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I cannot make you see how like a bear

he sat, his oak hands carving words in air

then slicing through to catch the silver fish,

but I can tell you, children, what he said.

Remember well, he would say, this tale I tell:

One time my grandpa took me to the creek

fed by the Danube, Dunai we called it, clear

enough that scales of fish would catch the sun,

and pebbles on the bottom looked like jewels.

That year my grandpa planted seeds on land

the creek abandoned when it dried, black soil

so rich the turnips grew like pumpkins, four

to fill a bushel, and carrots big as my wrist.

A slice or two, imagine, would fill your plate,

but that’s not all.  Across the fields at dusk

a devil’s wind whirled black and ate the earth.

There was no time top run so Grandpa knelt

right in the wagon, though I never saw

him pray before, and bargained for my life.

The shadow thundered, stopped, and disappeared

The way an angel might.  My grandpa said,

my son, you tell it so they won’t forget.
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