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of folded blankets, silver brush and comb 
his wife lifts up to dust beneath and then 
puts back. Fat bears and grinning tigers dance 

across the wall. Foot-warrior Wiglaf knew 

the king was dead, and still he bathed his face For a Stillborn 
to wake him, sprinkling water, while the others 

watched. We are standing in my brother's yard, You haven't left me empty but too full 
where a single mimosa, bloom-decked, leans of children, every possible of you. 
in careful arabesque. He's choking, weary, To love each one could make my heart go dull, 

on his loss, and I see how love, once started, but still I try and sing each night to lull 
can become a thing apart from us, shut eyes of green and black and gray and blue. 
a being all its own, unstoppable, You haven't left me empty but too full 

just watching as we waste our human gestures of singing (my throat burns). I feel the pull 
on the air, and who can say if it's of tiny nursing mouths. I'm hungry, too, 
the monster or the hero of our lives? to love each one. What makes a heart go dull 

as sunstruck eyes? (I've learned the sun can fool: 
it rises and we think the day is new). 
You haven't left me empty but too full 

of mornings, all my infants' wakings, all 
their cries. My arms can only lift a few. 
To love each one will make my heart go dull. 

In not becoming one, you now are all. 
I wish (a thing I know I shouldn't do) 
you hadn't left me. Empty and too full, 
my love, my heart refuses to go dull. 
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