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Thesis Abstract 
Trish Woolwine 
Trish.woolwine@gmail.com 
English 599 
 
 
Something Left Behind 
 
My thesis is a compilation of poems written over the last few years, and explores different 
aspects of loss, particularly the impact that grief and nostalgia play in the processing of the loss 
of a loved one. Each poem highlights something left behind in the wake of this loss. Whether it is 
a pair of shoes, a lonely dog, a lost bird or even a table, these things left behind remind us of the 
end of life, but also, that we are still here. When there is a death, we also grieve the loss of time. 
Just as the old saying goes: “no man ever steps into the same river twice,” our time on earth is 
ever flowing and no event can ever be replicated no matter how hard we try. We grieve the loss 
of what was and that keeps us from doing new things and discovering new life. 
 
While this seems cliché, I hope the poems included in this piece are not staid or predictable. I 
tried to weave music, surprise, and irony into these lines. My years at Sewanee and the excellent 
instruction I have had, helped me to hone my craft and look for ways to make it more concise. I 
hope this will show in this finished manuscript. 
 
My thesis is made up of a collection of elegies. While an elegy reflects on mourning and loss, it 
can also touch on redemption and consolation. The first part of my manuscript centers 
specifically on the recent death of my husband. The second section is made up of elegies about 
my parents, brother, and others. The third section begins the process of healing and hope. 
Throughout the work, I have written mostly narrative poems in traditional stanza form, but also 
have included poems that are more random in form. These elegies are written in free verse with 
no set rhyme or meter but do include some inner and slant rhymes. Music is achieved through 
alliteration and assonance and sometimes the repetition of a line or phrase. Enjambment is 
utilized where possible to make the lines more interesting and create movement.  Other forms of 
poetry are also explored including an ode, “This Living Hand,” and a ghazal, “Ghazal for the 
Fallen.”   
 
Some of the poetry was inspired by other poets as I sought to imitate their style. After several 
revisions, I made the poems more my own. I have given credit to those poets. By imitating their 
art, I was able to define my own style and learn how they make their poems successful.  For 
example, by imitating Maggie Nelson’s work, I used the prose poem form to create a long piece 
that was inspired by her book, Bluets. Concentrating on a single color, white, I was able to 
personify my grief through quotations from poems and songs that tell the story of my husband’s 
last days.   
  
The poem, “Lot’s Wife,” ends with the phrase, I keep looking back. This sets up the reader to 
look back on the last few years of my life through an imitation of the work of Ellen Bass. This 
also sets up the exposure of guilt left behind in the loss of my husband and is a prelude to “Elegy 
in White” that also touches on that guilt.     
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The poem, “Waiting Room” was originally inspired by Elizabeth Bishop’s poem of the same 
name, but quickly became less an imitation and more of a beginning to an idea. The poem, “This 
Living Hand” is more formal than my usual work and was inspired by John Keats who wrote a 
poem about his own mortality by the same title. In the second section, I imitated Ellen Bryant 
Voight’s poem “Chameleon.” Her style of spacing and no punctuation were the impetus of the 
poem “Through the Window” describing the death of my brother.  The poem, “Something Just as 
Good” was an imitation of a Sharon Olds poem. I wanted the sense of the everyday becoming 
something extraordinary that she does so well.  The description of the onion turns to a portrait of 
my mother’s grave where the onion tops are placed. 
 
The final section of the manuscript strives toward acceptance and finding peace. It is the 
realization of time passing and letting go of the past with hope for the future. The pivotal poem, 
“What They Don’t Tell You,” Is my coming to terms with all of the losses described in the 
thesis. When my husband died, I was given many self-help and religious books and pamphlets to 
help guide me through my grief. I started reading one and realized I could not go through with 
reading these books. I called them my So Your Husband’s Dead, Now What? books. It seemed 
that they were a very neatly wrapped-up way of treating universal grief, but I think grief is more 
personal and not felt the same by all people. This way of dealing with my grief did not work for 
me.    
 
The best therapy for my grief was writing these poems. My husband died a few months before 
the pandemic lockdown, so I had to deal with the fear of virus as well as crushing loneliness.   
Meeting other widows since that time has made me realize how much our journeys have in 
common, but also how different they are. I want those who need solace to be able to pick up my 
book and laugh and cry and realize they are not alone as they deal with being left behind. 
 
I tend to rely on conventional old-fashioned poetry work, counting my stanzas into neat short, 
prescribed lines and adding in rhyme. This is one of my weaknesses as a writer.  I am obsessed 
with having some rhyme in my pieces and that sometimes makes the poem too sing-song or 
predictable.  When I first started school at Sewanee, I had not been in a classroom in over forty 
years and was overwhelmed at how much had changed in academia, and how little I remembered 
or was not properly exposed to when I was in college.  My first couple of weeks I contemplated 
leaving the program. I felt like “Grandma Moses.” The poetry workshop class with Professor 
Nickole Brown was one of the bright spots that kept me going that first year.  I felt that I was the 
weakest student in the workshop, but with encouragement and learning the tricks of revision and 
the valuable feedback of my fellow students, I was able to become more confident as a writer.  
Subsequent workshops and craft classes with Professor Tiana Clark introduced me to poets 
whose books I might not have picked up and read on my own. Imitating these poets helped me to 
create some of my best work. 
 
I am excited to be submitting my thesis and look forward to using all I have learned to craft my 
first book of poetry.  I may not be as successful as “Grandma Moses,” but I am proud that I 
dipped my feet into the stream of time and have something to leave behind.      
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Losing Something 
 
 
A snake wants her skin back, lost 
somewhere in the vast 
forest. Where did she see it last 
when she shimmied out of 
it and crawled into bed? 
Its veil of mesh  
delicate and easily torn. 
The house is growing darker with the dying 
sun filtering around the edges  
of the closed shades as I pull  
garments from velvet hangers, trying  
each on then letting them puddle 
to the floor with their flowered cousins 
and those twelve or so 
black sheath numbers. Why have twelve black 
dresses? I take out a hopeful one, tent 
it over my head and down upon my shoulders, 
hold in the waist and pull the zipper with the other 
hand. The zipper clicks like a turnstile as the teeth 
knit together moving swiftly until it hits 
the thicker part of my body before coming  
to a complete halt, stuck. 
My arms flail down in odd angles trying to 
push up the held-together ink-scented 
cloth with one hand while simultaneously pulling 
up with the other, salt on my lips, the taste 
of sweat and whisper, Fuck! 
That metal torture moves up little by little  
until I suddenly realize if I do get 
this zipped, I’ll never get it off again. 
This dress, a straitjacket for an isolation 
I never deserved. 
Zipping me up was my husband’s job. 
I know now I can’t go back. 
I have a closet full of clothes  
for a life I no longer have. 
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Lot’s Wife  
                         –after Ellen Bass  
 
 
I’m sorry I didn’t take better care of you 
from the beginning. I went on girl trips               
             said nothing 
when you ate fast food burgers, sub sandwiches 
loaded with sodium. 
             I should have never left you alone. 
 
