What Death Makes of You

You’ll seem somehow shorter for awhile to come:

hyperbarically compressed, a Styrofoam cup

in a pressurized box, your body’s blue balloon

grown small, all your high, hot air forced through.

And you will seem unfocused for a woe’s

worth of seasons.  Blurred like a badly posed 

photograph, others will squint to make you out.

It weren’t my fault, you’ll duly announce.

The subject moved.  I guess I snapped.  Truly,

the subject did move.  The subject moved to a far-away

place.  He changed his name and did not leave

a forwarding address.  He moved without heaving

a muscle.  He moved sans shoes and sans souci.

The subject moved away from thee.  That’s the mystery.

Where one flees to when he’s over is anyone’s best

guess.  What death makes of you is, simply, a mess.

And, it’s no matter whether you’re the griever or the one

who’s grieved.  You’re stiff, stifled, stalled.  You’re alone,

you’re cold, and you haven’t any real thing you can do

with the time you’re biding but brood

through it.  You’re sewn all shut and your heart’s

been removed.  A midnight stroll through the churchyard

yields no tangible results.  Hand it to God, keeping

the dead so non-demurring.  Speaking

of hands, you’re likely to forget exactly where 

yours are supposed to go and how they are 



to do.  And who.  Reach to the comfort of otherflesh,

its feel against your palms will shudder you to fresh

despair.  He who was here is now there, wherever

there is and goddamn if you know.  Be you a believer,
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perhaps you’ll pray for your relief.  Maybe you’ll get 

it.  Or maybe you’ll resign to wrap up in a blanket

of your own boohooing and let the telephone trill and trill on.  

There’ll be nothing you want more than to also be gone.

For, in the age it takes a condolence rose to wilt,

what’s hope in you will also be killed.

Who’s to say if it will rise?  Not much  

separates the living from the not-alive.  Each 

is sentenced to a same and sorry fate:

Six feet of silt.  A name.  Two dates.

But rest you easy.  This won’t happen for a long and lusty

span of years.  For now, consider the lilies.

Toil-less and unspinning, they do not seem to trouble

over what’s to pass.  Yea, though you rubble

through the Valley of Alas, may you dread neither flower nor

final farewell.  Unwind with a Scotch or two or four 

or seven.  Drunk is a little like heaven.  Glory  

(or Glenfiddich) be.  Let not the cup pass.  Your misery

is yours alone.  The only true thing you’ll ever outright 

own.  And know—you’ve been transfigured, sure as Christ.

O Glorious Splendor, let your face shine on like the moon’s 

black side.  You are atop a mountain,

keening with the spirits of saints, and your friends,

though sympathetic, cannot comprehend

what’s changed.  In your condition, they suppose

you’re either mad or ghost.  And death has made you both.

