Remembering Elling Eide (1935-2012)
My thoughts of you like the River Wen

go rolling southward endlessly.









--Li Po, translated by Elling Eide
Around dawn the hurricane died and neighbors crept out to see

their snapped trees, lawns littered with leaf mash and roof bits
blown into heaps with siding, broken birds, and snakes.

By afternoon, chain saws were screaming 

in the sickening August heat and bulldozers began
to scrape the rotting tonnage from the streets.

That's when Elling drove over from Sarasota

in his old VW van packed with candles, with

dog food, cat food, flashlights and batteries,

jugs of water, a frozen cake dripping icing, crackers,

caviar, a chilled case of Tsing Tao beer, chainsaw blades,

and tropical trees to plant the place again.

In a few years, our new ylang-ylang rose
thirty feet, unfurling long yellow blossoms  

to fill our evenings with attar of Chanel.

And so it went with Elling's palms,

his gumbo limbo, Cuban guanabana,

papaya, bananas, and bamboo, the house

again shaded, overhung with bougainvillea,

trellised in passion vine, scented by gardenia,

by Burmese orchids that drink the humid air.
Once again, parrots flock the sea grape for its fruit,

the “birds assembling as if to audit the Dharma”
as Elling once translated Li Po's lines. And now,
like the Taoist poet, Elling has gone off somewhere

and our thoughts for him “like the River Wen

go rolling southward endlessly.”
