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[bookmark: _GoBack]His whistling rings in her head
and the high-pitched ping 
of his frequent texts
still compete with Desert Island Discs.

She stops in, turns the sound up
floods her thoughts with war zones,
climate change and gardeners’ questions -
he'd say most things just needed good compost.

It’s warmer now, couples stroll past 
admiring the well-kept fronts,
she pushes the sash window shut,
there’s a finality in the thud.

From behind the pane she can’t smell 
the yellow rose he’d planted, 
it's competing with the forsythia 
and the black spots back again.

Sometimes she lingers in the wooden porch
where they sat together in the evening sun,
frets about the decaying fascia,
he should have fixed that.

On a better day she hangs
cold pearls around her neck,
walks down the garden path
and through the gate,

past the pair of doves that watch her

no flight in 30 years.


