October Morning at Riley's Farm
Cranking cider,
crushing summer
into the finest distillation of its
sweetness,
Though I know two little 
thieves will snatch 
away most of it,
I won't try to catch them 
and turn them in before they drain 
the jug,
I'm the one who brought them
here 

to smile at the cool Saturday sun,
to hear the country music, to breathe 
the country air, to buy a ticket back
to slower days
in the aisles of the country store

"It's apple season" 

is the reason the clerk cites for every sorry sold out,
every empty shelf with a space for the
pie 
I will never taste
(Yes, I know it's apple season, 
I didn't come for the key lime)

They mean to 
say they came prepared, they were ready for me
with a steady supply of candles and pies and tarts,   
With their mountain magic,
they've somehow followed the cinnamon-stained 
recipe cards written by my grandma's 
gentle hand

But every dad has had the same “original” idea
as me and claimed the lot 
an hour before I walked in
It's as if we all had a meeting and agreed
this is the weekend to seek out family 
Tranquility
in the remote sanctuary of the U-pick farmer's 
answer to the dude ranch

with a thousand strangers

A bustling tourist trap to be sure, but more 
than buying all the trinkets, the rubber band 
rifles and the American flag 
snack platters,
More than wanting the handmade fudge 
and the Colonial axe throwing,
We've all come 
here
to be healed 
of the bruises

we choose one day a year,
one sacred day to step 

away
from the clamor of a slashing world
we hope, by some holy osmosis, 
to soak our tired feet in the goodness
of the ground
as we step over bushels worth of
promising fruits fallen
prey to the appetites 
of greedy birds,

to walk between the orchard ranks,
a battalion 
of Granny Smiths and Pink Ladies, ready
to halt the rushing time,
so I can 
hold my children
here,
and capture the silent-film frame between
summer's crisping light and the white
hush of winter snow
which transfigures more than the land 

Who would've guessed that the best hope
for my soul lay 
waiting for me 
here
in a jug of cider, pressed 
down to sounds
of "go, Dad," now heavy in my homeward
hands
as we amble
down the misty slope
