Joy, Rises

Female, Age 62, Toronto

 

The sap, the sweet swelling wetness of

Joy, rises,

gentling away hard scars.

This is not sex, 

though sex speaks this language, too.

 

This is the end of mourning:

This is dawn, when

the thoughtless, natural rise of

simple joy

heartens the body and blesses the day;

when wooden lives revive against all odds,

joy welling wetly.  Life's blood rushes

in cleansing, cheek-reddening waves.

Dead limbs -  crucified by pain or guilt or fear --

are eased into living branches of the family

Tree.

