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a funeral

plainsong from a younger woman to an older woman

i will be your mouth now, to do your singing

breath belongs to those who do the breathing.

warm life, as it passes through your fingers
flares up in the very hands you will be leaving

you have left, what is left
for the bond between women is a circle
we are together within it.

i am your best, i am your kind

kind of my kind, i am your wish
wish of my wish, i am your breast
breast of my breast, i am your mind
mind of my mind, i am your flesh

i am your kind, i am your wish
kind of my kind, i am your best

now you have left you can be
wherever the fire is when it blows itself out.
now you are a voice in any wind
i am a single wind
now you are any source of a fire
i am a single fire

wherever you go to, i will arrive

whatever i have been, you will come back to
wherever you leave 'off, i will inherit
whatever i resurrect, you shall have it

you have right, what is right
for the bond between women is returning

“ we are endlessly within it

and endlessly apart within it.
it is not finished
it will not be finished

i will be your heart now, to do your loving
love belongs to those who do the feeling.

life, as it stands so still along your fingers
beats in my hands, the hands i will, believing
that'you have become she, who is not, any longer

somewhere in particular

we are together in your stillness
you have wished us a bonded life

love of my love, i am your breast
arm of my arm, i am your strength
breath of my breath, i am your foot
thigh of my thigh, back of my back
eye of my eye, beat of my beat
kind of my kind, i am your best

when you were dead i said you had gone to the mountain

the trees do not yet speak of you
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a mountain when it is no longer

a mountain, goes to the sea

when the sea dies it goes to the rain

when the rain dies it goes to the grain’
when the grain dies it goes to the flesh
when the flesh dies it goes to the mountain

now you have left, you can wander

will you tell whoever could listen

tell all the veices who speak to younger women
tell all the voices who speak to us when we need it
that the love between women is a circle

and is not finished

wherever i go to, you will arrive »
whatever you have been, i will come back to
wherever i leave off, you will inherit
whatever we resurrect, we shall have it

we shall have it, we have right

and you have left, what is left

i will take your part now, to do your daring
lots belong to those who do the sharing.

i will be your fight now, to do your winning
as the bond between women is beginning

in the middle at the end '

my first beloved, present friend

if i could die like the next rain

i’d call you by your mountain name

and rain on you

want of my want, i am your Just
wave of my wave, i am your crest
earth of my earth, i am your crust
may of my may, i am your must
kind of my kind, i am your best
tallest mountain least mouse

least mountain tallest mouse

you have put your very breath upon mine
i shall wrap my entire fist around you

i can touch any woman’s lip to remember
we are together in my motion

you have wished us a bonded life

«

a funeral: for my first lover and longtime friend

Yvonne Mary Robinson b. Oct. 20, 1939;d. Nov. 1974

for ritual use only
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