
Obsidian

For My Brother
When the son sings good morning
to his sister
it is with the whisper
of funeral gloves
the fragrance of 
lost memories
the patience
of burning fields

When the son sings good morning
to his mother
it is with the lessons
of well worn shoes
a certain hunger
that begins behind his eyelids.

unrehearsed dances
signal a father’s return
signal a sky of winter.

When the son remembers other mornings
 it is with the torn tongues of war
 the breath of the desert child still moist 
 like the dew in his dreams.

When the son remembers the death of orchids 
 it is beneath a quiet Sudanese sky 
 that hears the closing of the child’s eyes
 rain messengers ascend.

unrehearsed dances 
signal a father’s return
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