March 21 (Fairview, Mississippi)

Sunday morning
I hear the rubber tires rumble through gravel
slamming car doors in my early morning dreams
mumbling voices shift 

from conversation to angel song

as the lonesome piano groans

(Everybody finds church in time)
 
Some sun sneaks through holly branches
the distant smells of breakfast in a kitchen

and the coffee-making left for me, 

turning over through these double-panes
the snow white heron glides

and slips into Indian Bayou

No family here
No toes to step upon
No past in this place
No one to tell us how we were born
Only the congregation of us
and the river
that carries us this far

Paper whites, narcissus, and lilacs

warming fingers on the earthen mug
pausing in the shadows of pecan and oak
to hear the cottonwood blossoms humming
(Every flower has its bee)


Migrating nations
call and answer
traveling like us
far from native lands
finding this place
of still water
banked by cypress knees

 
in this long-armed spiraling land
near this ancient and timeless river
standing among this history
finding silence in this moment of
our sins washing clean
(Was they ever been such a thing?)

This evening
around the dusty cotton field road
nightingales chorus with the sweet
sweet smell of honeysuckle
growing in bunches along the marshy banks
we slide out of our daily clothes
shedding our Sunday skin 

toes search the muddy bottom

and grip Indian Bayou
· Dustin Morrow
