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I  can’t pick up the  phone  now

the last time I saw you, we were on your back
deck. You, leaning and haloed in cigarette
 

smoke and me, watching with my sweater pulled up
over my frozen nose. And I didn’t tell you 
 

about my girlfriend, Jane, even though 
I meant to, even though you would’ve loved her

because I was sick of answering
the same questions: yes, I’m gay, yes, 

I’ve always been gay, disown me 
if you can’t deal with it, I’ll swipe 

another grandfather from the sale rack
at Target when I go to buy conditioner

next week. But I know you wouldn’t have cared
as long as she liked Austen (she did)

and listening to you talk about your old cases
(I shouldn’t have worried, she loves

stories and yours were the best, murder 
and intrigue at the Medical Examiner’s office—
 

I have sticky notes half-coated in your words
because they kept fading at the edges 

and I needed to pen your lips into a box)
and yes she likes football, 

Grandpa. Do you really think I’d bring a girl 
home who didn’t live and breathe 

field goals? And yes, I love her, I do,
but I haven’t been able to pick up her calls—

and she’s been calling. I can’t hit ‘accept’ 
because my phone rang last Sunday, early,

when you were supposed to be in church—



that stuffy, tiny one that’s overenthusiastic

about candles, wax dotted, dripped 
down every carpet and pew. You liked to say

it gave the sermons character, which I’d nod at, supply
that it was a form of art, because it was to me:

me, a self-taught art critic after
hours of studying the patterned wax

when the preacher went off on tangents 
about verses I’d never read. I only went

for you, though I’m sure you knew that— 
I was never baptised outside 

of swim team and summer, but I believed
in you and that was enough to get me up

and into that fourth-from-the-front pew
and praying occasionally, running

through my grocery list more often but
that’s between me and god. Now I wish

I’d paid a little more attention 
because Sunday I was walking

 
through a mall, out shopping 
for a winter coat and had my phone 

pressed against the side of my head 
because it’d rung. Your wife said I should sit

down, and I asked why, and she told
me to just do it (she never

used that tone, and I couldn’t tell
if I had bad connection or if she was

cracking) and then I was just 
silence and goodbye, just a girl

curled into a wall, squeezing the life 
out of a coat that ended up being more expensive

than she would’ve liked, and trying her hardest
not to cry because she didn’t know 

how to pray, and had too much
to say, too much left to tell you.


