“After grandpa’s last breath (maybe, if things get worse)”

Winter slows its gait
and a haze collapses
over the farm.

It lays heavy on the ghost cows’ backs
as the old snow rises

from the ground still frozen.
Unbroken by a spade

since grandpa stopped laughing

and forgot how to tie his shoes.

Three white ponies

exiled to unmarked graves.

Grandpa bought them for his daughters
back when a drink was a celebration
and “I love you” was a pleasantry.

The haze is gray as bone

and preserves the pony bodies eternally,
three churning, yearning souls.

Grandpa still walks that ground,
just above the dirt tomb,

but his eyes have forgotten,
what the world looks like

if not through brown glass.

If you dig far enough,

small cleaved hoof tracks
remembered by mud and dung

will whisper all the voices

of those piglets privileged in name,
born and slaughtered here.

You will never know

if the soil you were touching
breathed.

The haze never rises.
It places a pressure on every limb of the farm.



The roof of the machine shed sags

and the mulch piles disintegrate.

The pick-up truck becomes dewey, heavy,
it will never move from the drinking spot
at the corner of the field.

The haze is important,

it never forgets,

it is the farm’s long sigh,

the endless mourning

of a wound that never scabbed.



