The Ledge

At the end of flight, still in air,
on the crest of a small rise before
lighting, a crow folds wing and waits
for the earth to come to its claw.
My hands are a cage of wind filled
with things that cannot happen again

small mounds in the garden, ash
to be sifted in delicate patterns
in front of the door. Beyond the last
house, the child standing in acrid shade,
fields of pulse, mustard and barley,
I have come as far as the river

will take me. On a ledge high over
the water stones dwindle from my hands.
If I let myself drop now with this
slip of shale my last chosen foothold
I could see the current carry my breath.
Close to its source in the mountains

the high water falls over granite
cold and unbroken, trees change their
shape, become stunted and in dusted
scrub the free falling heart gives out.
Let go of the earth, white hand,
we are safe as the animals drinking

together shyly at night by rivers,
with nothing below we are rooted in
silence, waiting. At the edge of
the trembling pool, in shadow stalking
the murky bottom, moment by moment
quiet ravens the face of the river.
		—Richard Schramm
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