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COLLAPSE
MEGHAN LARGENT

Maybe death isn’t real
until you’ve felt it
like a kick to
your gut
fingernails against
cheekbones —
when you can
feel
taste
breathe
the pain
like newly shoveled dirt
filling your nostrils
burrowing under
your fingernails
a shovel-full falling
into your lungs
with every breath
every beat of your
stuttering heart.
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Maybe it’s all a lie.
Souls don’t belong
six feet below
concave under the weight —
or maybe that’s the pressure
in my chest
threatening to collapse like
the explosion of a
landmine
above mining tunnels
lanterns and screams and
blood-red petals
falling.
I never knew how those
miners’ wives must feel
until I too
knew someone buried
never to be seen again.
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