Madre

I watch her from behind the screen

door, as she limps across the front yard, yellowed
eyes. She moves slow,

each step calculated, counted, deliberate,
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},_ik‘ one front yard, that looks sick
and thirsty as it folds over itself, pieces falling off.
oots have never been stronger,
it’s never bloomed

brighter,

or thornier,

or thirsted

for more in this life.
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