
 

 

DISAFFILIATION 
 
Even before she is dead your mother comes toward you 
from the shadow of the seawall 
her eyes blank as a sleepwalker’s. 
Even now, as her other self is somewhere 
 
filling a glass of water or breaking an egg 
you stretch out your arms and wait for her to know you 
and you close your embrace but she passes through 
like smoke through a screen door. 
 
At this very moment as you hold the black cradle to your ear 
and hear her voice a thousand miles away at your side 
going on about weather and when to fly, 
even at such a time you pace the rim of the wall 
 
 gazing out over the flat sea 
 for a boat that will not come home. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

BATHING THE LIGHT 
 
On her yearly visit north my mother would remind me it was 
time       to clean 
the dining room chandelier.  
It hung down from a huge white plaster rosette. 
It was made up of dozens of individual crystals.  
The long ones dangled from short ones by little wire hooks at 
the top;  
 the short ones were hooked into tiny holes in the lip of 
the lamp-bell. 
We would spread newspaper on the dining table below and 
bring out a Pyrex bowl  
of hot ammonia suds. 
I would detach each pendant crystal by unbending its hook 
and hand it  
to my mother. 
She would wash them, hands plunged into the bowl, fingers 
rubbing them,  
 then dry them with paper towels. 
June sunlight would stream in and hit the floor. 
We’d have music on the radio. 
I’d always remind her of my first morning in this house,  
the day we passed papers: 
 How I came into this room to start stripping the old 
wallpaper, 
 how the low November sun came in at dawn and hit 
the crystals, 
 how they spread their prismatic swatches all over the 
walls, 
 how “at that moment I took mystic possession of the 
house,” 
 the paperwork later that day a mere formality. 
 
She had studied the science of light and said: 
 “If you mix all colors of paint together you get brown, 
   but if you mix all colors of light you get white.” 
 
 “Then why the rainbow effect?”  
 



 

 

 “The prism breaks the white light up into its 
constituent parts, 
   each one in order, each one shading into the next.”  
 
Now in her absence the crystals go years without washing. 
They gather a pale whitish airborne film: smoke and dust and 
time 
 (if time is white). 
Yesterday late November rainy Sunday I make my fire 
 put on my music 
 lay out my newspapers 
 and set down my bowl of ammoniac lather 
 sharp in the inner nose. 
One by one they come down and take the plunge, 
 one by one I rub them with these fingers, 
 one by one dried out with paper towels 
 and then restored. 
 
At night the house shakes, wind bending the trees 
 as the front moves through. 
Come dawn I return, my steaming mug in hand. 
The low sun angles in just so: 
 fragments of rainbow tremble on the walls. 


