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REMEMBERING MR. MARTIN: A FARMER

The corn husk stands about a foot high,

the harvest bone picked clean. An Indian canoe
carries your spirit toward winter. A candle

turns sumac into rubies along the edge of your field.
Your corn feeds hogs whose hearts glow in the mud,
like your plow in the dark of the barn.

The rocks remember how you sat down.

Their lack of fear, a gift you held at death.

Your breath joins the wind,

praising the earth from the tops of trees.

Many times you opened the earth with your plow;
Now earth opens her arms to you.

Remembering each of your footsteps

she washes your feet for the journey ahead.
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