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C aregiver’s hands
wide as the Montana sky
swaddle my mother’s emaciated arms,
hand her weights—outrageous pink—
to strengthen hope,
drive her daily through the countryside
beyond her body.

Farmer’s hands
strong with horses
gentle my mother,
skittish,
shrinking with loss,
into a smile, a stitch on a pineapple sampler.

Their four hands
giving and receiving blessing
that only those who know we are always dying
understand.
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