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Third Prize
In the Gal Cave
by George H Northrup

It was her turf, and I respected that,

even after she gave up cooking.

Now I—the new chef—wonder where

her ghost concealed the measuring spoons.

I parted with children’s birthday candles,
an ancient bottle of molasses,

expired pancake mix forgotten

in the back of a high cupboard.

Such surfeit here of goblet, dish, cup,
and silverware, even for a holiday—
but especially for a solitary widower
just learning how, one eye on the hourglass.



