“Paper is Too Thin”

How can  I rest


The sadness of loss


Of love—


Ours—

On this fragile stuff—


Dry leaves…?

Paper is too thin.

The crush of years,


Heavy laughter,


The cruelty of age—

How can I fill a page


That is so thin?

Stone tablets, copper plates—


These are strong,


And deep,


But cold, and

Altogether wrong.

There is nothing,


No, nothing

But the empty echo


Of a mouth that opened


Long ago and


Spoke your name



And behold!—

But that was long ago.

All I have left is this flimsy stuff,


Wet with grief,

That tears with such ease.

It cannot hold a stone,

Much less a void within.

No, no,

There is no relief


But this, and this

Paper is much too thin.

