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MORGAN CORONA

The Box Step

I wear my grandmother’s ring, 
and I never take it off.

I dream of her
waiting at the top of the stairs 
in our old home.

Her hair is silver, 
her earrings gold.

She takes my hand
and leads me downstairs 
to the kitchen.

In the fluorescent light 
her veins are lavender.

She leads me 
in a box step, 
back and forth, 
to and fro,
dancing in a square.

She smiles at me, 
but when I look
at our joined hands, 
my ring is gone.

I stop dancing
and search the house—
I look under furniture, 
check my pockets, 
scour the yard.

I wake gasping,
still searching for the ring, 
which is on my finger, 
where I left it.
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