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Treehouse 
 

We called it the Shack. 

The treehouse in the woods 

Big enough for teens 

Old musty mattresses lined the floors. 

We had a black light 

Hanging from the ceiling 

A boom box blaring Black Sabbath. 

The dark corners were filled with smoke 

From joints and cigarettes. 

 

Young girls were raped there 

Between the plywood walls. 

 

I would burn it down if I could 

But it belongs to some clueless family now 

Maybe their children play in it 
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Maybe they laugh and pretend 

Like children should.   



Waiting 

 It was 200 calories and 5 grams of fat.  Jean said it was okay to treat the little one.  I 

think she appreciated those 200 calories, and she appreciated him taking us. 

 He was proving himself to her.  Especially when he sat on the cold garage floor, below 

the rake and hoe on the wall, next to the recycling bin.  He didn’t like to recycle, but that was 

okay.  He listened to her.  I mean, really listened, like he cared. 

 Dad had died and she had a hard time accepting the child’s relief, like water overflowing 

the dam. 

 The child gripped her as they spilled into the dry creek bed of the Brandywine below.   

. . . 

 The teenager was tripping there.  Her black Volkswagon bug seemed to find its way to 

the reservoir even though she was stoned half out of her mind.  The munchies, and it was time 

for an ice cream cone at Culvers.  She had worked there until Mike, the owner, saw her leaving 

the DQ being built up the street. 

 That 17-year-old was holding her safe in the quiet pools of the Brandywine.  

. . . 

 She ran her hands along the railing separating the congregation from the altar.  The ice 

cream cone came after church.  Awakening her tongue.  Cooling her mind, burning with the 

words of the sermon. 

 The saint pulling her back from the edge of the cliffs on the banks of the Brandywine.  



 

Solace 

She remembers the creek, 

Stepping on stones, 

Slippery with moss, 

The hummingbird lands on her shoulder, 

Attracted by the orange lily, 

Or maybe the water, 

The lakes, the river, the ocean, 

Whatever form it takes, 

It always listens,  

Sees what others fear, 

I even see the rocks on the bottom, 

When the water isn’t clear. 

  



 

 

Refined 

“If you will you can become all flame.”  Desert Fathers 

 

There’s a sweet spot 

When the coals burn hot, 

When another log 

Is quickly consumed, 

When no two flames 

Look the same, 

Later, I poke the embers, 

Whispering silently, 

It’s okay to burn. 

 

 


