Monte Holman

Ante Meridiem

It will become tradition.

Get up before the sun.

Stumble to the kitchen to brew

a pot, weak this time from student wages.

Open the blinds in response

to the chirping from the jay who appears

with the bluing of the sky.

Read the poems about the famous grandmother,

the death of the mentor, the lake and old age.

Pen these things down before

they become an old woman,

a sadness, a place and time.

