Asa Wright, 1879-1971
by John Ranahan
 
Speaking from the grave 
has proved easier than she imagined.
We drive up her valley, into the trees and vines,
two dozen visitors – Trini, Yankee, 
French, Welsh – who tremble, 
as she and Beebe did, the pine planks 
laid down eighty years ago, 
dreaming the center into being.
Old age’s gnarled limbs reshape
the patterns that make our loves. 

The young woman creates her home
amid layers of lush greens,
whispers to each of us, “avoid the kamikaze,
white-necked Jacobins,” defending territorial feeders
from purple honeycreepers,
white-chested emeralds, tufted coquettes.
Watch, she warns, but some still miss
a progress of yellow-legged climbers. 
She leads the new ones into benches that look down
the herringboned valley of second growth.

She shows us down the discovery trail, the old road
traveled from Arima to this coffee plantation.
She tells us of the agouti, 
the tropical pewee, the manakin lek,
a jewel that graces the jubilant flirt,
or the master who sounds the depths.
Her blue vervine nourishes memory.

It is a slow journey home: furtive,
tremulous, a dance in black and white.
The language of flowers speaks through color and pollen,
while the garden’s thyme renews the spirit.
The language of a violaceous euphonia sings of joy.
The languages of this valley are hers...
 creeping shadows chanting a vale’s voice.
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