
Three Poems by Patricia Wellingham-Jones 
 

The Gift      
 
Every autumn this gift, 
the first sign of salmon 
heading up the creek. The leap, 
wriggle through rocks, thrashing 
across sand bars. 
I’m always wide-eyed, 
feel a frisson up my spine, 
watching these thespians 
of the shallows. 
I can hardly grasp 
the labor involved for each 
infinitesimal inch forward, 
the biological urge that whispers 
‘home’ in each salmon  
body and brain,  
the fatal, glorious journey.  
 
End of a Lecture Series    
 
Deep in the bowels 
of an underground parking lot, 
dusk of a gray winter day, 
my skin prickles, unease 
ripples my flesh and I gaze 
at the dark tunnel 
ahead. Endless 
it stretches under the street 
and I know stairs rise 
to light in the distance 



but my body reacts 
to the knives, knuckles,  
throttled necks that lurk 
in the dank greasy air. 
I make that one phone call 
prisoners are allowed, 
hear your precious voice 
at the other end. 
“What am I doing here?” 
I blurt, “I don’t even need 
to do these lectures.” 
Your voice soothes, 
unseen footsteps recede. 
I don my professional mask, 
brush away the ghouls, 
find a colleague to stroll 
with me afterwards 
back to the submerged car. 
 
The Burl     
 
The burl on the gnarled old oak 
shading the confluence of two streams 
is a lockbox hiding the message 
of an early assault. The tree 
has no narrative for which virus 
or weapon to hold accountable, 
no mail or carbon-dating 
to point at a culprit. 
So the wind carries its leaf-tales, 
bark continues to clothe the burl, 
all the thwarted roots and nodes inside 
twist tight in protection. 
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