
The Funeral 

 

He lost faith today. 

Buried six feet under ground, it’s not like 

It came as a surprise; weak and sickly 

For quite some time, we knew that it wouldn’t last 

Too much longer. 

Like a cancer, doubt spread through his bones, 

The slow atrophy of belief as he closed his Bible and 

Opened his mind, why why why flowing through 

His veins like the heroin of the well-learned. 

We saw the reluctance in his eyes every Sunday morning 

Wide open during prayer to a being he wasn’t sure existed. 

And we knew he was losing, losing his grip on it, 

When he stopped showing up all together. 

It was a steady illness, but one for which 

There is no cure, not even a bitter pill to swallow. 

We didn’t know how to treat him— 

There’s no first-aid kit for a torn soul. 

So he buried his faith, six feet under ground. 

Remaining: dust of the past and a gray slab tombstone. 

It’s been a while, but sometimes I walk past the cemetery 

And see him laying flowers on the grave. 

 

 

Love and Linguistics 

 

“Love isn’t a metaphor,” 

My professor said. And I guess he knows 

better than I 

about the technical machinations of language. 

But I do know this: a metaphor is used 

when you can’t find the right words, 

no tangible representation 

of what needs to be said. 

and in place of the inarticulateable string of letters you 

pick the second-best thing. But darling, there are no words 

for the lines on your palms, 

or how your eyes change color with the light. 



No half-hearted analogy could invoke the feeling 

of your hands in mine 

eyelashes fluttering as we draw closer together, 

For hot breath on icy bus windows 

as we wrote our names in the steam 

like children, giggling all the while. 

Darling, words will never be enough. 

But if, in the darkness of this room 

my head on your shoulder, and your hand in mine, 

if I had to choose, 

(I think he’s wrong) 

I would call it love. 

 

 

the things i said to keep you awake when we drove all night from dc to the outer banks 

because we wanted to see the sunrise over the ocean. i asked you about your favorite food as a 

kid and you said “anything fried” and we laughed because we’re adults now but not that much has 

changed. i told you about the time i made a tuna fish and peanut butter sandwich when i was twelve 

and really it wasn’t that bad but you made a disgusted sound and i probably wouldn’t do it again. you 

asked me to find a radio station that we could sing our heart out to but i could only find static and 

this weird trance song that we listened to anyway, it seemed to last twenty minutes and we kept 

saying “what is this” while laughing a little but neither of us changed it. you asked me why i didn’t 

have a boyfriend and i said i don’t know, it always seemed like there was something more important 

going on. i asked you why you didn’t have a girlfriend and you said i don’t know and we sat in 

silence for a while with that weird trance song still playing and thinking about what was wrong with 

us and why didn’t somebody love us and maybe it didn’t matter anyway. we kept silent as we passed 

mile marker after mile marker but i saw you nodding off again out of the corner of my eye so we 

talked about the future for a while, we both have big plans but right now nothing seems more 

important than getting to the ocean, not the gas money we couldn’t really afford or the sun rising 

back home or why didn’t somebody love us. we never really figured out an answer anyway but i’m 

glad i was with you driving all night to see the sunrise over the ocean. i know you won’t break my 

heart. 


