
 
 
 
 
 

ARBOR DAY 
by Lorenzo Caricchio 

 

 

I push deep 
into moist yielding earth 

mother a worn out stump holding 
one son as I dig deep for the roots 

that have grown up into the sun 
light and heat that now makes me sweat 
boiling over on to the dirt my body’s fluid  

 absorbed 
 by the 
 tree  
 that  

 may be 
  


	I push deep

