


Canticle Viii: The Psalm of Returning 
Ashes 

I carried you in ash.

Your face was smudged into the air

like smoke from an altar fire.

Each breath I took

tasted of ruin,

but I still inhaled,

because I feared what silence would feel like

if you were gone.



Canticle ix: Doctrine of Return 

I came back through the mirror,

not whole,

but carrying the memory of you.

Not as chain.

Not as curse.

But as proof

that once,

I belonged to something larger than myself.


