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	                            The old homestead The old homestead
that’s what she called it,that’s what she called it,
               scuttered floorboards 	           scabbarded paint	    	                 scuttered floorboards 	           scabbarded paint	    	  
windows hollow as mouths of pack-wolves.windows hollow as mouths of pack-wolves.

	                                           What doesn’t last turns to silt	                                           What doesn’t last turns to silt
                       	                                  or pillared salt.                       	                                  or pillared salt.

We counted our wounds and healings,We counted our wounds and healings,
	                             remembered who planted rosemary,	                             remembered who planted rosemary,
          	 raised chickens, hammered the hooves of horses,          	 raised chickens, hammered the hooves of horses,
	                                                       pictured apertured roofs where 	                                                       pictured apertured roofs where 
	                                        we could see clear through to heaven—	                                        we could see clear through to heaven—
	                                                                      all the way back 	                                                                      all the way back 
	                                                      before glaciers blueprinted the earth	                                                      before glaciers blueprinted the earth
                 	  before the business of the gods                  	  before the business of the gods 
	                                                                             became a ruin. 	                                                                             became a ruin. 
			  			 
If only pots and pans percussed out of windowsIf only pots and pans percussed out of windows
	                                            could bring back the dead. 	 If only 	                                            could bring back the dead. 	 If only 
	             photographs still arranged the walls.     	             photographs still arranged the walls.     
                  	 If only                  	 If only
	        we could tear it all down	         begin again.	        we could tear it all down	         begin again.

—Sandra Fees—Sandra Fees

image info

Winter 2021  •  Issue No. 44  |  51 50  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

http://www.shantiarts.co/SPAQ/SPAQ44/files/SPAQ44_WIN21_DIGITAL_IMAGECREDITS.pdf

