   an ideal tree

from which all other trees

take root---

yet to stand among redwoods

that rise so high


   you must look straight up

to observe how they

portion the sky above you---

to feel their antiquity

and know they were giving back oxygen


   long before the Mayflower

or wagon trains,

makes me a bit breathless.

The soft play of morning light

among the noble shafts


   of redwood, how brightness

happens so far up

the dark, time-textured trunks 

gives us a visible telling

of how the soul makes its ascent.


   These redwoods around us

here at Big Basin

make stillness & silence

divinely companionable.

---John Allen Cann
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