
grief 
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birds let go in the night 

as tears to warm my cheeks 

the nested memories  

that kept me safe 

are fledglings on the ground 

a childhood in broken shells 

 

i lift the raven 

to the wind 

and throw her 

from the roof 

of my father’s house 

 

how do I mourn 

all that I know? 

 

 


