Five Years After the Divorce

Hornets keep coming back to this window frame —
hundreds touch, circle away. Try again, hit hard
on the glass set deep in the adobe wall.

Behind them, anviled clouds rise
from the Sangre de Cristo to consume the sky.
Only two patches of distant pifion remain illuminated.

Last night, I overheard pigeons softening together
before nightfall, heard a stream that must have been the wind
because there is no water here.

When the hornets swarm away it is not quite dark.
I can hear crickets stop and start
and the silence in between.
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