         Finding My Brother 
At a veteran’s songwriting retreat
I came to write a song-
But somewhere between the chords
And the quiet, heavy tears, 
I found my brother.
David, the one who left too soon
Whose music still hums in 
The spaces between my breaths
That night- 
As I lay in bed, thinking I was alone
Thinking the weight of memory
Was mine to carry
Then—
A tap.
A whisper
My name carried like a note in the wind
I turned-
No one there
But I knew.
I knew in my heart, 
In the spaces where grief meets love
11:11 blinking like a heartbeat
3:24 humming like an old guitar string
Little winks from heaven,
Reminders that love doesn’t end-
It just finds another way to sing
I didn’t just write a song
I wrote with him
Every chord, every line, a bridge from
My pain to his presence
And in that sacred music, 
In the quiet of the night
I realized-he never really left.
He just turned the page and whispered
“I’m still here.  I’m still singing with you”


