SANDRA KOHLER

Scent

This morning the air’s scented with cinnamon,
with yeast, but I still smell last night’s lamb, its
garlic, rosemary, oil. I want to start the new with
loose ends tied up, a clean sweep of the cobwebs

of the undone and undoable. It can’t be done.

The day is hard, crystalline, light-filled. How
old I feel, how unripe. I need green boughs,
incense, an intense concentration on ridding
the air the aura the self of what lingers on

unwanted, unpurged: the implacable past.
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