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Her heart was so big I
could see it counting
her last breaths
through her ribcage.
Her name must have been Marina:
the seaweed thinness of her body,
and the bottomless depth of her eyes
reflecting the inconstant rays
of Saint-Petersburg spring sun
breaking into rainbows
in melting snow.
Her heart was big enough to make her son,
dressed in his best clothes, smile;
and to give her husband,
who was old enough to know
that we all will die, some hope.
Good bye, Marina,
wrapped in the clouds of bed sheets
that you brought from your home
to put on the hospital rusty bed.
You were like a snowflake
playing in the sun
of the first spring day.
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