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Your absence

Without you, I
am

Sleep

I name the
wildflowers—blue

The maple leaves shimmer
silver

A thousand unwritten

Broken shell

The night breaks
open

A thousand leaves

Morning

My beloved is a
seed

You pulled me

When the world

I am water

I touch

Long gray ribbon

Poplars

I have

The stars

Tomorrow
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your absence

at my door leaves

a long shadow. I

put my hand to the

empty
frame.





you are





scent of apple in

the rain

slip of leaf

light-tipping over water

snow-capped

mountain peak

rising near

the hollows of
me.





the air waits

for the echo of us

to begin again

begin again
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without you, I am

thin as the wings

of a Luna, moonlit,

translucent





your gaze

I
remember





I want to touch

your skin—

lend my powdery film

to your luminous

fingers
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sleep

with me under the open
sky;





let your hands be the fires

that warm
me—





wild honeysuckle,

nape of your
neck





dark kissing the edge

of day.





your skin like stars

our breath in the
night





I am mist

of morning-to-come,

glistening over

all of you
(all of you)





sleep with me

under

the open sky
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I name the wildflowers—blue

mistflower, coreopsis, red

clover, beardtongue—anything

to keep your face from my

mind; your name from my
lips.





the road is lonely and I

miss you.







[image: tmp_badedb176f68725d2c572d3bcc942357_V7aSui_html_mdcf5c00.png]






the maple leaves shimmer silver

in the fading light of
evening





I touch the grasses of the meadow with my
mind

walk through the myth that
I am separate from all this





I remember how you looked that first
night

vulnerable and
sweet





did your mother carry you on one hip,
dream

your wedding
day?





the thought of you in white lace feels like
Eden,

the river forks
again





I feel a bass drum echo through my ribs,

yearn for your hand in
mine





the beads on the abacus of time

click softly as they
meet





let’s sit together

as the night begins to sing
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a thousand

unwritten poems

in my bed—

your hands, your
eyes





goldenrod

blossoming light across

the hollowed out

places





my breath pale

in the
night





I cannot forget

you
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broken shell

star on
fire





this is what it’s like

to love
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the night breaks open

fruit, wet and sweet

on the
tongue





under a milk-white
moon





the minstrel sea

sings in me

a new topography,

returns your hand to mine

I awaken to
rain,





rise

and go

to the morning
place





and wait
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