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TIME MOTHERS



I
Today I wanted to write a letter to my mother. Something along the 
lines of confessing I was having trouble living. Difficulties with the 
basic stuff- picking up the phone, sometimes with breathing, not 
panicking at the sight of strangers, passersby, police officers, bags 
and grocery stores. And the big one of getting out of bed in the 
morning. This all feels like a huge regression, a recoiling into fetus 
position. I am waiting for the day when I won’t need to burden her 
with this shit. Like when I can listen and not take. Or does she not 
mind my taking? I have no idea. 

II
It became pretty apparent my godmother is dying. Recently I have 
kept from her my illness and a growing fixation of wanting to unearth 
her whole life story. In our phone conversation I left all that out. We 
talked about the weather, baking and watching birds. I traded in my 
impulse for listening. I felt a little bit busted. A guilt via concealment. 
I tried as much as I could to not say anything that would make her 
worry but she always asked. Prodding with questions and by the 
end of the call she had dredged it all up. I could give her that. 

III
I recently have become obsessed with a sculpture in a park I pass 
by everyday on my ride home. It is the figure of a woman. Her arms 
draped around some serpentine and hoofed creature.  It could be 
a horse but it looks like something that was born in water. Its long 
neck and bulging eye more adept for sea than land. The woman is 
cradling the head of this animal. She no longer has a head of her 
own but rather a piece of bronze rebar sticking out of her neck. A 
week ago someone spray painted testicles where her ovaries would 
be and gave her nipples. 

IV
This morning I spoke with my mother and a childhood friend on 
my ride into work. It was nice to talk to them but a little heavy. 
In the middle of the day there was a downpour. The sound of the 
rain was beautiful and somehow made time feel suspended and the 
hours uncountable. Around 3:30pm I hit a wall and severely wanted 
to nap. My whole body felt warm as if preparing for some kind of 
upright sleep. By the time I left work it was dark out. I stopped by a 
Thai restaurant for take out and a beer at the bar. I went home and 
exchanged a few text messages while eating, before reading and 
then eventually falling asleep.



V
I stopped by the sculpture again today on my way home. It seems 
that in this time someone has come by and painted an A a few 
feet away and given her underwear. I think I have grown attached 
to this sculpture and I can’t tell if I am glad someone has clothed 
her. On one hand I liked the nudity, a sense of carelessness and 
freedom she brought to the park. On the other, I imagined that in 
the process of clothing her, they may have bathed her, caring for 
her headlessness and chipped fingertips.

VI
Another drawing appeared on the sculpture today. It may have been 
there before but I did not notice it. It was a few pale blue marks on 
the neck of the horse. A sort of sky blue when the day is alternating 
between various degrees of overcast. The drawing looked like it was 
made by a child or someone clearing out the nozzle of a can of spray 
paint. Like some kind of mistake made by aimlessness, accident or 
the circumstances of fumbling around in the nighttime. I imagined 
the sculpture speaking out. Speaking words of encouragement. 
Directing the painter to focus, to do a better job, if not for her 
reputation, for theirs. A headless woman uttering noises through 
the ground of the stone amphitheater around her. I wondered if her 
words made it through. If the painter knew she was watching out for 
them. Or maybe she was just silent about the whole thing. Checked 
out or in love with the animal she was tending to, unbothered by the 
marks made around her.

VII
My godmother died at 6:35 this morning. I drove around trying to 
find a place to land. I met a friend for a breakfast of eggs, bacon and 
pancakes. We ate way too much. The day felt like floating. I worked 
at my desk all afternoon. I felt a profound joy in the simplicity of 
filing a pile of paperwork that had been mounting and making 
labels. All afternoon I kept expecting someone to show up, walk 
through the door or at least one of those phone calls where there 
is only static at the other end. When I went home I took a shower 
and watched coverage of the upcoming election and a show about 
where food comes from.  



VIII
I had to make some plans to go home. I struggled with indecision. 
If, how and when to arrive and when to leave. I remember when 
my aunt was dying and eventually passed away a friend of mine 
told me I needed to go. I needed to see her. She said this with the 
stipulation that not everyone would need to go, but I needed to. 
That I would feel better if I did, that my aunt would want to see me. 
She was right. I could hear her voice now very clearly repeating the 
same words. I arrived late to work. On the way home I stopped by 
to visit the sculpture. Over the last few days someone has come by 
and encircled the A by the sculpture with a thick line- the symbol for 
anarchy with a mother.

IX
While visiting a friend who was recovering from a recent health 
scare she told me her plans for dying. Her wish is not wanting to be 
buried underground. In her most Aquarian form, she informed me 
she’d rather be cremated and dispersed into the air. Now tasked 
with her dying wishes, I wondered if her family knew and if it was 
insensitive for me to ask if I needed to bring gloves and dust mask. 
Her dust would fill my lungs. I am pretty sure of that. She also told 
me she would rather die alone than ever live in a nursing home 
or assisted living. I couldn’t really stand the idea of any of these 
things, of her suffering, so I listened more closely.

X
I visited the sculpture again today. I began to wonder how it got there. 
When I got home, I went online to try to find more information. The 
name of the sculptor, the committee that may have commissioned 
it, anything. A story about who/what the figure was supposed to 
depict. The year it was made. When it first appeared in the park. 
If there was any ceremony to announce her unveiling. Where did 
the stone come from? Was she a figure of war? Of peace? Of 
ambivalence? And what happened to her head? Where was it? In a 
local museum? Across the ocean? On a mantel in someone’s home? 
Smashed and embedded in the walkway around her pedestal?  I 
couldn’t find anything conclusive, just a few fragmentary details 
about the park, its history, and the other named statuaries of men, 
animals, and military fortifications. Bereft of any details, I imagined 
the sculptor as a woman. That she held and created the hands of 
the other woman. While carving her finger nails, her boneless arms, 
and knuckles she wore calluses into her own hands. My research 
was interrupted by a knock at the door. 
 