Why couldn’t I see I was your only ally 
to tame the erratic pulsing, 
           the irregular beat of your heart? 
It was my job, my most important job,  
but I was too busy with my other jobs. 
 
                                                                     Why couldn’t I save you? 
I’m sorry we couldn’t save  
the starving children who rushed our bus 
           on our honeymoon in Mexico.  
We gave them loose change, our half-eaten lunches.  
They tore open the boxes and fought 
over the soggy sandwiches. 
 
You collected guitars, old radios, 
loved Motown and Bubble Gum music. 
          I collected purses and shoes and wrote poems.   
You once called me vain.  
You hurt my feelings. 
                                                                    How could I tell you I was just a pillar of fear? 
 
Every morning, I checked to see if 
you were still with me. Your apnea machine hissing,  
          you still breathing. 
A friend told me her husband cleaned out a shed,  
ate a big dinner, went to bed and the next morning– 
         something was just not right. 
 
She pulled him to the floor and started CPR. 
 
                                                                    I was ready to do that for you. 
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One afternoon, after you napped, you texted me 
that you could not breathe. What if I had not 
          looked at the phone? 
You would have died months sooner than you did. 
 
The dog is howling again. I don’t remember her doing that before. 
Every day she walks the fence, barks, 
          then begins to howl. She stops, embarrassed,  
when she sees me    watching through the window. 
   
                                                            Maybe I just did not love you enough. 
 
You forgave me when I bought new clothes  
when our bank account was struggling.  You never   
 said a word,   well almost never.   
I’m sorry I made chicken parmesan for your last meal, even though  
you asked me to make it.  
                                                              Is that what stopped your heart?       
  
If I saw two angels on the Ring doorbell you installed, 
I might at least invite them in for a drink,  
             especially if they were here to warn me. 
 
                                                             Someone should have warned me. 
 
Maybe fix them Bloody Marys. Your favorite drink, 
but the vodka, the tomato juice, the olive brine. . .  
 
                                                   The salt is starting to crumble. 
 
Forgive me, I can’t keep holding on to you, 
the sun is coming in the house  
          through the frosted windows.  
 
I lost your last text.                                                                 
                                                                 I keep looking back. 
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Waiting Room 
 
 
What to do with the shirt and pants 
still in the laundry basket, 
the ones that need to go to the cleaners? 
Your checked gray and black shirt, 
my favorite on you, 
black pants you said you had not 
been able to fit in for years 
and were so pleased to be wearing again. 
Where did you wear them last? 
Now I have trouble remembering. 
 
It must have been when we got 
the social security cards needed 
for the gold star on our licenses 
so we could someday travel the world:  
London, Italy, our bucket list places. 
The places everyone should see 
before they die.  
 
Everyone else at the social security office 
wore jeans, but you always 
wanted to look nice, unless 
you were at home in front of the fire 
in your old, pilled flannel bathrobe, 
the one I am sleeping in now. 
 
At the social security office, 
the room was crowded, people 
going in and out of the glass doors, 
mostly to smoke. It was a warm day. 
You said you were cold. How strange 
I thought that was.  
 
Bored, we fell silent 
staring at our phones,  
filling wasted time reading others’ lives. 
It seemed like an eternity before 
they called our numbers– 
you went first.  
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Elegy in White  
                              –after Maggie Nelson        
                                               

    
              “Nights in white satin 

                           Never reaching the end. . .”  
        {The Moody Blues} 
 
 
Colors through a prism refract, combine in white.   
White is all color and no color. 
 
I cannot hide under this white light. 
It bares me plain, alone, too bright. I tell myself white lies. 
 
What did we do, the day you died? 
 
A fall trip to Sewanee for the weekend,  
but first you had a haircut, then went to Home Depot. 
I remember you wanted to change the light bulbs 
at our son’s new house.  You stood on the step stool. 
I held your belt as you loosened the screws. 
 
Don’t fall, I said. I clung tighter to you. 
The lights were all wrong. 
Too white, too strong.  But our son 
will never change them until  
they burn out one by one. 
 

“I'll wait in this place where 
the sun never shines. Wait in this 
place where the shadows run from 
themselves” {Cream}      

 
                      
Music was your thing. You liked 60’s songs:  
“White Room” by Cream, Procol Harem’s “Whiter Shade of Pale” 
“Nights in White Satin” by The Moody Blues, “White Bird” 
by It’s A Beautiful Day. (On the cruise we took,  
you even got that one right in the trivia game.) 
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“That her face, at first just ghostly        
Turned a whiter shade of pale”  

                                            {Procol Harem}  
 
 
I know that shade of pale. 
 
That feeling when the purpose runs out 
of your face, that moment when they tell you.  
 
I remember ten years, almost, 
before this happened to you, the blood draining 
out of my brother’s hand as I held it when he died.  
Such a strange thing, as his fingers turned white. 
 
But this isn’t about my brother–it is about you. 
 
I’m not feeling well, you said, when I asked 
if you wanted to watch another episode of “Father Brown.”  
The television screen had gone white  
when you came back into the room ready 
to go, your old coat on. 
 
But there is something I haven’t told you. 
 
I found that coat cut to pieces in the trash at the ER, 
your cell phone in its white case 
in the pocket of one of the panels. I thought of how 
we would laugh about that later. How proud 
you would have been of me because I figured out 
where it was and saved it.  
How lost you would have been without it.  
 
You are wearing that coat 
in the selfie on Facebook you took 
with the costumed clerks at Home Depot 
when you bought the light bulbs 
that last day.  
The coat looks white in the picture.                  
                                                               
                     It wasn’t really. 
 
 
 
 
I’m trying not to tell you something. 
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This poem is not about white.  
It is a poem about the absence of color and  
too much color        and maybe the color of remorse. 
 

“Too much white however, 
and the hue begins to convey cold 
hard sterility, aloofness, and 
impersonal starkness. If you find 
yourself fancying this clean, crisp 
color, you may be going through a 
difficult transition period in your 
life.” 

