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I TAKE MY MOTHER WITH ME EVERYWHERE 

 

 

In dream, 

we are going to Alaska, but she doesn’t 
 

have any boots. She reminds me— 

the lake she has always wanted 
 

to see, southern waves lapping a green shore. 

But we are going to Alaska 
 

where beneath the lichen and moss 

the land is forever frozen, 
 

permanently impermeable, 

as she is. 
 

 

 

 

AFTER 

 

 

Where does fear go when it dies— 

no, that’s not the right question, 

it was never fear who lay 

beneath bleached sheets, caged eyes wild, 

then not. Now fear’s talons have 

nowhere to land. Mother’s safe 

in ground. Above, I circle. 
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