
She used to sit by the window with this comb 
in her hand, counting strokes instead of days. 
Each pull through her graying hair felt like 
smoothing the river’s surface after another 
ship failed to return. e brass line along its 
spine has worn thin where her thumb pressed 
hardest, the only place in her house where 
grief egrief ever learned to be gentle, like a prayer 

smoothed between tired ëngers.

The Mourning Widow’s Bone Comb
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