All to Peaces
Wind

After the second marriage there was money --

She was still almost a young woman then.

They built on the mountain in cedar and glass

with a view of the hawks’ glideway

north in springtime, south in the fall.

And when in due course his time came

she was left by herself in the wrought iron bed

listening to the wind roar through the wooded gap.

Hummingbirds sparkled on her deck in the summer,

and she fed the cardinals that flashed across the snow.

Out Upon the Plains

One day the great man simply left.

Looking back, we might say Tolstoy

Went to die in that obscure train station

But maybe he just lit out for the territory

Like that old Rose woman 

who took off wandering 

across a West now empty

farmers gone and ranchers few --

she crazy drunk, dreaming poetry, love

staring into the quick of small fires

lit against the cold of the forsaken land.

Nomads

Even after it was plain that 

we were all nomads again,

Violet fought a rearguard action

stubbornly launching missives --

electronic messages, voice and print

traces of a semblance of community

reminders of brief times spent together,

auguries of what might have been --

that kindled the smoky fires of memory.

Before the Feast
After her walk in the thin cold sun

Heather lay down for a winter’s nap

Comfy sofa, afghan, honey tea

And each time she stirred

The Christmas lights were brighter

Against the night drawing in.

