
Postcard 43: Tulips in the Oregon Rain 
 
I wanted him to be buried in the gray shirt— 
the one he always wore, 
but they burned him instead.  
We scattered his grit and bone   
among the flowers in the backyard.  
 
I didn’t know about the note 
on the back of a postcard  
until I found it in a shoebox 
three months later. 
 
They told me he died alone 
with a stomach full of pills.  
I still think of him 
in October when storm clouds tear apart 
the sky and the velvety petals 
of the pink azaleas.  
 
I keep his postcard 
hidden in the shoebox 
buried underneath my bed. 
Some days I take it out— 
 
brush off the years of dust   
and shame and remember 
how he died. His life  
an unanswered apology 
 
scribbled 
on the back of a postcard. 
On the front—tulips 
red and white and pink 
awakening in the springtime 
despite the Oregon rain.  


