
When the world ended,  
it ended in empty grocery store shelves  
and ignored distress signals  
made by mothers who became work-from-home  
everything  
but themselves.  
 
When the world ended,  
it ended in masked cries and frostbitten skin  
as people pressed hands and ears  
to winter glass windows  
and listened to grandparents sing  
their death rattle song.  
 
When the world ended,  
it ended in silence  
after the final faraway bomb fell  
on the last child the world would ever know  
but never  
really know at all.  
 
It was then  
before it was all swallowed up  
and we would try again  
that I watched a man 
watch the birds through his binoculars  
on the only beach left in the world.  


