
B osto n G raveyard 

Virginia Webster 

The dead nest here, earth s hadowed 
stirring on ly for the chatter of squ i rrels  
visit ing from the Common. 
It 's the f i rst th i ng you feel 
along Beacon Street: graveyard sti l l ness. 
S i lence is  a cap over city concrete, 
sky long bu i ld ings evaporate into tombstones 
etched with sku l l s  and faces. 
Sitt ing among them I stare; 
a progression of g rey markers laced with shadows 
of black s pi res from the graveyard gate; 
onward to the moving outl ine of cars 
beneath a rough edged horizon. 
Squ i rrels  come here to burrow 
in wri nkled leaves. Pigeons coo. 
A g i rl traces the face of an angel 
from a ti lted stone. 
Later we walk out together. 
She shows me the charcoal rubbing.  
"He seemed so sad to be looking away" she said. 
" M aybe now he can see outs ide." 
She turns the angel to the city 
hold ing h im i nto g rey l ight. 

· I tell her out there is our  world ,  
Here we can on ly v is it death. 
" Let h im v is it l ife," she says. Lett ing go 
Thi n  paper catches wind 

a tombstone r is ing in  l ight. 
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