
Sure 

by Patricia Haggard 

 

The air is empty  

where you used to sit 

next me on my front porch, 

 

where we would bend 

close and whisper 

 

secrets 

that glued 

us together, as sure 

as the coarse bricks 

we leaned against. 

 

My back now scrapes 

against those bricks, 

 

touching the invisible 

cracks streaking 

through.  

 


