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My Sister is Dying

Do you feel the cold Bernie?  I ask
as she comes in from the garden’s warmth with a thick cardigan on.
She turns her strange eyes in my direction.
And for a moment, I think I see something move there, behind them.

Well, what the fuck do you think?   she might have said.
Or
Do you dare to ask me that here?   That I might tell you the answer.

But that moment passes silently.
It is like the child who was taken out the back
and held under the water
while the rest of the family ate at table.
Nor did he struggle, only a few reflexive spasms.
And I respond in kind to her sensible answer.

Like a Fist

My father was a tall man
And I the child in his shadow.
There was something dark about him
Like a loaded fist.
Or teeth scattering suddenly on lino
With a mouth that tastes of blood.

One day in late December,
Without any warning,
My mother’s voice,
Coming from the telephone in the public call box,
Said Your Dad is dead.
As I walked back past the bakers,
Suddenly,
My stomach had no bottom.
But I caught it 
With the fists my father gave me.
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