After the Last Box
By Grace Carthy
The wardrobe stands open, empty now. 
Morning arrives unsure of place,
as if the room might yet allow
another life, another face.
A timetable curls across the desk,
creased thin by mornings rushing past.
Dust holds the place of what was left,
a faint impression meant to last.
Outside my door, the hallway is loud,
keys strike metal.
Bags scrape past.
Someone says goodbye twice,
the second one lingering,
unwilling to be the last.
I pause at the threshold.
The sun rests warm upon my back.
I turn from what has held me here,
from memories worn and dear.
I do not know who waits ahead,
only that I don’t stop here.

