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Primavera

Again the earth thaws and one bony knuckle
then the next unfurls

until your fingers fan out

caressed by the tender air.

Soon the green feels its way back,

fleshing out the beauty of you

shaking bits of soil free

from your strands of yellow,

thickening with each new breath.

All winter long my brittle bed

pierced me with loneliness;

my graying body starved in long neglect
ached for the color of you.

Even as the press of snow chilled my heart
| wanted to believe our love

could outlast death.
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And now your kisses

kill the frost of me

as each gold spoke of sun
swirls its way inside

with warm pink life—
insistent, unending.

My eyes shut

to the gathering dust, feeling
tender, exposed

like the flowering vine

I climb—and climb.



