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Poetry 

wordlessness and the woods 
 
 

I do not speak for conquest:  

today, again, I am unarmed –  

eyes trained on the Pacific. 

I am not here to demystify this encounter. 

Signposts hung on air  

direct breath among breath. 

I will take the wind home with me, 

hold it beneath my tongue. 

 

Published in Going Down Swinging (2011) 32, p. 62 

 