{Wikipedia} 
 
 
I’m not feeling well, you said. 
I did not know how bad you felt. 
I downed my glass of white wine, 
tied my shoes, then we left. 
 
I need to change the subject.  
 
Do you remember when we moved 
into our last house? Your mother’s old house. 
We painted the whole house white inside, 
white walls, white kitchen, white cabinets,   

 
“These white walls are taking me. 
 These white walls are taking.” 

         {Still Remains} 
 
 
covered your mother’s precious  
dark wood. She was so upset. 
I did not care.  You were worried 
what she would say, 
but it turned out great. 
 
There is a huge white hydrangea bush 
in your mother’s old garden. 
It has never been whiter, larger. 
 
 
 
 



9 

 

Did you know that white  
is the color of the cloth 
the church uses on the altar at funerals.    
I thought that was strange, 
shouldn’t that be for weddings? 
 

“Thank you oh lord for the      
white blind light. . . 
wandering, wandering the 
hopeless night” 
{The Doors} 

 
 
Ashes are not gray, you know, 
they are white like the stone pavers 
in the columbarium, at the church where we married. 
The little concrete bench where I sit is white too. 
The streets were white this morning 
on the way to the church, shining. 
 
 

“Could it be magic? 
The white bunny we lift from 
the hat. Like early fog on the 
road to work.”                                                
{Tiana Clark} 

 
 
Are white rabbits magic?  Are angels?  
How about ghosts, are they white?  
Can we see them all on the road as we go? 
Wait, the dogs are barking. The white rabbit  
in my head is getting away.  I cannot keep it safe.  
 

          “If you go chasing rabbits. . .  
           And the White Knight 
           is talking backwards” 

                   (Jefferson Airplane) 
 
 
There is still something I haven’t told you; you know. 
 
You died a week before you died. 
You had been ill for a long time. 
We were just in denial. I counted the times  
that you went to the hospital: five, 
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from June to October.  
You had been intubated once before. 
How did I not realize how serious that was?  
If it were now, we would all know. The pandemic, 
all those people dying on ventilators.  
 
         “And that White Sustenance– 
          Despair–” 
             {Emily Dickinson}  
 
But that first time all I knew was that the man 
behind the desk at the ER at Vanderbilt  
gave me a bottle of water, after he said 
I could not go back to see my husband.  
They were still working on you, he said. 
The guy did not give anyone else water.  
 
                                    I should have known. 
 

“And although my 
eyes were open, they might 
just as well’ve been closed.” 

                                         {Procol Harem}   
 
 
 
But you came through that time.  Said I should not make 
a big deal about it.  I should have asked you then, 
if you saw a white light at the end of the tunnel.  
That is what they say you see when you almost die. 
But then we would have had to admit 
how close you came                  what had happened. 
 
 
 
But I am getting off track here, trying to tell you something. 
 
 
We were in Sewanee. We did not know 
the hospital there did not have a complete staff,  
Just a triage to prep patients to send 
to big city hospitals. You were talking to me 
the whole way. It only took two minutes  
to get you there. We had done this before,  
same ER, just a few weeks earlier. 
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They sent you to Vanderbilt by ambulance that time. 
You survived. You said if it happened again 
it is quicker to just drive.  
I wish now we had called 911. 
You told me to slow down,  
don’t run over anyone. It was Halloween, 
the kids at the university were all in the streets. 
I told you to stay in the car, stay there 
and I would get someone to come out with a wheelchair. 
 
Your heart stopped beating. 
 
I thought the nurse who came out was a nun, 
wearing a long white dress. Later I found out  
it was a World War I nurse costume.  
(Remember, it was Halloween.)  I was thinking  
it was weird that a nun was in the car reclining your seat, 
pumping your chest.  Where are the nurses? 
I thought.  Where is the doctor?  
I knew we would laugh about all of this later. 
 
She said she got a pulse. 
 
 They sedated you 
 to put in a long white tube. 
 
 

“White line took my baby 
Led him down that dark highway 
Headlight blind, driving crazy” 
 {Emmy Lou Harris} 

 
 

  
You were still moving in the ER.  
I thought you were in pain, I asked for medication.  
I think you squeezed my hand. I do not remember now. 
I was sure it was just like the last time.  You would be awake  
in the morning. You would be fine. 
They life-flighted you to Nashville 
It was your last chance. 
 
I think I’ll talk about something else now. 
 

“The leaves blow 
Across the long, black road 
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To the darkened skies 
In its rage 
But the white bird 
Just sits in her cage 
Alone” 
     {It’s A Beautiful Day} 

 
 
 
One more story, and then I promise, I’ll tell you something... 
 
One late afternoon just a few months 
before all this happened, you said, Let’s go to the cross.  
You meant the big white cross that stands  
looking over the valley in Sewanee, our favorite place. 
You said for me to bring wine, but you were not drinking. 
We watched the sunset where we had been so many times. 
I have a picture of you holding one of our children there  
when he was just a baby. You were in a white shirt  
and he was in a white romper. You were making a face  
at him and he was making the same one back at you. 
That baby is 26 now. It was his house  
where you changed the bulbs. 
 
 
 

          “And did you see it, finally, just under the clouds–  
A white cross Streaming across the sky, its feet 
Like black leaves, its wings Like the stretching light 
of the river? 
And did you feel it, in your heart, how it pertained 
to everything?” 

    {Mary Oliver}   
 
 
 
Seven days after Halloween and you still were not awake. 
 
Did I tell you about the angel?   
 
An unlikely angel, she was just  
a white-haired woman looking for a place  
to sit in the crowded Au Bon Pain at the hospital,  
and I was sitting at an empty white plastic table  
trying to eat bad soup, and I said I was leaving soon 
and she could sit down with me. She asked me why 
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I was there, and I told her about you. 
 

“Gazing at people 
 Some hand in hand 
 Just what I'm going through  
 They can't understand”  
{The Moody Blues} 
 

 
I do not know why I told her. Almost as punishment 
for asking, I said there was no hope. 
I was going upstairs to meet the doctor, to let you go. 
Then the woman put her hand over mine and I resisted 
the urge to run. She said God must have sent her  
because she had to do the same thing two months earlier.  
Her husband had cancer.  They had been married  
the same length of time that we had been.  He was your age.   
She said it was not my decision.  It was between you and God. 
And then she said her daughter saw an angel at the time 
of her husband’s death.   
 
I know what you’re thinking: cuckoo check.   
 
