
My father gave me a piece
of solidified night.

Remember me,
he said, then coughed
with black lungs,
climbing up from the deep basement.
I was eight years old.
I clutched the stone.
There was fire within
its lake of smoothness.
A fellow coalman designed
the pendant—
a teardrop
crowned
with silver filigree—
it embraced the stone
with a hard lace.

My father and others
fed the earth,
extracted somebody else’s plunder,
loved their wives in furious silence,
gave kids mule rides
on angry backs.
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Now their offspring recycle luck
or leave behind a scarred map.
   
But for some, the Earth is a jewel box.
   
I’ve searched for years
but still cannot find that fossil tear—
my father’s half century of night,
congealed.

A Coal Necklace

Maria Jacketti

Poetry A Coal Necklace


