As we grow young

The band played Yesterday, by the Beatles

at somebody’s retirement party

I looked in the mirror and saw the young-old faces looking back at me

all those evening gowns and me in my tank top and skirt

I drank a cup of loneliness while the others toasted the collective

watching a couple on the dance floor

more sexual in their waltz than the most abandoned rockers

while the second and third wives compared notes on their young children  

there wasn’t a gray hair in the place.

Smoothie

Whirr goes the blender

Making a glorious mixture of yogourt and fresh fruit

Your daily smoothie

Just as you are a mixture of fresh and sweet and tart 

All whirred together and coming out smooth

The two year old you once were asking for a rubber band 

so  you could put it on the bottom of your stool 

so it wouldn’t slip anymore

sometimes you’re a tropical blend of pineapples and mangos and kiwifruit

remember when we went to New Zealand and you learned  how to eat kiwis like a grapefruit?

The way you grabbed your suitcase from me in the airport terminal

when I said it was all too heavy

you carried it all the way to the car

so determined at the tender age of six 

sometimes, you’re another type of smoothie, a mixture of summer berries

you sip your smoothie as I sip you in with a mother’s eyes 

as I look through your baby photo album, I see thirteen day old eyes gazing so wisely at me 

now you’re a  fourth grader, bemused by the question about the tree falling in the forest

and now as you whir about the kitchen in time to the blender

smoothing the way for me as I recuperate from the surgery to make me whole again  

you handle the extra responsibilities as smoothly as you do everything else

while I clutch the little girl memories to my heart 

It doesn’t come more precious than this.

Exquisite one

Exquisite one

your teeth are little pearls, luminous

in your smile

eyes the purest aquamarine

could not compare

your scent like the sweetest hay 

body taut even after all these years

and a pilot to boot

how do I keep thee

women must want to 

throw themselves into your arms.  

And me, rolling my energy into the dust

a has been, yes

once my eyes were aquamarine too

now hidden under furrows of yesterday’s skin

my body soft

I know

the value of exercise 

and diet

for a woman of yesterday 

who does not

live for today

is truly

a has been

invisible.

I am here

Breeze coming in the window glides across my bare arms

easing the Arimidex or maybe Zoloft induced heat

talk about hot flashes

menopauses has nothing on this

a change happened unnoticed

in the child like state of my body at the time

the wind riffles the hairs on my arms and the pages of my journal

and I feel the tiniest speck of rain through the window screen 

it cools my spirit along with my body

as the dishwasher drowns out the sound of the pique in my head

another ink cartridge waiting beside me eases me back to level spirits 

and each note from my son’s fingers on his guitar

eradicates my angst.

I raise my face to the wind and darkening skies

and the heat creeps away

the rain soaked wooden slats of the deck outside the window

mirror the trees beyond

and my foothold in the world

I am here to stay

Gilmour Ave

Walking down Gilmour Ave with you and your father

Where we have brought you to your new apartment

I stretch my neck to look up at you but can’t see your eyes through your sunglasses

You showed us through the rooms of your new home, the warm sunlight bouncing off the new parquet floors onto your face

And I knew we had to leave you here

Even though I wanted to stay and protect you from being alone

But you are anxious to get back there now, wanting to set up your computer

As you walk us past the old-new houses along the street

You are with us but you are not

And that has to be enough in this golden moment in time

Our nest is not quite empty, as your sister has returned temporarily

Of course, your father and I have each other

And the icy spot warms, thinking that you’re only an hour away

I’ll be able to go into your room in a few days

And not feel sad that there are only discarded socks there as evidence of your recent residence

Although I’ll want to jump into my car and land on your doorstep

I will give you your space instead

You have arrived.

Coffee mouth

The first coffee of the day

tastes like the retreating days of summer

bitter, yet unthinkable that I do without it

and like a fool I am going back to the city early

for some kind of job interview

cutting my time short in this refuge

while husband and son holiday on

Six a m coffee and the bitter knowledge that I go towards a foregone conclusion 

but it’s a draw as to whether I’m a demented optimist or plain masochist

trying to haul myself out of a bog with a straw

why do I keep trying, even though the coffee has wakened me to reality?

I draw in hope with every breath I take, that’s why. 

