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Graceful Resilience

I wonder
what the inevitable
tastes like.
A “For Sale” sign on a foreclosed house
My father’s toes, shaking from Parkinson’s disease
The sharp bite of a jalapefio on my taste buds
The chilled hands of my grandfather lying in a cherry casket
Bare arms of Maple trees stilled in winter ice
Shards of grey rising from my mother’s scalp
Glare from the neighbor girl who used to be my friend
Cancer cells that ate my friend’s father when she was thirteen
Patches of rust on my metal childhood watering can
Yesterday I saw a sunrise
the color of peaches
dipped in silver

poison

breathe.



