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Conversation with /'\y Dead Mother

Mothers stay with us. I talk to mine all the time, and she died before Covid.
I refuse to believe the woman is nowhere. Her will alone is more furious
than lava. Most times, I think it’s best I remain silent. I don’t say, I think I
can run the dishwasher now. The door is closed. The mat is clean. I know
the coffee grounds fell on the carpet. I will vacuum. Please stop bugging
me about the vacuuming. But I hear her insisting. I vacuum. There is a
brown mark where the grounds were. There is a smudge of toothpaste on
the bathroom sink. I grimace, run the cold to wash it away.

Wherever I go, she clings like plastic wrap, and I am getting old. She may
never relent. Couldn’t we talk of other things besides cleaning? But that
was always her way.

Swimming is my escape. The ocean’s white caps flutter in the breeze. The
light glints off the swells, which ignites me, and I am singing softly, barely
forming the words, barely audible, but still, heard. I think she is far away.
I think I will drown.

She taught me to swim, afraid of the water herself. We were in the
shallow end of the community pool, and she held my back with her arms
outstretched, hands flat, while I floated, not drowning. I left her to tread
water in the deep end. Then, happily, I could go to the pool by myself.
Now I can go anywhere myself, but it’s not the same as breaking away, her
still chere.

I didn’t clean the stove yet. Silly me. Gotta go. But yeah, I don’t mind the
nagging thoughts. Truth is theyre disappearing, and even though I can do
what I want, I can’t hold on to her.
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