Blankets untumbled, animals in a calm rank across
the bunk, their room is still. No shoes spill
around the door. The floor stays relatively clean.
Bats, racquets lean in a single place.
We eat in peace, and, indeed, have run out of bread —
and the world did not end. Life without boys.
Less urgent our days, but lacking in savour, as if
savour were born in dust and dirt and noise.
The piano too is still; no one plays “The Merry Peasant”
or “The Trout.” A breeze billows the curtains,
wafts through the silent room, and out.
Sunlight falls into the Lego box, and stays.