
Poems by Lynn Ciesielski 
 

Outside a Multi-paned Window 
 
three goldfinches flitter 
near a crabapple trunk. 
Their sweet glow redeems 
the tartness of the fruit. 
 
A sparrow weaves through  
the maze of a birch, 
a path possible only 
for one so practiced.  
  
On this sun porch Nick’s cancer 
attacks from within. 
Two days from now, chemo will kill  
good cells along with bad. 
 
For now we soak up life  
with all of our senses.  
 
 
Waiting 
 
No surprise to find travel brochures  
in this foreign place,  
Radiation Side Effects,  
Bereavement Support,  
Understanding Chemotherapy.  
One shows a bald woman with violet  
scarf draping her head. 
 
I ask Nick if he is sad or nervous. 
He says he is constipated and sore. 
Like the TV, he wears a blank face. 
Each chair is empty, I imagine withering  
bodies that leave barely a dent.  
 
Walls are gauzy white; cooler supplies  
purified water; the nurse wears pristine scrubs. 
The only disorder is in the magazine pile 
and skin cells like fleas on a warm animal. 
The doctor will see you now. 
I blink back tears and grab Nick’s hand. 
 



Some Reasons Why I Love Him 
  
He secretly smiles when a waitress  
approaches from behind, asking, 
 Would you ladies like a drink  
other than water? 
It’s his hair that tangles her up  
as it hits his shoulders, 
his rebel yell echoing from days 
when it grazed his waist, 
He turns it to sea foam each morning, 
herbal shampoo enhancing its body  
and shine, drying it upside down  
so the air turns it to a rooster’s tail, 
going back with his comb to look again 
each time we leave the house, checking it 
in the rearview mirror when we leave the car. 
Now with the treatments, his bandages  
must stay dry; he lies supine on the table  
we found at a Pennsylvania auction, 
leans his head over the kitchen sink. 
I shampoo, rinsing with a plastic cup 
and he cautions me, If my hair falls out 
in clumps, don’t let it go down the drain 
or we’ll have to pay a plumber and I won’t 
have money for a wig.  
 
 
As I Watch You Struggle 
 
When words are the greatest gift I give, 
what do I offer when there are none? 
I have no balm for your spine, 
No salve comforts you.  
Your framework implodes behind  
a wrecking ball 
whether you stand, sit or lie. 
 
Doctors use numbers, they know 
there are no words, no poetry to define it, 
to relieve it. 
Loneliness is deeper than writers’ block 



as I reach out to connect. 
But what you want so many times 
is to be left alone. 
 
 
Richardson Complex, Buffalo Psychiatric Center 
 
you sleep naked on snow banks 
desert dunes at night 
dream long pauses  
 
your jagged thoughts do not match 
master turns you to mosaic  
feelings provide mortar 
mind becomes motley stone wall  
you are beautiful like gothic art 
but stand stoic  
 
the patina on your rooftops dyes them Easter colors 
you too wish to rise from this death  
that boxes you in 
 
but now you remain lost 
in a metaphorical maze 
try to climb the stone barefoot 
these tunnels  are vertical 
they trap you  
 
life trains us all on a forward path 
we never learn to climb   
it's a long way to heaven  
your castle encumbers 
 
you peer through windows  
but someone has barred them 
they screen out butterflies and bats 
intruders enter from inside 
 
until we reach out to rescue you 
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