a river of color 


there is one red apple in the tree.


it is the shade of the feeder on the porch,


the sweatshirt you're wearing.

hummingbirds helicopter out of the forsythia,

rise and hover in front of the fruit,


sway and dart,

dip and chase,


move to the feeder,


to you on the swing.


gnats float on the moist current,


move up and down


in rhythm with our blood,


the pulse in our fingers 


passes through the skin


as the gnats pass each other,


bobbing in the blue morning


over the verdant fencerow


where last night the air hung white 


above the dodder's pale lace, 



waiting for the sky to lose the light


and darken to the color of earth and us.


after dark, 


glowworms glittered green,


winked thin laugh lines


under the peavine and ivy,


under the porch steps,


under our eyes.  


now, fragrance from some yellow-leafed limb

vibrates a crack in time,

hums memory in my glistening vision,

recalls the smell of split wood, 


orange oak flesh from a past visit


when i needed warmth


and took the tree's gift twice,


once in the cutting,


again in the stove.


you push poems from the page,


lush lines temper our senses


the way the wood healed the silver chill.

we cast word spells on each other


throw them around this singing space,


you by reading, me by listening,


both by knowing the poetry


of this moment in our breath,


in the scent of our skin,


in the spark of our eyes.


everything shudders.


the swing pulls the earth


around the sun.


the porch frames the circle


of the wheeling sky.


the fence holds the seed


of every wet, green 


growing thing.


the rain shines substance


into the timid wind.


the tree offers the apple


to the sparkling day. 


i look at you.


birds laugh their songs,


and god is a river of color


in the shimmering air.
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