5

The One Not There 




   A doe

        gives my blood 

a start, covering 



    in a bound the same ground 




        one of your looks


covers in my heart. Light

drops  

in the dawn, a rope

appearing from above







to belay me from the edge




to the safest ledge



of your love. Coiled 
on the red shoulders 

of this stone, methodically 

making its way 
from boulder to boulder 






in rope-twitching pitches 

   with the agile guile of







one of your smiles. A



spider stringing 
resinous filaments  
against the stone, suspended 

      by the silken thread 

   of a word, each  

a prayer offered 
to your eyes


to efface



the dangerous space 




between us. In
the contours of a boulder, I find 



    
the shoulder of a memory





to hold onto, and a pillow 

for my head in the sandbar 
of a riverbed that keeps 
    the track of a doe. In 





   a canyon divided





      rim from rim








whose walls swim









toward one another,






touch reflections 








 in the middle, in 






the mingled waters 







of the Virgin river, 

 where tributaries meet

 into which separate rapids 

dip their sock-white feet, in 

the limb that leaves 




its broken parts upon the ground 





like a heart that grieves




and in breaking 

       makes not a sound, in 

the birch chewed to its pith





     by a beaver’s tooth, I 

                   






see you gnawing at your guilt







to ease the teething of a truth that  






parts you from the one you love, and

shows me in a rippled









pond, I am not 







the one you’re thinking of, that

the heart on which my own  





rests as if upon a pillow, is



but a nest whose wings

have flown the river- 
twitching willow, a 






river broken upon 





      the boulders through which it lunges, 

on the shoulders of a sorrow 


through which it plunges 
in un-tongued despair, sounding 


  

its fall to one





not there, where

waters rage unspoken

in a torrent so violently

broken by the crags. Yet



like the torrent

    that rocks divide,
      when its currents are reunited




you two will go side-by-

side, will flow into one

another, closer for the cut 



banks your hearts bestride, as



a love once unrequited





becomes a love at last 




       


two-sided. Waters




that rage in cataract 






snows, divided one







from the other, always
           

end in repose
as a daughter grows






      into her mother. 

