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When I cut the stem
I knew it was just a matter of time.

I cleared the sill
and filled a crystal vase.

The petals unfurled.
The smell of summer pierced my skin

for three days.
When the first leaf fell

I added lemon pulp and crushed
an aspirin;

cut away all that waned–
the shoots were spry

one last day.
I scattered them over green earth.

Flecks of pollen
stained my lips and cheekbones.
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About the poem:

“I was arranging a vase of Stargazer lilies when it occurred to me that they
began the process of dying as soon as they were cut. I worked diligently to
keep them alive and was reminded of how challenging it can be to care for a
dying patient. This poem is a celebration of that role.”
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