Lemon Sherbet

Sunny day and cold, 
Yet bubbles under sidewalk ice say Spring.
I read your cards to you. In so many words
They all say I Love You.
I’m thinking: spring break, heart ache, boys, boys, boys
You say, Don’t worry.
You say, I want some lemon sherbet.
You’d think it would be easy
To find lemon sherbet for your grandma on a sunny March day.
[bookmark: _GoBack]And it is. But when I bring it back
You’ve fallen asleep.
So I give it to the nurses (They say, Don’t worry.)
And as I leave the hospital my thoughts are back to me, me, me.
I’m only seventeen; what do I know?
I think I know it all, but what really?
I know this:
It is twenty years later
And I still miss you.
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