TO ROSE-
1.

Never occurred to us that anything
could go wrong. It seems nothing
now could ever go right.

What could we have done? Nothing? Anything?
Rabbit holes. Always something.
Never knowing answers.

Afraid to try again, afraid to have
to survive it all over,
question our only choice.

2.

The baby on TV reminded us,
if it had all gone by the plan,
you would have been here soon.

Another December baby, just like
your mom and me. We even
thought maybe the same day.

Probably too much to hope for. (I wish
| could take that back as soon
as the thought left my brain.)

3.

Plans to tell everyone about you
fell to pieces and we still
are made to remember.

The pharmacy conspired to remind us.
Even the post carrier
brought memory to our door.

“We’re pregnant. (But mostly her)” the shirt said.
And “Best big brother ever,”
Another on the shelf.

4.



| want them all to know that you are ours.
That you were everything.
That you were all we hoped.

5.

Do you remember | would sing to you?
Tell you I love you and your
mom again and again.

| wanted you both to know you were safe.
Everything outside our
control broke my promise.

6.

We only bear hurting like this because
we hurt like this together.
Apart, I’d not survive.

7.

There’ve been moments of knowing I’ve only
ever known with your mom: the
instant she said your name

| knew that was your name: Rose. The moment
| knew | wanted to spend
all of my life with her.

8.

Sometimes a prayer escapes — force of habit.
I only now believe in
you. In her. All that’s real.

9.

There’s been no music. There have been no words.
I don’t know what I would say.
Nothing would be enough.

The letter | tried to write never got
past the first few words before
I’d break down — unable.



Maybe now | can tell you — you were all
we hoped. All we ever dreamed.
We still hope. We still dream.
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