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I can tell you now,

a fter some time has passed

h ow we got lost, how maps we re

st rewn across front and back seats

road signs mispro n o u n c e d .

I can tell you the way friends tell sto ri e s

a fter a part y, the way we used to sit aro u n d

the kitchen table leaning on elbows

to keep our heads up

we almost missed your funera l

t rying to maintain a steady car

on snow- c ove red st re et s .

Pe rhaps we we re n’t ready to face yo u .

A fter a year of not ta l k i n g ,

I wa s n’t ready to be the one

to close silences

you could have had us visit befo re h a n d

p re p a ring us would have been kind,

then the way would not have been so hard

to find in blowing snow, we needn’t have fo u g h t

over directions or hung onto maps

when all we could gra s p

was melting

s n ow and slush along the way
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other dri ver fell asleep

was all th e re was left to say

about your death

and afte rwa rd s ,

the snow sta rte d

fell for days and on

i n to the morning of your funera l

piling in prote st

c i rcling and stacking 

a sit-in around the churc h

c a rs lined the block after the serv i c e

s n ow stopped the tow n ,

h ow fl a kes suddenly disappeare d

i n to pools of wa te r, how young pines

leaned, nearly collapsing under weight of snow,

c rushed and suffo c a ted, how humming plows

s c raped off the top asphalt layer with their blades

slush lining roads in their wa ke ,

h ow easily a car slid into a snow bank

h ow do you make amends with the dead

t ry to recall what th ey might have said

when memories blur like the smear

of windshield wipers pushing away

the falling fl a ke s


