The River

the heron bends; the silver fish leaps.

in seconds, the water is still again.

the woman in the funeral home does not speak

her grief: her eyes are wet. never alone,

we are always so. our two hands touch;

two rivers flow almost into each other.

full moon rising thru thin clouds

at sundown stops us—in spite of being

a common sight. white phlox, lilies, 

coneflowers are still. processions

come & go thru church doors—

baptisms, weddings, funerals pass

year by year. tack when the wind blows

that way; say it & share it—tho 

nothing may be said or shared.

in the blue evening, clouds of insects

churn above the still water. sitting

here, full moon floats below & above. 
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