Sand

In the attic, inside his father’s handmade cedar chest,
was his old brown bag. 
It had sat there for over 20 years.
The boy pulled it out and held it up 
and sand poured out
from a hole worn in the corner. 
The name tag was worn to threads. 
Inside, the liner was rotten. The straps were stiff.
The zippers were rusted shut.   
He threw it on anyway. 
He jumped down from his spot. 
It was out in the burning afternoon sunlight once again,
leaving a line of brown sand trailing behind him. 



