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Aurora

My new world is not yet

fully awake: birds perch on
limbs to watch the dawn

and dew on the cornstalks
turn into sweet, idyllic tears
from a young lass who shyly
left her hope like the sun
quietly closes the day. | walk
my mid-mornings around

the field and saw her again,
among dandelions heavy
with sun, picking delphiniums
one by one, her flowing white
taffeta dress pooled at her
feet; the brown feathered
curve of her hair waving

in the hushed voice of the
wind. Her whispered wishes
and prayers, though greater
than the sun, likely unheard.

When she looked up at me

she spilled her handful of
flowers into the grass and

left me standing still. | brought
them home, put them in the
milk pitcher on the windowsill.
My heartbeat longs to hear
her quiet breath. | see her only
when the morning star has left.



