
leaving too soon

startled awake I1 grope the ringing phone
rush my eager yes past raspy voice
dial tone you hung up it was a dream

nightmare figures we watched you decide
all developmentally correct
all the crying choked behind weak smiles
held each other while we searched our faults
watched you drive away
only daughter gone

it feels like death
family portraits static now we age
your picture will forever be sixteen
the picture of a girl we thought we knew
I1 want those years

I1 reach a bare foot shaky for each stair
then cold smooth entry tile forgot your key
how long have you been ringing the doorbell
empty moonlight I1 step out and search
the shadows under trees are you out there
come back I1 want to call to you come home
I1 speak your name as token youll return
but it echoes fades to whispered mother dreams
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