
Three Poems by Barbara Brooks 
 

 
Mushrooms 
 
I see them under last year’s fallen leaves.   
Burnt orange, fire engine red, and a small one with blue spots  
just the size for a forest toad to sit.  Some have a notch in the tissue,  
perhaps eaten by a box turtle.  The mushroom pokes  
up from the musty earth floor.  At first, it is squat and fat,  
like a Buddha.  Then, like an umbrella, its top opens. 
Come Fall, the mushroom’s cap will drop its spores  
into the forest wind. 
 
The desert cracked as the spore dropped  
to the sand.  The top unfolded; its stem  
dangled below.  Behind protected bunkers, officials  
heard the blast rushing towards them; 
saw blinding light; felt the winds that followed 
across the scorched desert. The top 
spewed debris into the heated air. 
 
Some mushrooms will kill you, 
the red ones I think. 
     



No Kill Kennel 
 
I know 
the neighbor’s dog lives in the weather: 
rain/mud, snow/sleet, hot/cold. 
 
I know  
when the dog stops just short  
of its five foot chain, it wants to roll  
in the grass, smell the green of the horse’s meadow,  
drink from the clear stream. 
 
I know 
the dog was forced to live in its foul soilings. 
 
I cannot 
watch the filmed appeals to save this dog, this cat, this horse. 
 
I can  
walk the kennel dogs, 
listen to the dry leaves crackle. 



Green 
 
There are 231 colors of green according to Sherwin-Williams. 
I should be able to write a poem about the greens  
of the woods and forest floor with this many colors.   
The may apples are their own shade, you know the one I am talking 
     about.   
And the emerging grape vines are covered with a satin finish. 
Fiddle head ferns have several shades, the head is wooly  
and darkens as it unfurls to become a jade feather on the woodland floor. 
Young poison ivy is tinged with red and finally a glossy finish. 
The color of growing maple leaves is as soft as the leaf itself. 
Honeysuckle, oak are not among the 231 shades  
but you know the colors I mean. 
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