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I No Longer Have a Favorite Color
By Ellen Goldsmith

In illness, distinctions dissolve.
It’s simply color or no color.

Heartbeat or no heartbeat.

Now as night approaches
I welcome each shade of blue

from robin’s egg to indigo.

And waking to a modest sunrise,
I recall the extravagance of yesterday’s,

both a promise of the coming day.

Almost dying removes preferences.
What’s better about grass

than a layer of fallen leaves?
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