I ONCE BUILT A FIRE FOR THE DEAF

No one is watching

While you skillfully build the fire

But all are attracted

To the light and warmth.

If the blaze is kindled

If combustion is coaxed from damp tinder

And moister logs

Even the deaf

Respond to the language

Of the flame.

No one is watching

While your knife blade

Whittles twigs to slivers

No one is watching as

You seek the driest needles

No one is watching as essence

Is drilled for

Lost and found

Pumped and sprayed

On wet fuel

To hurry the process.

No one is watching as machete

Strokes split kindling

No one is watching as

Yesterday’s headlines are crumpled

Into the first phosphorescent sacrifice

Non one is watching

When the first spark 

Drops into the dark

And misses the womb of its dream.

No one is watching as the spark

Catches the tinder and ignites

Into leaping orange

Connections with its source—

We built a fire beneath

The snow laden boughs of fir

Because the fuel was drier there—

A blaze we had before the others—

It melted the snow on boughs above

And it rained on us—

But we ate while other’s

Food was raw and cold.
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Every one is watching as light breaks

The silence of twilight

And grows to orange heat

Everyone is watching

As light chases darkness

Into retreat

Every one is watching as warmth repels

The receding of the day

Every one is watching as meat

Sizzles over open flames

Everyone is watching as logs 

Chopped by thoughtful ax

Are added to the blaze.

Every one is watching

As the fuel pile gathered in the light

Sustains shadows in the night

Every one is watching as crisp orange flames

Lick melody from the voice of day.

Every body is listening 

To nobody 

When the ashes cool

Nobody is listening

To every body 

When they are the fuel.

Who is listening the next morning

When your breath rekindles the flame

Who is watching the next morning 

When your breath reignites your name?
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