11 September 2001

A dozen apricot roses on my lap, 

we drive up Quarry Road. 

It's my birthday. 

I've had reason to fear 

there may be no more. 

We turn on the radio, 

and my dread is no longer 

my own.

Weight of the dead now -

known and unknown. 

As the grave is opened 

for new burials, they stir 

again.

From mother's first war - 

sisters and brother, triplets, 

born in the firing on Riga, 

carried in a quick-nailed box 

among bullets.

My own war-leaving home 

and childhood behind 

with two grandmothers 

waving from shore.

The city of the dead, then -

lists of names on every ruin, 

some still steam, when we emerge 

from the bunker every night.
At the end, the long road -​

a few things on old bicycles, 

pushed along as we walk, 

mother turning our heads 

away from the ditches.

I loosen the wire on the blooms,

feel how warm the water is on my wrist, 

and set them in the tall cobalt vase.

Then we order Mozart, 

listen to Coltrane -​

After the Rain -​

put salve in the eyes

of our blind dog,

go to buy a pair of curtains, 

and plan as far as dinner.
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