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Terri McFerrin

D R A W I N G  A BR EAT H

I .

F o r  twenty  years ,  she slept 
twenty  hours  a day.  T h e  haw k,  
its gaze,  w o k e  her.  A n  egg ached 
incurably  in her head.  Daily,  
she bal anced the  bun,  the  ch ina  
do l l— she walked  de l ibera te ly— 
might  fall. A son died

never theless  an d  shone  
the  next  m orn ing ,  a faint  
p ink behind  the c louds .
She felt no  fu r th e r  
way to grieve.
She consul ted  a m i r ro r  
and  all th ings  receded 
f r o m  her  eyes; her feet 
were far  away.

I I .

G r a n d m a  L ay to n  perches  her h u s b a n d  
in a tree,  to d r a w  a nest.  A pad 
of  cheap  p a p e r  in her  fat lap. A fist 
of  pencils.  She  sighs so the  leaves 
f lut ter  r o u n d  the  shap e of  th a t  old 
man.  She d ra w s  w i th o u t  looking,  
at  the pape r ,  aw ay  f r o m  him,  
an  honest  line.
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I I I .

T h e  breasts , the  checks 
in the old house dress 
press aga ins t  the view. 
A delicate  d is to r t io n  
en ters  the breeze, 
the tree in K ansas.

T h e  jo n q u ils  
loom , the limbs 
trem ble , the face 
w rinkles, the wings 
fold, to  fit the shell.

It is the air
holds him  up, the b irds
th a t  g a th er
her wisps of hair.
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