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Ankney: To the Housepainter

TO THE
HOUSEPAINTER:

CHRISTOPHER
ANKNEY

A winter-fat robin pecks at snow
over the empty granite marker—
your name chiseled into little canals—

your body broken down by fire
into ashes, jarred
at Riverview Gardens—ironic,

considering you were crippled
by open air, by lungs
that couldn’t handle pollen

or the flame of human voices—

couldn’t handle your love
smoking her pack-a-day of Salems.

The problem isn’t that you died
so early in your life. It’s that you died
s0 early in mine.

I offer the name of my first-born

to know you better, longer— What sacrifice
was buried in your chest? Anxiety tucked
up your flannel sleeves?
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on your tongue? The cornmeal sun?

Do I say now—the pink and orange blurs
to a sweet violet night—that God’s a Van Gogh fan—

for light dances at a rhythmic speed
our eyes only blur what’s left?

My brother taught me how to hook

a worm—its raspberry and butter insides—
my sister, how a doll can speak.
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