Final Bed: 7 a.m.
- for Frederica
It is my shift
of your 'round- the- clock care
which lately seems
more linear than circular,
a race to some still out-of-sight
finish where you will split a wide ribbon
stretched across your path.

I find you naked
kneeling on your stripped bed,
like a child balanced
on a floating inner tube, giddy at near upsets.
Desperately, you knead your fingers,
and without looking up, say
something about balled up power
I could toss like a baseball.
I go along with it, hold out cupped hands
but you shake your head and say,
No one ready to catch it.
Somehow I know this is true.

I signal that I am here,
ask about last night's visitors,
mention the new snow,
suggest juice, a hardboiled egg,
but you are poised between worlds.
I pick up your nightshirt and slipper socks,
the sheets and blanket
you deemed unnecessary
sometime last shift.
I just might go today, you say,
and I want to ask if you imagine
a trip to the Mini-Mart
or to that sun-drenched place
one reckless topple away.
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