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The brown, crumbly dust of late summer 

Is what I remember, it was a bummer 

Whenever the memory of marigolds flashes across 
my mind 

I feel nostalgic and I stop feeling happy because it was 
such a destructive time 

Time and time again the vision of Miss Lottie’s 
marigolds haunts my soul 

I always thought I had a purpose, a goal, for 
destroying the marigolds, but now my heart has a 
giant hole 
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Remembering Hope 
 
Truth was that we were becoming tired 
We wanted and we wanted 
But God was chary with miracles 
Perhaps we wanted for a miracle 
I don’t know what it was that we were waiting for 
I was suddenly more woman than child 
I feel again the chaotic emotions of adolescence 
A brilliant splash of sunny yellow against the dust 
I was still child enough 
But old fears have a way of clinging like cobwebs 
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I remember 
 
When I think of the hometown of my youth’s all that I 
seem to remember is dust. 

I remember the dry September of the dirt roads and 
grassless yard of the shantytown. 

I remember in those days everybody we knew was just as 
hungry. 

I remember poverty was the cage in which we all were 
trapped and our hatred of it was still the vague. 

I remember the two babies have been sent to the 
relatives who might care for them better than we. 

I remember running together and combining like a fresh 
watercolor painting left out in the rain. 

I remember the boards that remained upright from 
leaning together like a house that a constructed from 
cards. 

I remember the squeaky rocking chair that Miss Lottie’s 
son sat in. 

I remember storming the flowers and laughing wildly and 
senselessly at Miss Lottie’s impotent rage. 

I remember I was running as if the furies were after me 
as perhaps they running silently and furiously until I came 
to where I had known I was headed to Miss Lottie’s yard. 
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