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kevin norwood

Harvesting the Mountain

(Wolftown, Virginia 1972)

I worked in the open sawmill on the farm
the summer I was twenty-two, rolling 
roughly trimmed logs onto the mill carriage, 
watching contentedly as the carriage ran 
back and forth on the steel track to the 
bare blade as planks fell one by one.

I was not asked to work on the mountain,
among oaks and poplars a man could not 
reach around. I was not asked to harvest 
timber, although I wanted to. That was 
left to the regular hands, who had craft
with chainsaw, skidder, mountain.    

Those men worked with eyes open.
They had seen trees fall the wrong way
and chainsaws kick back high and hard.
They remembered a log skidding down 
the mountain that caught, whipped 
end around, put a man down to stay.

On the mountain, they did not want 
to work with summer help. They did 
not wonder at what they were doing 
nor why. If they saw the rough beauty 
of the mountain and their work, they 
did not think of it while trees fell.


