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Aftermath


Haiti, January 2010
She did not understand 
the final significance

of it all—her head 
caught between cinder

block and cement floor 
collapse—deep

within the wreckage.

The man dug with pick

ax and shovel, drove 
hard into the rubble 
toward her faint

cries until a small hole

was made, and she extended
a white powered hand through

the aperture; she touched him.

After the crane lifted the last piece,
a hemorrhage pressured
by two hard places

awoke.  The man 
lifted her into the fading 
daylight; he was witness.
She died moments later.
The man who had dug

seven hours to free her 
understood.

The aftermath.

The heaviness.
The weight that kept her 
dark and alive 


no longer.

