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Charm / Willa

Sarah Shirley

Charm

She flew in on a Thursday
Chirping an angry refrain.
I’m fine, I’m fine!

But why did you fall?

For my sins, for my sins!
I gave the cat biscuits,
When clearly, the sod wanted steak.
He wove a charm around my feet,
And put clouds in my eyes.
But I’m fine, I’m fine!
Listen to my heart, it’s strong, it’s strong!

And inside the wicker cage of ribs,
Indeed, another bird,
But no sparrow flutters here.
It’s the steady slow flap of a goose forging on,
Soaring up and away from the winter
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Willa

Willa is draped in hospital finery
faded teal cotton embossed – hoSpITAl properTY
But they mean the gown of course, 
not Willa!

Willa lies stretched, propped up on a bank of pillows
(She cannot lie flat anymore)
She offers a delicate paw, bird bones wrapped in parchment,
And says ‘just take the blood, if you can find any!’
oh Willa.

Truth is, there seems no room for blood in Willa,
Queen of room 12, her golden
Catheter snaking out from under sheets.
But something is keeping her alive. perhaps
It is peppermint chocolate
And the memory of a hot day on the beach
When she wore her red dress,
And she laughed at the boys on the sand.
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