At the Bottom of Beaver Lake

Algae covered rocks slime the bottom

of the deep lake. Tiny green and silver fish dart
around the feet of the swimmer who screams
“shark” for fear of the minnows.

Pollen falls from the trees

and kisses the top of the rippling water.

I slide off my lime green Converse and socks
and let the minnows nibble my numbing toes

as [ wade along the rocky shore.

I wish that I could offer up a prayer

to my permeable childhood landscape—

how bleak it all looks through the November fog

rolling in from the Cascades—but I do not speak.

Instead I think of him—

the Red Vine stained fingers and Coca Cola breath of summers
gone and now his body at the bottom of the lake

and the waves against my toes rocking a frantic lullaby of

rest, rest, rest.



