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The curve of the earth is like a bone at the horizon,
the tongue of the stratosphere licks it sand rough,
 
and riding the bike at eighty you sense
the desert does not boil the blood but filters it through air
 
and wind, where fossils in stones return me to the inland sea.
I ride down out of Page toward Lee’s Ferry,
 
a red strip of highway, color of arterial blood,
ride to forget while in effect remembering all of it.
 
Everything to the eye is first knowledge.
Separated out of the world at birth we seek to be reborn into it
 
on the wind edge of a speed no natural creature knows.
The deeper vibrations of the desert are between the bike and bones,
 
a music played on the rudimentary instruments of being.
The sands at last light write of the earth’s beginning.
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