Later, at your service, some of our friends said they saw an angel hovering 
in front of the rose window at St. George’s. 
I know what you would say about this:  Kim sells essential oils, 
other friends, probably unstable, holy rollers,  
but it is kind of neat to think that a real angel would be 
hovering in front of the rose window or above that woman  
in the Au Bon Pain’s dying husband.  
I did not see any angel then, just diffused white light.  
It was unseasonably cold that day. The coldest day that year. 
 
 
         “It’s too cold outside  
                               For angels to fly. . .  
         An angel will die 
         Covered in white”  
         {Ed Sheeran}  
 
 
Okay, you’ve waited long enough.  I am going to tell you something now.  
 
They came in every morning for a week.  
Your body was warm and pink under the white sheet, 
your freshly cut hair looked good. You did not 
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have your razor and you were just getting 
the down of white whiskers on your chin.  You looked 
perfectly healthy, except for the white ventilator tube. 
We played your music for you for hours. 
But when the doctors yelled at you to wake up, 
your face did not change. They shined a light in your eyes 
and your pupils did not move. The only movement  
was when I tickled your feet, you always had such 
ticklish feet, and they jumped when I touched them.  
We thought that was a good sign.  But then your toes  
started to turn black.   
 

“But the blue rain sinks, 
straight to the white feet of 
the trees whose mouths 
open.”        

                                          {Mary Oliver} 
 
 
Your eyes opened when they took out the tube.   
Involuntary response, the doctor said. It only took 
two minutes. Your gasping body tried to save itself, 
but your soul had long departed 
      and could not help. 
 
 
This is what I haven’t told you.  This is the thing:   
 
 

          “And I love you 
            Yes I love you 

                        Oh, how I love you 
                        Oh, how I love you”      

                                {The Moody Blues}  
 
 
 
It was my fault.  I did not get you there in time. 
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This Living Hand 
 
                    So Haunt thy days and chill thy dreaming nights  

–John Keats 
 

 
I have seen the hand 
pale from fingertips to wrist, 
the life blood draining up 
toward the heart where it started 
instead of where it should have gone 
down to the covered blackened feet. 
The feet that lost their pace   
in the last long intubated days. 
 
Days when the doctors came in 
and students with their computer cart, 
checking reflexes, shining lights in his eyes, 
taking his pulse, holding the hand in theirs.  
Can you hear me? they yelled in his ears. 
Can you see me? they asked his fixed eyes. 
The frantic thrashing of his body 
when they took out the line to life. 
 
The stillness, the growing colder, 
where once was only warmth 
and chapped calloused skin and soft 
pillows of palm held in mine–  
enduring imprint. We willed it to move, 
give us a sign. 
I still feel that hand 
in the ringing of the middle 
of the hushed, undreamed night, 
 
I still see it, again and again and again, 
outlined in shadows across 
my closed eyelids  
as I lay wondering 
if he could have seen 
it too, behind his eyes, 
as I held it and prayed  
and said goodbye.   
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The Placeholder       
 

Somewhere, in the back of my heart it’s there and every day it finds me and             
reminds me. I will bear my cross, I will bear your cross too. I will pine forever. I will 
torch on for you. I will carry my torch for you.  –Todd Rundgren 

 
 
Somewhere in the back of my  
room I hear a cadence, a hum, 
a torch song in the whine 
of the box fan in the place 
where he used to sleep 
to white noise and taught 
me that habit to keep.  
I can’t sleep now without it. 
I can’t sleep now without him. 
 
my heart, it’s there and every day 
I do the same things, 
wake after not sleeping to see 
if it is finally time to get up, 
pet the dog, let her out, 
get her breakfast and my coffee, 
check the temperature outside, 
adjust the thermostat, 
read emails, save my place, write. 
 
and every day it finds me, 
the placeholder. I get dressed 
the same time, I shower, I place 
one foot before the other, 
fear falling, take aspirin, 
Vitamin D, fear illness, turn off the tv. 
I obsess over dates, actualities, 
try to remember how old I was then. 
How old was he? 
 
and reminds me 
of a place, my last trip with my 
girlfriends when I left him 
at home, alone, only a year ago. 
How could I have left him? 
He must have been dying even then. 
I remember saying after too much wine, 
someday we won’t make it, 
someday we won’t get there in time. 
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I will bear my cross, I will bear your cross too 
I will pine forever. . .   
He always loved that album,   
placed it on the turntable at the new house 
the night after we moved in, still schooling me 
to always to be careful to hold the record 
gently on the sides, with fingertips, flat-handed. 
Was it just a year ago? Was it two?  
I should have been more careful. Does it matter? 
 
Every day it finds me and reminds me 
of what I can’t remember but must remember. 
It is our story to tell it must be 
told, documented. 
How old was I?  How old was he?  
When did we say I love you? I can’t find 
the place in my spinning mind, in  
the half-forgotten words of the “Torch Song.” 
When did we listen for the last time? 
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Resurrection  
 
 
You come to me 
               wearing all white this time 
your white Hawaiian wedding shirt 
those baggy linen pants                                                       I bought you 
                                                                                      for the rock and roll cruise 
You were so glad 
I had not given away 
all of your clothes  
that I still had your phone 
charged up beside your computer  
                                                                
                                           But how I asked                              
             where were you 
 
You told me they made a mistake 
when they took your body away 
at the hospital you woke 
           you were not dead 
they did not tell me then 
they didn’t think you would make it 
                                                                                     or didn’t want to put me through 
 
                                     all that grief again 
 
We talked like we always did 
about everyday things 
I told you about the documentary 
on the History Channel your favorite  
I watched the night before  
the host said of the Titanic 
 
                            there were no bodies 
 
just the shoes    the shoes survived 
the high buttoned heels of the women 
the heavy leather boots of the men 
all the sturdy little shoes of the children 
 
                                                                               those     awful     sad      lonely    shoes  
 
                      scattered on the ocean floor 
 
then later I found 
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your crumpled black shoes 
                  under your desk  
the outline of your toes  
in the leather still     the laces untied 
from where they had removed them 
to a plastic bag 
                               in the ER 
                                                                                   I explained all of this to you 
 
                                             all of this 
 
you listened 
             the way you used to  
                                                                               looking at me with that cool 
 
indulgent look that you always had 
for your silly wife as I rattled on  
 
                   until I realized you were gone 
 
you froze       like those bad Zoom videos 
when they buffer                                          
                                                                                      your face smoothed  
 
                             over your answer 
caught on your lips a drone 
of words staccato going round and round 
then you stared ahead and there 
 
