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Mother

Suburbanite you ever were,

A lawn your greatest joy.

You never liked the great outdoors

Except by window scene.

My father took me into trees;

A cabin, as a boy,

Started my poetic quest

To keep our planet green.

Together, though apart,

You grew me up, a man

Moorish by design and yet

Scotch-Irish in Èlan.


Preface

The reception at the wedding

You danced, more or less.

The pace was slow, you were upheld

(embraced) walkerless.

Sedate as Cinderella

At a later ball,

Watched by the assembly,

Godmother to all.


Consuelo: A Mother Ode


1

So gradual the phase into

Old age: a door, a hall,

An address at Encino Place,

A view five stories tall.

You've entered every year and

Exited a sager self;

Now you need a knife to reach

The sugar on the shelf.

Recipes have been a pleasure.

The image of you grows:

White haired mother humming music

Everybody knows.

2

Your back is humping now,

Arthritis has your hands;

(Unblent, the halo on your head)

Your thought, circling, reviews

Certain memories more often -

Marriage's pitfalls —

The children still maturing, and

Alfredo needs new shoes.

The beads the elders hang at night

You check along the hall,

Then crumple on a bed before

Six pictures on a wall.

3

Infirmity, after a life

Of firm, decisive acts

Can be a shelter for release

Of legendary facts

Like how you helped so many -

At home, at work — the way

You richened other lives, and

Set your children free

To follow their decisions

Knowing that your love

Is always at the window

On the fifth floor, up above.

4

Even for an elder

You are in between

Those who have a higher story

And those on ground floor.

Never one to call attention

To yourself, you deem

Others by their cleanliness

And style, and ignore

Gossip, think of Lincoln,

Alfredo's broken hand,

Your life a living legend that

A cane can still make stand.

5

Reputation is the sugar

That precedes the taste,

And remains as sweet after intake

And yet will last

Among the many people who

Have sampled simple wares

Produced from ancient recipes

Her enterprise prepares.

6

Chocolate chip or peanut butter,

Gum drop, ginger, too;

Four dozen cookies bimonthly

Escorted to his door:

Mr. Wripple, ninety-plus, respected

For his taste,

With their disappearance will

Request to savor more.

7

Poised above a cityscape of lights

The elders view

The past domain of life they lived

And levitated through.
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