Melinda Creech

Her House

These bees lived here before she built this house.

She made them share the old oak tree with her,

And sitting in this swing, remembering

the chiseled hardness of her life, I sometimes

think she took the joy with her. It’s gone

and I inherit grief. It’s all that’s mine.
The job of cleaning out the place is mine.

It smells like her when I walk in the house,

her clinging perfume warns she is not gone.

I fumble get-well cards we sent to her. 

I would sit across from her sometimes

and talk about the past, remembering

the polka music play, remembering

the quilts she’d made, the doll clothes that are mine.

Her fresh kolaches filled the air sometimes.

She was always busy keeping house

and cooking when the grandkids stayed with her. 

We wore her out but missed her when we’d gone.

All the quilts are here. They are not gone.

I touch each colored patch remembering

my untrained stitches never suited her. 

Her work was fine; she reprimanded mine.

A quilting room was added to the house.

The others were too small. Sometimes

the neighbors came to quilt, sometimes

to pass the time when men and kids were gone.

Two porch swings grace the east side of the house

to watch the sun come up. Remembering

a quiet talk and words that fit with mine, 

my memories are rich because of her.

This hundred acre world belonged to her.

We left our world to visit here sometimes.

But now the house and trees and fields are mine.

The winter wheat’s been harvested and gone

and I have spent some days remembering

the ninety years she lived and this old house.

It’s not my house. It all belonged to her.

Remembering can paralyze sometimes.
But she is gone and I must make it mine.