                                                        was no other sound 
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A Trick of Light 
 
 
           a click 
of the lamp     a yellow glow 
the sound of electricity sparking          through 
the wires so faint           you can’t 
really hear it        at all 
only feel it                 and yet            why 
does that dirty lampshade 
that dusty linen cloth 
make me feel                   
 
      sad 
 
Is it the turning autumn         early October 
the day starting       ready 
for change         now 
a creeping dull cold seeping 
                                               into my tired veins 
 
These days of uranium 
through sunset leaves       the pulse 
behind the waiting world          making x-rays 
of what          was once there 
 
Ghosts 
 
are always partial 
to this time       this time 
I don’t fear them      I want to see them 
 
Oh weathered days         and days             why 
do I want             so much 
 
I miss           them 
I can’t remember enough of them 
I can’t stop remembering  
                                                 enough of them 
 
It is just fall 
and I light the lamps  

warm-yellow 
on the end tables 
where cars on the street pass 
drivers can see 



21 

 

the glow 
through the tall windows 
and wonder who lives here 
 
     alone 
 
in the gleam       of want 
the light            of the shade 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PART II 
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American Gothic  
 
 
From an impassable distance I see them. 
My father, crippled, leaning  
against his hoe, or sitting 
on the walker cart he always used. 
He bends down, snatching at the weeds 
among the squash and green beans. 
My mother in a white plastic chair  
by his side, always there, 
her hands kneading her lap, 
or directing him, as she whispers 
about nothing long into the afternoon. 
They sit in the garden that sustained them, 
before TV dinners became their routine, 
and they could no longer venture out 
of the house that molded around them. 
 
When was the last day 
they gathered and worked 
that patch in our old backyard? 
Did they sense as they put away the tools 
that it was for the last time? 
The plot is now barren, mowed under. 
New people live there, mine are gone. 
Still, they haunt me, illuminated there 
in those last rays of sundown 
forever tied to that place 
where life once grew and thrived, 
purpose tilled to futility. 
 
Their life, a lesson, 
that I am still learning 
about seeds, no longer tended, 
orphan-blown by wind up a hill, 
where they lie now 
surrounded by fields of stone 
in new beds, sown to sleep. 
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My Calligrapher 
 
 
We did not have to pay an expert 
to address my invitations: 
my own mother’s hand would do. 
It was unique with precise 
swooping letters 
beautifully etched  
on creamy white envelopes. 
Her style was like cursive but each letter 
stood alone, proud, without touching. 
No ruler needed to keep the lines straight– 
just slow, careful craft.  
 
She could not teach me her art. 
My early attempts on ruled tablets, 
stubby fingers gripping fat pencils, 
were symbols often backwards, chaotic,  
wobbling outside the dotted spaces, 
teacher-marked red in streaks. 
Letters were hard for me. 
 
My mother read and wrote poetry 
while we kids were at school. 
She was overweight, agoraphobic, 
stayed inside most of the time, 
several locks on doors shut tight 
fearing someone might try to get in. 
Curtains drawn against the sun, 
she avoided going out, meeting anyone, 
shunning social graces for home. 
 
She said one time a family friend 
put his hands on her. 
It happened when she was young 
and she never told anyone. 
I wonder now if things were different then  
like they are today, if 
she could have told her story 
as so many others have done. 
 
Would her life have been a different one? 
Scripted, not in shame and suspicion. 
Instead, she toiled away in the convent 
of her modest ranch home  
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crafting perfect figures 
on fancy paper linen   
for the love of her child, 
inviting strangers to a wedding 
she must have dreaded attending. 
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Lost and Found   
 
 
She sang along 
to the radio 
in a weak falsetto, 
an old-fashioned, 
wobbly, honeyed 
old voice, silvery, 
like Mayberry’s 
Aunt Bee. 
My mother. 
She summoned 
the old hymns  
or tunes from her youth 
over and over– 
 
Amazing Grace How sweet the sound That saved a wretch like me 
I once was lost, but now am found Was blind, but now I see 
 
Believe me, If all those endearing young charms Which I gaze on so fondly today 
Were to change by tomorrow and float in my arms Like fairy gifts fading away 
 
I rolled my eyes and scoffed, 
"Oh Mom, 
how silly.” 
She would smile 
and laugh along with me. 
But now, years after 
her mind 
grew cloudy 
then gone 
like those fairy gifts fading away, 
everything she did before 
becomes so dear. 
And I am ashamed when 
I hear those old melodies 
because I remember 
how sweet the song 
that could not save her 
or a scornful wretch like me. 
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“Don’t tell Trish”  
 
 
my dad said, because he couldn’t bear  
his youngest child seeing he was not in charge–– 
like an old dog whose territory was  
once the whole neighborhood, 
then just his street, 
then the backyard. 
 
The boss, the engineer,  
the dad of four, my hero, 
the man who sent rockets to the moon. 
But he always knew 
the Polio that plagued early in his life 
would come back with a walker  
to humiliate him in a nursing home. 
Later, both legs amputated, 
a winch was used to lift him. 
The stress of the lifting caused 
his brain to bleed. 
He couldn’t recover. The decision  
to pull the plug fell on me.  
 
But this was before all that, 
before he measured his time in pain. 
He was visiting my mother when she was in the hospital 
when it happened, when he said, 
“Don’t tell Trish.” But I was already at the door 
and heard him say that  
as he used a towel and his cane 
to mop his piss off the polished floor.  



28 

 

The Lion  
 
 
His head is down today 
almost to his chest his wavy 
white hair still thick  
on top of his head. 
I touch his shoulder. 
He looks up, startled, eyes 
confused then brighter 
when he sees it is one 
of his daughters. He is not 
sure at first which one. 
 
The nurse comes in, 
How are we feeling today,  
Mr. Webster? He growls, 
Okay, I guess. 
We all know he is lying. 
He is in pain but 
still in charge.    
 
He is sitting up, the only  
way he likes to be. 
The nurses want him to lie down, 
but he's grumpy. 
Pull me up! is the first thing 
he roars to anyone who 
comes in the hospital room. 
 
He wants to go back 
to his nursing home where his life 
that used to be engineering and rockets 
now consists of bingo and dominoes. 
He always wins–almost always, 
(The old ladies there say he cheats.) 
 
He asks about the “needles.” 
The nurse looks confused. 
Oh, I say, I think he means 
the stitches– he wants to know 
when they will take them out. 
 
He pulls up the sheet with his 
puffy hands. My dad, who  
was the most modest man 
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when I was growing up, 
seems to think nothing of 
showing the short stump of leg, 
the open hospital gown, 
the parts of him his daughter 
should not see. 
 
