Quaker Army Knife

Today I give a boy

His first knife and compass
A soul weapon

And portable stonehenge
Useful in the treehouse

A folding knife for the spinning earth
A slow initiation

Into this club of roots and toys

Four tiny tractors parked perfectly
Beneath the ancient oak

A collection of shiny stones

And two strange sacks of acorns
Gathered carefully the season past
In the boy’s seventh year

Of natural history
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