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In the sparrow attic of my grandpa’s house

on Myrtle Avenue, my father built

four rooms whose walls crooked halfway to the floor

like men who carry sheaves of golden wheat.

The pantry hoarded tins with treasure keys,

pint jars of purple beets sliced thin as coins,

and through the window we watched the frosted moon

nimbly escape the fingers of the trees.

(Make sure, he said, you do not miss this light.)

In the basement near the furnace’s warm breath

my father built my Slavic grandma’s loom.

its worn oak shuttles danced with bobbling spools

as fast as feet and hands could slap back forth

the harness change, and there, we two could sing

together, hammer wood or words, could roast

a dripping square of bacon over coals

that burned like cobblestones of crumbling sun.

(You must be sure, he said, to make things right.)
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