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Since we began to look for berries again,
she laughs at my side, talks of moons

and mice, her voice fainter even than inhale.
Time is a matter of fingers;

she has yet to discover waiting.
She hates drawing the Old Maid,

but is always drawing her, (she says,
laughing through raspberry juice).

The afternoon is not a game
of cards, that rules can bind it.

My niece hears mice in the bushes.
I need to learn to listen closer, hear

the mice chew the sleeping moon
to cheese. But I’m no good

for anything but finding berries.



 


