KEEPING THINGS WHOLE

In a field

I am the absence
of field.

This is

always the case.
Wherever I am

I am what is missing.

When I walk

[ part the air
and always

the air moves in
to fill the spaces

where my body’s been.

We all have reasons
for moving.
I move

to keep things whole.
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BREATH

When you see them
tell them I am still here,
that I stand on one leg while the other one dreams,

that this is the only way,

that the lies I tell them are different
from the lies I tell myself,
that by being both here and beyond

I am becoming a horizon,

that as the sun rises and sets I know my place,
that breath is what saves me,
that even the forced syllables of decline are breath,

that if the body is a coffin it is also a closet of breath,

that breath is a mirror clouded by words,
that breath is all that survives the cry for help
as it enters the stranger’s ear

and stays long after the word is gone,

that breath is the beginning again, that from it

all resistance falls away, as meaning falls

away from life, or darkness falls from light,

that breath is what I give them when I send my love.




