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 One more time, 

the music of the whistling cables. 

One more time! 

The wind-sprung choir 

singing in the steel: 

    On my lips, I know your cello, 

I taste the grit of your desert voice— 

In the mountains you have crossed 

I know the dry tongues 

and blowtorch breath— 

    With the whorls 

of my bloody fingerprints 

I pull my voice 

from the whistling wires. 
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