I concentrate on the black 
laces of suture and think 
of a blue toy lion I had 
when I was a little girl.  
My brother and I were playing war, 
collecting a group 
of stuffed animals then taking  
turns firing them at each other. 
 
When I threw the lion 
it ripped in two. I cried, and Dad, 
who could fix anything, sewed it  
back together with black thread. 
But that uneven zigzag frightened me,  
I didn't want it. I was ashamed 
of what I had done and that it would 
never again be truly whole. 
 
The nurse goes out.  
The Price is Right 
dings on the television. 
Dad snores, his shaggy head 
back down on his chest. I note 
how his form ends under 
the covers stopping 
midway in the bed. 
 
Only half there now, 
slowly disappearing.   
The man who could 
fix anything. 
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Controlled Afterburn 
 
 
I’m going to be a human guinea pig 
 
my brother joked on the phone  
after I heard he was sick. 
His third wife said he couldn’t tell me 
cancer because he might cry. 
I took his lead, downplayed the risk. 
Of course, he would beat it. A fighter pilot,  
he landed a plane on fire, a chest of medals, 
nothing could touch him. I lied. 
 
I’m going to be . . . human . . .  
 
Like a controlled burn to save a forest, 
they tried the shock of radiation–– 
if they zapped him anymore,  
he would light up like an alien. 
But the tumor on his back kept growing. 
The last time I saw him, he had become 
an old man at fifty-five––hair glowed white, 
skin grey and leathered, pale as smoke. 
 
I’m going . . . 
 
That night during dinner, 
a forced family festivity, 
his mind roiled off. He told me   
fantastic stories about fire and flood, 
flying over the devastation, looking 
down on my house from his plane. 
We took him to a doctor, who couldn’t help–– 
cancer was licking at his brain. 
 
. . . going . . . 
 
The clinical trial shrank the tumor, then it didn’t. 
His teeth fell out, his skin came off in sheets. 
He leaned on others to get up, to walk, 
missed the chair, fell––the tumor burst, 
flooding his body with blood. 
Too late to save the heartwood, 
flames flickered out of control 
blistering the swollen charred trunks. 
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Gone 
 
My brother was years older than me. 
His squadron arranged a flyover. 
Four planes blew our hair back as they flew 
above the cemetery, then one veered off  
soaring alone over the green interlude. 
“How much older were you than your brother?” 
someone asked me at the funeral. 
Then I knew what grief could do. 
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Through the Window      
                

 –after Ellen Bryant Voight 
 
 
after everyone left 
I stayed behind         my hand  
on your still warm 
shoulder your cancer-weakened 
bones brittle under the sheet 
 
I told you what a good brother you were how 
sorry I was for those years  
when I was the bad little sister          especially the time  
I dropped the Sears and Roebuck catalogue 
on your head from the top of the stairs you swore 
you were two inches shorter after that 
                  I told Dad you hit me first   you didn’t 
 
                   across the room a chair brought in  
when they all came 
                to watch you die  
its smooth metal rounded edges          the 
 
        bump       bump        bump 
 
of blinds hitting behind     blown back 
and forth over the air conditioner vent 
 
was my earliest memory at the old house looking for you  
in a twilight room last rays of sunlight 
             streaming in an open window 
illuminating little squiggles of dust smell 
of pork chops sizzling on the stove 
cheap café curtain with a pattern of cups and saucers billowing in      and out 
 
in the yard ghostlike calls of children playing 
 
                                                    far away  
 
in this cold                                                   why are hospitals so fucking cold 
 
darkening room the compressor cycles off  
 
the blinds now still 



33 

 

Ghazal For the Fallen 
 
                    for Teddy Van Der Naillen, Age 33, Semper Fi  
 
 
You did not die on the battlefield you died 
the day you poured the sand out of your boots died 
 
when you smiled in selfies with your buddies posed arm in arm 
or with random stray dogs who likely died  
 
after you left Iraq you couldn’t bring them home 
to keep them alive try to forget that they must have died   
 
a mustache started five o’clock shadow rugged form 
your blue eyes shaded through sun-burnt haze that dried 
 
salt on your lips in that Goddamned red dawn of Kandahar 
where you were damaged came home skin dyed 
 
with tattoos covering your stitched forearm 
concussion-snapped synapses paths to your brain died 
 
but those were just the physical treatable harms 
the real wounds were scabbing over no blood dried 
 
opening again and again deep in the warm 
spaces of what you had left when the will to go on died 
 
what you couldn’t forget what you saw affirmed 
what you see what you can’t see what you can no longer see died 
 
in your mind as it closed your eyes and began to transform 
the scene imprinted on your inner lids you couldn’t save it died 
 
into faces you want to forget as you try to sleep before the morning alarm 
but you can’t and you can’t and you can’t sleep and wish you had died 
    
and they all expect you to just get over it be happy warn 
you to stop drinking stop hurting stop hurting don’t die 
 
stop talking about it you’re home now calm disarmed  
your own good luck charm but memories swarmed and died 
 
as you tried to text friends   cousin Trish     who didn’t answer true to form 
found another way took the pills drank them down stopped the storm  
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Something Just as Good   
                

   after Sharon Olds 
 
 
When your Papa died, he didn’t want flowers, 
just onion tops, onion tops on his grave. 
Mama, you said it just like that, twice, 
in a sing-song voice like an old tune 
praising onions, sweet southern ones.  
You always craved the smell of freshly cut  
wild onions in summer as Daddy pushed 
the old rusty lawnmower in circular paths 
around the fenced yard and back  
finishing up in the center before  
coming in for dinner. 
 
When I was very young, I ran 
into the kitchen and asked for an apple. 
You, opening cans rattling pots and pans, 
said you didn’t have any apples,  
but had something just as good 
and threw me a sweet onion, round like an apple, 
but the crisp white flesh against my young teeth  
was not sweet to me, onion juice  
streaming down my mouth––burning, stinging, 
filling my eyes with tears of doubt. Why? 
 
Why did you do that?  Did you laugh? 
I never asked. I could have, the two years 
I sat beside your bed, but your mind had gone.  
I watched your face instead, 
listened to your breath singing, 
remembered the moment, the arc, 
as you tossed that onion to me.  
Was there a sly smile on your face? 
Seconds looked like days ticking away  
before you entered newly mown fields,   
and I put onion tops, onion tops on your grave. 



 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PART III 
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 Husband 
 
 
he said, my husband. 
proud of a union he could 
only dream of a few years ago. 
My new friend 
lingered over the word as if 
still getting used to it. 
 
