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Tears are streaming down my cheeks, he says, because |
know you and | hear you.

Farrell tells me that when I'm feeling lonely | can look out
the window. look at the mountains, their rocky faces. The
frees, the river and the valley. The people are all there, he
says. There's Rose who's been dead all these years. Danc-
ing. Her mother’s family was born in American Valley, her
father's family in Copperfown. She comes here wondering,
Where am | from? Where do | belong? Where do | go?
Well, says Farrell, she goes to American Valley where the
graves of her people are marked with tombsfones. Then she
comes back here where the graves of her people aren't
marked with anything at all. Her people are just sleeping
there, in the mountains, in the fields. And she says, Where
are they? Where are my people? — She is wondering and
wandering from place fo place, crying. She knows they are
there and nowhere at all. And that it's all about love, he
says. So Rose just starts dancing, dancing in the field where
she used to live. You can see her, right out your window, he

says. She's there.

February 21

I've learned that the lay of the land shapes the flight of the
bird.
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April 1
I've learned that the sound of the wind is the wind — and the

wind is all that it fouches.

April 25
A yellow and green hummingbird has arrived today, hov-

ers, looks in through the kitchen window. Hello. Hello.

May 9

There are no waterfalls this year shining off the mountain.
The apples must have bloomed, but overnight. | didn't see
them. Once again, the oak leaves have soffened the
branches. But without last year's glow.

My planting is mostly done. We have five chickens sleep-
ing with the goats, five chicks in the house, four mallards in
the shower, and Walker, the Canadian gosling the dog
caught and then let go, sleeps nestled under Selena’s arm,
or seffled between my breasts under the goose-down com-

forter.
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