The Neighbor And The Oak Tree

The branches of the oak tree in my yard 

grow over the fence providing you shade 

and leaves to rake and occasionally, when 

a blue jay lands heavily, a shower of snow

that comes down on you and junior as you

build a snowman while your dog barks, jumps

around as if laughing at your predicament

So this spring when you knew I was not at

home you pulled the ladder I have not seen

you use in all the years we have lived next

to each other, you bought a saw which

I never imagined you knew how to use and 

began that back and forth rhythmic motion

until all the branches on your side of the fence

were gone and with a smile of satisfaction you

put the saw and ladder away went out to eat

Cutting those branches off was like severing

my arm and the tree began to bleed until there

was blood in your yard, pools and puddles of

blood as the great tree cried washing the blood

into the ground causing last autumn’s acorns to

sprout all over your lawn so you couldn’t cut

them down fast enough and for each one you did

cut, two more came up until your yard looked like

Medusa’s head and no one could look at your yard

or visit you for fear of turning to wood