Husband, I thought, Husband  
is when the phone rings, 
and he says, I’ll be home soon, 
can I pick up something for you?  
Husband is plump as a 
juicy steak hot off the grill. 
Husband is taking the old dog out 
under dripping green leaves 
after a summer rain. 
Husband is Saturday morning, sleeping late. 
 
Widow, I told my friend, Widow, 
the sound of my own voice 
alone, shades drawn, end of the day, 
bed with one side still made up. 
Widow is dinner in front of the tv. 
Widow is winter and the long 
branches on an Ash tree  
near dying, against the sky, gray. 
Widow is three a.m., still awake. 
 
If Husband is to Widow, 
what is Widow to Wife? 
 
Wife is a black velvet dress 
bought for Christmas parties. 
Widow is that same dress 
worn only once. 
 
 



37 

 

The Honey Do List 
 
 
The computer screen is frozen. 
The internet has stopped.  
The television keeps going on and off. 
The light in the shower burned out, 
and I’m afraid if I try 
to change the bulb 
I might get shocked.  
The hot water is running cold. 
I can’t read your handwriting, 
and I don’t know the password. 
What is: Son’s name-first truck?    
Yeah, I just said a curse word, 
(Okay, it was fuck.) 
We have to cut down the Ash trees,  
they are dying. 
The garden needs weeding 
planting, and watering.   
Weeds are popping up  
on the patio, between the bricks.  
Where is the Round Up? 
(Wait, doesn’t that make you sick?) 
Your old black Volvo in the carport, 
covered in pollen, won’t start. 
There’s a bird’s nest in the light fixture, 
the one on the front porch.  
The toilet in your bathroom won’t flush. 
The battery in my phone is dying, 
but your phone, unused,  
is still in its charger charging. 
The hot water is still not hot. 
The lights are flickering. 
The alarm is going off. 
That’s enough, I’m through! 
Okay it’s true, 
you always said, 
 
“If anything ever  
happens to me, 
you’re screwed.” 
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Taking Down the Shrine 
 
 
I took the underwear out first                     
from the clean neat piles 
on his closet shelves beside the t-shirts, 
then the huddled pairs of black socks 
from the drawers, and while 
I stuffed them into plastic bags  
and carried those out to the curb, 
I thought, “He is really gone now. 
He can’t come back,  
he’d have nothing to wear.”  
 
Miss Havisham in Great Expectations 
left a full wedding banquet laid out 
with rotting cake and molding linens 
after her man jilted her at the altar. 
In “A Rose for Emily,” 
Emily could not even give up the corpse 
and slept with it every night. 
 
I don’t want to keep a ghost in my house. 
But I still have his last dry cleaning 
in the laundry basket and his shoes 
under the desk in his office, 
his cell phone still charging. 
 
I must make a start if I don’t want 
an eternal shrine to love and loss. 
I’ll take his shirts and pants next  
to donate to the local thrift shop, 
then clear out the rest of what he once  
cared for and now has forgotten 
and no longer needs. 
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Questions After the Resurrection 
 
 
The dog senses, before it begins, 
the thunder, the lightning, 
        the coming storm. 
She reaches her paws up toward my arms, 
whimpers to warn me. 
Her barks turn to howls. 
 
She is not sure she can save me 
or maybe she wants me to save her. 
 
                                       How can she be reassured? 
 
She hides with her head in the corner, 
then, once the storm has passed, 
she watches, waits.at the window. 
 
If I leave for a few days, 
she doesn’t know 
if I will return, though I tell her I will– 
 
                                                                                                she cannot be consoled. 
 
She knows you left her 
and never came back. 
 
I can still feel you 
beside me as I pat 
our patient old dog,  
                     her head  
                                                                                       where your feet had been 
 
at the foot of the bed 
and I wonder 
                                                                           does she feel you too?  
  
                              No answer. 
                          No answer.        
 
Just those brown soft eyes. 
 
    It is raining.     It is Easter morning. 
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What they don’t tell you 
 
 
is the church calls every week 
that first year. You imagine  
their concerned, 
downturned faces as they read 
your name on whatever list 
you are on–probably the one 
that says newly widowed 
and hasn’t tithed.  
 
They always ask the same thing. 
What you want to answer is, 
“How the fuck do you think I’m doing?” 
Instead, you say, 
“I’m doing as well as can be expected,”  
and they line through your name and placate 
with an appropriate response, 
“Let us know if you need anything.” 
And you say, “I sure will.” 
 
The second year,  
your name drops off 
the list. You should 
be cured by now 
going on with your life 
and not in danger  
and you are glad 
they don’t call anymore. 
 
It is in that second year 
that you begin 
to understand that this 
is just a disguise, 
a sleight of hand, 
and there is something  
they haven’t told you– 
something they don’t want  
you to know– 
 
the dirty little secret– 
he is really just dead. 
 
He no longer floats 
in the ether over your bed. 
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He isn’t always with you  
or in the next room. 
He is not “just away” 
like a ship on the horizon 
that you can no longer see 
as it heads off to other lands 
over the curved equator. 
He is just dead. 
He has forgotten about you. 
He lives 
in your head. 
 
And all those silly reassurances 
you told all your other friends 
when they lost their loved ones? 
 
The dead are not proud of you. 
They are not always watching over you. 
They are not free from their demons. 
They are the dust in the church courtyard, 
the white dust in a box in the ground 
with the cold bronze name above– 
no veil, no spirit, no sound– 
dust like squiggles in the sunlight, 
like the dust on the baseboards  
you ignore.   
 
They have gone on 
 
perhaps to be born in another body, 
perhaps to perch on a cloud and play a harp. 
My husband would want his guitar 
and a lumbar support for that uncomfortable cloud. 
My parents would want their crossword puzzles.  
My brother would not want  
to be in a heaven 
with no whiskey or sex, 
eternally sober. 
 
I’m sorry, did you want hope? 
Did you want salvation? 
Did you want to get them back? 
 
They can’t come back. 
Don’t you think if someone 
had figured out how to come back 
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it would have happened by now? 
 
Time to let go. 
Time to move on and pack up 
the shoes under the desk, 
the starched shirts, the several pairs 
of readers, the remote controls 
to televisions that no longer work. 
All the things they collected and  
treasured are the things 
they no longer care about. 
 
They have gone on. 
 
