
Pennsylvania Summer ‘08 

One day 

We woke up to find a 

Tree, toppled by mother nature, or lightening 

Or a thousand determined 

Chipmunks… 

Laid dead 

Across fall run forest 

 

Each day 

Like vines we climbed over 

Until the vines swallowed it whole 

And it was the path 

And so were we.  

 

-Audrey Schreiber 


