
Wendy Walton 
A House, A Snake, A Tree, 
and A Lake 

You ask me to d raw you a p ictu re 
of a hou se, a snake, a t ree, and a l ake. 
Though I qu estion you r reason, I scratch my reply 
u pon a scrap of cr inkled m e m o  paper. 

I f ini s h  and you exam ine m y  house with m any windows 
and the door t h at stands ajar, 
m y  rooted, l eafless t ree, m y  s q u iggled snake, 
and my lake - large and waved. 

You interpret my p i ctu re, 
seeing t h at I invite peo p l e  into my l i fe, 
fee l  rooted in who I am, and that tonight 
my e m otions are too tro u bled to feel  sens ual. 

I don' t  need to see you r  p i ctu re to know 
that yo u r  house h as fewe r windows, 
and that yo u r  snake coi l s  aro und you r  rootless tree 
near yo u r  lake - s m al l and waveless.  
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