
A Reverse Aubade 
 

You return to bed each morning. 
 

I put my head on your chest, ask if you have any stories. 
 

You tell me about the cardinal, go on about the raccoon, the squirrels. 
 

Some day, I’ll want to remember 
 

the tone of your voice  
 

the thump of your heart 
 

the rise and fall of your chest. 

 


