I Will Go With You

You left me with words of Umbria and the mountain towns,
where people remember that they are part of something 
bigger and broader and more eternal than themselves.  
Where stone upon stone and wine and bread and oil 
have kept a world intact for eight hundred years.  
Where mothers have cried for their babies 
and men have stood at dawn before the dew 
left the vines and waited smoking 
hand-rolled cigarettes as the sun 
warmed them all.  
We made love in white sheets this morning 
and ate pears and cheese for breakfast 
and that sweet bitter coffee 
that they make so strong.  
Look out the dry window 
to the south with voices 
calling to come and walk 
barefoot in the green rows 
and red earth.  

Yes, I will go with you 
soon as my time is done here.  
I will go with you like the breeze 
up the valley this morning carried our song 
of love to the tops of Robinson Creek.  
Parched dirt takes water so well.  
And in its time, and in its time 
and in its time it will spread 
its once dried skin
again to let the green sprout of life
come forth to nourish the starving world.  
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