Picking The Fruit
It’s a brown-bagger, my neighbor calls from across the way 

seeing me gaze at the single pear 

that hangs from the smallest tree in my yard

and he means it will ripen more quickly 
if I pick and store it in a paper sack
I already know this about pears
and thank him for the tip, he wants to be helpful
but picking the fruit before it’s ready to fall 

is not what I want
How to explain it’s not hunger that stops me 
but astonishment—the tree, young and fragile 
has produced this pear, just one, like a bell announcing itself—
life pouring itself out for more life!

And now my sudden desire to see 
not only its celadon skin—little planet, illumination, green ongoingness—

but deeper in, where the stone-celled flesh is hard and cool
and farther then to the ovary wall 
where the pips tucked into their tiny cups
contain the elegant code for roots, trunk, limb and white flower,
its need for light and grace of sweet rain—the urge it was 

before it was named, and the secret this tree knows about bearing—
her fruit, hers, to keep and let go 
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