After the Ashes
She stirs with some internal drama so real now that will be lost
to her and the world when she awakens, and the hollow

between ribcage and pelvis rises and falls in a long 

sigh, carrying my hand like a piece of driftwood riding

a long sweep of wave.  This is the bed that has cradled us through countless
Dream-laden nights, with the wind carrying

our names in the leaves of the late summer trees,
year after year, wind which is the spirit we draw into ourselves

and expel from ourselves every moment of our lives.

There is the way she removes her top, standing 

at the foot of the bed, crossing

her hands in front at the waist, the length 

of her slim torso revealed as she lifts her arms

over her head, opening them to the wide night.

There have been other rooms in other houses

across the breadth of America, other voices carried

with the wind -- the distant whistle

of a train along the winding Susquehanna, soft fluttering of diesel

exhaust from the big rigs outside a December motel window

in Blackwell, OK, song of coyotes along the shelterbelt

of a desert stream, so brave against the boundless night,

a tent and sleeping upon the good earth with the wind coming hard

from a high mountain glacier.   Campfire beneath white granite 
and stars, and after, the ashes. These rooms, these voices, this earth
Go with us in the long story of our lives, 

along with the sounds of love, the wordless 

speech of tongues groping beyond themselves in the furnace

of another’s mouth, a gentle October rain, all carried 
headlong by the wind that has no fixed name or home
of its own, except the earth entire, home.  

And the names of  those who draw breath no more, whose names 
are long forgotten and spoken no more, all borne endless on the wind.

