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Squirrels of Lone Tree Mountain

FRED JEREMY SELIGSON

Introduction

Squirrels is a section of a longer poem Someone’s Walking on Lone Tree Mountain, which features various aspects of the hill behind my house, An San or Saddle Mountain. Another part “Clear Spring Temple” was published last year in Transactions.
Horace Underwood also lived at its base and he told me that it used to be called, “Lone Tree Mountain.” There remained only one tree on it due to a denuding by desperate people needing fuel, especially during World War II. It has since been reforested into a splendid garden environment, and provides the leisurely hiker with hours of enjoyment. Hardly a day passes without my visit.
Today I found a glum man of 74 sitting on a bench under a pavilion, hiking-stick by his side. He remarked on how glad he was that someone finally removed the bags of garbage that thoughtless picnickers had left by the trail before us. Now a fine vista of young greening trees stood before us. My own black and white cat who died of mouth cancer is buried behind that grove. A middle-aged lady came and sat on a bench across from the man. He told her that he had prostate cancer and was waiting to die.
He spoke of me too, referring to me as “Haraboji.” Since when did I become ‘‘Grandfather?” He is still 10 years older than I.
Maybe I am waiting to die and to become one with the hill as has my cat. I have been walking this hill so long that my beard has become white, and aside from observing the day to day changes of the seasons I have lost track of time.
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