Earth

At the height of the day, the fragile wing

of a cloud. It seems like nothing could

survive here, the dirt on the ground slightly

puckered in the thick heat.

I hear a cricket’s sleek music moving

up from the ground, and imagine

its head flung back in awe of quiet.

Then the sound opens in another place,

a fall of gems into the air

and onto the ground, moving away

from me or closer, my movements

silencing or inspiring the pulse.

The air is dry and hot.

Starting beneath the earth a willow

splits the ground and silently grows

towards its heaven, its branches and leaves

falling around me like a communion veil

above old blades of thorns.

And the grass smells like memories,

the small foliage folding and unfolding,

dark, slow, bouquet and leaf.

The willow knows, and it told me,

Always grow, stand as high as you are

and look around, protecting what is sacred.
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