
I'm living in the woods these days, hearing strange noises.
Every night a sharp yip wakes me. It bleats, repeats.
It's either robbers signaling or a fox.
Is that what foxes sound like? I try to Google but have no bars.

There's a ping and my heart leaps a slightly larger leap 
but my phone lies silent. It’s just some tree
dropping a grenade-shaped cone that ricochets 
off a lower branch and splits into shards when it hits.

I think the trees could be talking about me
and not even behind my back, because I'm surrounded.
Trees make room for each other. They tend their young.
They use their roots to pass notes silently, like kids in the back row.

But am I the teacher? Am I the pupil? I came here in a hurry 
so I could learn about slow. I would like to know what it is the woods know. 
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