
How the Ashes Speak

I sat upon faded formica,

pocked-marked and soaped

while you sang and scrubbed

at turf on my knees. 

I felt a moment of it pass:

childhood.

Part of its pupae had shed

and through summer windows

growth came; 

fleeting and unwanted

like nettles in new grass.

Somehow I knew

I would not always

be washed and mended by you:

only love could

come between us then.


