
Miles Along the Umpqua 
by Owims Biker

The road along Umpqua 
Travels long with autumn

Hera, waterfalls caacade
Into slow memory
At  ass ro d s  green with age

Here, the road snakes 
Where giant boulders a  ashed 
K illing  the (team s of Oaalaci

Here, man is not Ood
And hie breathes defiant
In the sweet smell of myrtlewood

Here, e hundred blue heron 
Dive for baby salmon,
And wiki geese 
F ly in mystery 
W ith a loud passion 
That eats the morning sky

Here, horns of e lk,
Smothered in shadows 
Stab heavy fog 
And startle the weary 
W ith tender sounds of beauty •
An echo of m i las
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breast of uujfed chicken. baited and 
tapped with orange cream sauce 
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Tender steak, ground and cooked to perfection. 

Served with mushroom Madiera sauce 
W 75

¿^o ic  d  id  '■ W fa y fa re r  

Fresh Oregon sole steamed and topped with 
bay shrimp A lobster Hollandaise sauce 

$10 25
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Tenderloin of beef sauteed with mushrooms, 
garlic, and red wtne. Tossed with pasta 

and served with gar he toast 
$9 50
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Fresh ¡ta/ood sauteed with garlic in a 
sherned mushroom cream sauce 

$11.75
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A plane left a contrail like g ra fiitti
on what was a Maxfield Parrish  sunset
and all around behind me sit rows of empty houses

And I wonder why I came here,
was It because of the sunsets,
and do I plan to die here amoung the empty houses7

At the end of the landmass
with beauty all around me in this town of empty houses

I wonder whet you re doing
do you feel me miss you
as I try  to fall asleep In one of the empty houses

How v a in  it is lo s ii down to w rite  w hen  you have  
not stood up to liv e  Th o reau
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On the Speech of Tree3
By Elizabeth Bolton

On this blazing august day. the logging truck
Towers beside my c a r . loaded w ith logs
On the cut ends of trees, the beads of sap
Like sweet on an anxious brow, sparkle in the sunlight

Trees speak among themselves their fears and pein 
The odors of their emotions warn other trees 
Then do these corpses shriek of the means of their deaths 
To every forest that this truck must pass9
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And was it an aocident when the tree we cut 
Spun on its stump in the windless calm , and leaped 
To crush the foot of my son before It fe ll9 
T he Old Ones wou Id have told us what to do

There must be prayer s and ritu a l Thetree  
Should have been told of our need for f ire  wood, 
Should have had our reverent apology 
For cutting 3hort its life  to cane our own

That night after dark I spoke to the fallen trae 
t don't know ,f it helped The foot heeled well
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