Let go, 
give in 
and for now 
you live. 
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A Glimpse  
 
 
After another night of wakeful sleeping. 
I almost see light rounding the edge of the garden, 
like a small rabbit, or chipmunk or bird. 
Yes, maybe more like a bird, a baby bird, 
on thin tottering legs making slight grateful 
marks in the pine mulch above the dew-starved dirt. 
 
I almost feel it, but not quite, 
a flicker of sun on the glass-topped table, 
the one that was your grandfather’s, 
designed by him in the 1930’s, 
his signature Greek wave forged 
on the side in heavy iron. 
 
Your grandmother sat at that table over seventy 
years ago, by her pool behind her big house 
after her husband died too young. 
She probably had her coffee and morning paper there 
while gazing out at her solitary 
reflection on the blue water. 
 
Your mother and father inherited 
that table. It imploded under the weight 
of all the bottles of liquor at your father’s wake, 
glass flying, glittering almost to dust. 
Later the guests said it was a sign 
your dad wanted to join the fun. 
 
Today the air smells of Spring coming– 
the sounds of the birds 
scratching around the perennials 
as I sit alone at what is now 
my table in my garden your glimmer gone 
from the glass and my coffee cold. 
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Cooking Lesson 
 
 
My husband set the smoker on fire 
and smiled like the god of flames 
with an apron draped on his six-foot,  
three-hundred-pound body.  
He made his way around  
the silver capsule, lighter in hand– 
a Thanksgiving ritual– 
a ritual we thought would die 
when he did. 
 
This year my son  
took up the torch, 
lighting the charcoal, placing 
a dripping brined turkey in the coals. 
Later he would learn to cook chicken wings  
then a brisket that left fat 
sucking the drip pan to the bottom 
for me to clean up. 
 
How could a vessel so dirty, 
so caked in grease and grime, 
be something that bridges 
their connection when nothing 
was the same or right 
this whole year gone?  
One small thing my son  
could control and train 
perfecting the recipes 
his father began. 
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My Best Friend’s Son 
 
 
James died a year ago         Today  
 
     a year               has passed 
 
It seems like a year       but also 
 
as if it happened years ago             is happening now            
                   
                      or never happened   
 
 
A year ago 
my friend           the kindest of my friends 
the one everyone loves        her voice 
when I finally get the guts to call 
the day after            thinking I could finally talk without crying  
and all I can do is say her name 

 and cry            
    and she cried too      
      that is all 

we can do  
 
           cry and cry for what seems like a long time 
 
Then I told her I would come                I would be there 
for her           and she 
           
            always the kind one says      I shouldn’t miss school 
 
Her son has just died and she is thinking of me 
 
She was thinking                  of me.   
 
I called her today 
to say I was thinking of her 
 
How much does grief cost those of us who mark its passage   
  
a year            and a year         and a year 
 
Does it pass        does it pass                  all understanding 
 
Do you just learn to survive            live with it  
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like a disease     incurable 
  
               recurring 
  
She said      Don’t come 
you shouldn’t miss school 
 
but all I heard was      
     
                                   Hurry  
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Poet Mary Oliver Dies at 83 
 
 
It isn’t the worst thing. 
This morning’s sunrise a bowl 
of yellow flame rising above the dark scrub 
of trees, snow dusted lawn, grey-green. 
The dogs content wearing plaid 
sweaters and sleeping in baskets. 
Chill in the teens.  
A light comes on in the house across the street. 
A car waits, brake lights, red as morning, 
day begins warming and I read 
her obituary,  
remember a time 
a poet in Vermont 
asked the tired question 
of what I had been reading lately. 
“Mary Oliver,” I said, 
then he replied that while  
that wasn’t the worst thing 
perhaps I could find 
someone less commercial, 
someone who writes 
more complex poetry. 
Now I think he was  
a little jealous of how 
she wrote the wild,  
calm things that call to us, 
the rustling sounds of the tiny mice 
below the tenacious horns 
of the trumpet vine, 
the symbolic pause of that spinning 
hummingbird suspended over 
the pounding of the earth, 
the soft foot of the wandering 
deer that hears the quiet 
voices of the world that lies 
behind the precious world 
that goes on and on. 
 
By the stream where her creatures 
were once observed,  
they now gather to sing 
their last goodbyes. 
And looking out at this 
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clear cold morning 
I say goodbye too 
as if I am someone  
she knew.  
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Hope 
 

And sweetest – in the Gale – is heard –And sore must be the storm – 
That could abash the little Bird That kept so many warm – 

                                          – Emily Dickinson 
 
 
 
A sudden uncertain bouncing thud 
rattles the front windows, 
and I jump up from my desk, 
knowing it has happened again, 
another bird, another bird. . .  
 
Into windows stretched clear and high, 
twelve feet to the roof, 
what they see is mirrored sky, 
echoed trees, and, fooled, they charge 
headlong into the unforgiving glass. 
 
Sometimes, if I run out fast 
with gloved hands I can cradle 
the thing with feathers and stroke 
the still head until the wings tremble 
and unfold, taking the bird to air again. 
 
But more often, the thrashing ends, 
the neck is broken, nothing can be 
done but bury the lifeless  
being and I think, Poor thing, 
did you see your own reflection 
and thought it was your mate? 
 
A simple mistake, the bird sees its own 
familiar self and remembers 
the thing, the feathers, floating on the  
other side of the clear shimmering glass 
and believes it is her lost one, the one 
she loved, come back to her at last. 
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Wrapped 
 
 
It is cold again  
in my drafty house with 
the big windows impossible 
to keep out the seeping air 
and me, too cheap 
to turn up the heat. 
 
So I pull out my warmest blanket, 
The sherpa-fleece lined one 
I gave my husband for Christmas 
a couple of years ago,  
the one he pulled up to his chin 
as he sat by the gas fireplace 
that last year when 
he could never seem 
to stay warm. 
 
I spread the blanket on the bed  
and the dog 
jumps up and stops 
on the soft plaid instead 
of going to her usual spot  
where my husband used to sleep. 
She lies at my feet instead 
just like she did 
when he was alive. 
 
She can sense 
something left behind 
even though I have washed 
it so many times 
since I thought it might help 
in the chill of the hospital. 
It was the last thing I took 
from the room when I drove 
home alone after 
I left him there. 
 
I suddenly realize my old dog 
is almost exactly my age. 
She is nine and a few months, 
seven times that in dog life 
and we will both be ready 
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to retire soon. 
 
She finally moves 
to her new place beside me. 
I pull the blanket 
up to my shoulders 
then take the hem 
arranging it over 
her curled back end  
 
and for the first time 
in two years,  

we sleep through the night.   



 



 

 


