
POETRY 

Family Album 

Dead son, dead son, I can no longer 
hold you in my mind as once 
I held you in my arms: 
it can't be done, it can't be done. 

So I arrange again your smiles, 
print dates, chart your curve beyond 
our knowing, only here in God's 
gravity record the faint pulse 
of love's disproof of time and space. 
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