“Eat Your Heart Out”

The widow looked inside her chest
then lost her appetite to stay

with all the norms that told the rest
to eat until you went away.

Her fingers broke while tracing through
its sisters’ bleakly beating roots

that snapped as though a frozen tune

had choked with stones its slender flutes.

Hers was humming still, and streaked
with pocks that glistened like a stream
whereon the lamplit morning breathed
and tucked the snow away for spring.



