




History 
 
From the door, I watched a stranger stomp through the front yard 
leaving his prints in the snow. 
 
Your memory is something warred over. Did you know?  
In all our lives, a kind of mastery we pretend to.  
 
In your life, so much gestured at. An unfinished fresco.  
Lines drawn between the camps of what you could’ve meant. 
 
The first snow dusts the corduroy fields, the canvas 
tented over exhausted troops. Young and lustrous 
 
with ideals for a new nation without you.  
Now I understand: What’s written is written in plaster 
 
until the spring melts every mark away. 
	 	


