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Salt air washes across the battery  
into the foyer, now draped with sheets  
to catch the family breath. 
How I long for the marshes, 
the slow suck at my boots 
in the muck and the scurry of crabs  
after shattered oysters on the dock. 
 
The house has fever strong 
as tides pulling against us. 
Sarah sweats red into night 
and dreams of sunken ships. 
 
They dare not bury Emily 
in the Baptist churchyard 
for fear she’ll enter the water. 
She lays in state in the parlor 
two weeks now, heaped in lavender. 
 
And I can barely stand to make the tea.   
Thistle root for fever, chamomile for sleep,  
mustard on the chest to cool the heart. 
We are ghosts before we die, 
drifting through dark rooms, 
fainting into dreams, passing 
the host over our lips. 
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