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You need this rotting flower box
the way a bed-sheet is folded back
makes its home in the same room

the dead hear as corners and fingertips
—there’s time and though it’s not raining
you cover her grave with your hand

as a promise, say nothing about
why there are no flowers where the ground
is shaded —in such a silence

what you reach for rises from your arms
as arms, one around the other
now that this dirt is empty.
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