Hannah Minick

The Monsoons Came

It was the grass that gave you away
the change in its whispering whipping against itself
each slender blade flagellating the other
in this dance that makes sounds like blood
that sprays lightly above their pointed ends
and suddenly the sound changed
the grass beating against your legs
turning into a tap, a rhythm rather than a rant
as though it was confused 
in the midst of its frenzy to find opposition
and like a woman instead of turning on you
for standing in the midst of its worship
merely turned its worship to you
and that's how I saw you first
standing there with the grass wrapping around you
twisting up and along the lines your skin made against the dusk
white streaks in the shadow
soon blurred beneath the green
and you didn't say a word
just stood there waiting, watching
as though the sight of me adrift in the mud
was a casual common thing
so I stood too letting the black drip
drawing its own lines against my skin

It had not rained in so long.
It has been so long since I have seen you. 

You lit a cigarette and offered me a hand
so I took it and climbed out crushing the grass beneath my feet
and we walked away
leaving the grass to begin again
singing its whipping song in the dusk.
