BUTTERS TRACT, I

The Butters Tract is mine.

Bluebirds greeted me when

I walked on, almost flying

to my shoulder. Did I men-

tion cardinals? A flock

in the windbreak, nervous,

as I left, taking stock.

I won’t be frivolous

with their trees. Two turkey

vultures sized me up

from the sycamore: “He’d be

meat for a week; yup, yup.”

BUTTERS TRACT, II

The Butters Tract is mine.

All the way home I thought:

please take the For Sale sign

down. I’m the one who bought

it. I have land inside

me, a land in my head.

Its pastures roll, a tide

pushing like dirt instead

of blood inside my skull.

An evergreen could sprout

from my crown, animal

growl from my succinct mouth.

BUTTERS TRACT, III

The Butters Tract is mine

is thirty two acres

in North Carolina.

I’m its new caretaker

is what I am. May it care

me too, in my last years,

receive me in its fair

bosom my December’s

song. Scatter me by trees

and pasture to become

what grows, last in Bear Creek’s

what flows I will go home.

BUTTERS TRACT, IV

The Butters Tract is mine.

The land slopes to Bear Creek.

I’ll bring my fishing line;

there must be catfish, sleek

bass, carp, dogfish, suckers

lurking in it murky

riffles; geese, wood ducks or

coots on pools, wild turkey

promenading beside

like stiff, well-dressed matrons

window-shopping. I’ll bide

time on Bear Creek’s aprons.

BUTTERS TRACT, V

The Butters Tract is mine.

I want to grow olive

trees Mediterranean

style, if only I solve

husbandry issues: soil,

latitude, elevation,

heat, moisture. Olive oil

dripping my beard, virgin

pressed. I’ll build an oven

of mud, bake thick crust bread,

grow grapes for wine. Heaven

is mine before I’m dead.

BUTTERS TRACT, VI

The Butters Tract is mine—

a feast for the eyes, so

much to watch, from high flying

hawks to cress in the slow

spring’s stream. I’ll have a dog

or more to scare off deer.

I’ll balance on a log

across Bear Creek and peer

at the beaver dam. Frogs 

croak when the shallow pond

fills, and faraway dogs

bark—in sight, but beyond.

BUTTERS TRACT, VII

The Butters Tract is mine—

enough land to piss on

at will, property line 

first: primal male mission

accomplished. I can pee

in my woods or pasture—

no one will see—and pee

in Bear Creek, a splash or

gusher that flows to the

ocean. I’ll make piss-mud,

piss at the sun, at the 

wind. Piss piss and piss blood.

BUTTERS TRACT, VIII

The Butters Tract is mine.

The month I’m distant from

it seems a quantum time,

not a continuum

I should endure, tick-tock-

tick. Time is not flying.

I might leap now, lock-stock-

universe, by driving

south. But it won’t be there

until I’m supposed to 

be. Only one time ends

at the road it’s close to.

BUTTERS TRACT, IX

The Butters Tract is mine.

It is already possessed.

What does a deed with fine

print mean to field mice? Best

not show them; they’d nibble

it for nests. Ownership 

is earned by survival.

One mistake, one slight slip….

But I’d rather have joy

my deed. I’ll play guitar,

sing to birds, let the boy

out; he’ll sing to a star.

BUTTERS TRACT, X

The Butters Tract is mine.

I feel like its Adam

now, pre-lapsarian

and prior to Madam

Eve. There will be a snake

to twine with the one I

bring. They’ll insinuate

a false perfection I

should expect from the land, 

then rejoice at my fall.

But I won’t bite God’s hand

or even Eve’s apple.

BUTTERS TRACT, XI

The Butters Tract is mine.

I’ll enjoy there more sky

and quiet, more starshine

and slow time, and I’ll lie

bare-assed in pasture grass

if the ticks will let me.

I’ll name the large-mouth bass

Tallulah of Bear Creek,

and feed her frogs, the last

one with a hook in it.

I’ll watch for Brer Hawk’s fast

dive to young Brer Rabbit.