XI 
I was at the airport and a friend sent me a text message. We had a 
long exchange where she told me about her recent move into the 
mountains. It was a bit more rural than she expected and much 
different than what she was used to. But she seemed to be happy 
and settling in. She reminded me of a time when we were at a bar. 
I went to go to the bathroom and she was not far behind me. We 
were washing our hands together. Looking into one long mirror, I 
asked her if she thought it was weird that we have eggs growing, 
storing themselves inside of us and that once a month they release 
and expel themselves out into the world. She laughed. I boarded the 
plane a little after 11:30am. 

XII
It’s a really rainy day today. I was driving home from my cousin’s 
back to my parent’s house. The whole ride I was battling with the 
windshield. The wipers were dragging across the glass, creating 
a fairly regular striped pattern of fog and dirt. The blade was not 
contacting the windshield and was just pushing road dust around. 
The rain had dug trenches in the side of the road. After a somewhat 
hazardous and long ride, we all ate dinner together and watched a 
television show about living in the rainforest with little other than a 
backpack, water purification tablets, a knife and some rope. There 
had to have been something else on the other side of the camera, a 
book, a helicopter, a cellphone, a camera crew.

XIII
Today I signed off with the image of Romulus and Remus feeding 
from the Capitoline wolf. It was an image, in this case a bronze 
reproduced so many times. I wondered, which one was the first one. 
Remus? or was it Romulus? With their hands upturned to the sky, 
as if receiving the sun or expecting rain. Their lips puckered and 
round. I remember the first one I saw was in a text book. The second 
one I saw was at the National Gallery. The stone plinth holding the 
wolf and the two babies was at neck height and required looking 
up into the underbelly of the wolf. I remember thinking civilizations 
happen when we are able to feed each other by hand, when we feed 
each other more.



XIV
I woke up early this morning and watched the dog sleep. As it rested 
its breath was somehow both shallow and deep. I felt a feeling similar 
to when you see some kind of hawk or maybe a vulture circling 
over. You can’t see what they are circling but in their all seeing 
overview they circle and circle. Sometimes I feel strongly that I may 
disappear. Its an irrational fear of vanishing. Plucked right out of 
thin air, like some kind of rapid dissolve you see in a horror movie 
or a sudden disappearance in a psychological thriller. Or maybe it is 
some sort of metaphysical magic trick. Something based in a very 
deep and literal reality, blunt, mysterious and unexplainable.

XV
Three days later, back at home, I can’t say I am relieved. I was 
preoccupied all day with corners and looking up. Another drawing 
appeared near the sculpture of the woman in the park. There was 
a man walking and singing. I don’t think he knew I was there. 
The new drawing is a light gray-white, vertical squiggly line with 
two dots above it, placed between parentheses. I thought of it as 
some image of conception, a lone figure dancing, or the sound of 
someone singing. Or maybe it’s just a sort of symbol to depict the 
idea of creation, the idea of being born.

XVI
Today was difficult. I spent the afternoon in hospice with a friend who 
would likely soon succumb to cancer. I showed him some pictures 
on my phone, mainly images of nature- trees, dogs, a couple of 
clouds, and a sunset. Alongside these were images of moments 
during the day where something was lost, an object out of place or 
something drenched from the recent weeks of rain. It was hard to 
leave but I could tell he was growing tired and falling in and out of 
sleep. I waited with him while he rested. I knew that I would have 
to initiate the goodbye. On my way home I decided to stop by the 
sculpture. While walking up the steps, I tripped, slamming my chin 
against the top step. Gravel embedded in my knees, right elbow and 
left hand, my whole body tensed up, simultaneously warm and cold. 
I sat in a pile at the top of the stairs. Looking up at the sculpture, 
I wondered what her face looked like. If she was softly smiling or 
grimacing. I wondered what her relationship was to the animal. If 
she was tending to it. If she was feeding it. If it was wounded. If she 
was mending it or was it severely hurt and her job was to end its 
suffering? Maybe she was a veterinarian. I got up and paced around 
for a minute to gather myself, and then decided it best to go home.



XVII
I left early today. My morning routine and folding laundry went 
faster than expected. I didn’t feel like being at home and I figured 
I could use the time to take a walk before work or get another cup 
of coffee or read a printed newspaper. I stopped by the sculpture 
and I watched a few lone joggers. The early morning was very quiet. 
Nothing new had appeared on the sculpture. I sat with her and the 
animals. Being so visible, I felt vulnerable and isolated not moving. 
Sitting there at the foot of a one hundred year old figure, we both 
were exposed. Our just being there, bearing a bull’s eye for some 
unwarranted, not permitted activity to happen. Just waiting, solid 
and defenseless.

XVII
It was a really long day today. I stayed up late to make a loaf of 
bread. Unfortunately in the process of mixing, kneading and rising, I 
forgot the salt. In an effort to save the loaf, I sprinkled some salt on 
the top and then baked it. While waiting for the bread I half listened 
to a podcast about mountains, fossils and how the seabed rose up 
a long time ago and trapped all kinds of plants and animals, living 
beings, preserving them in layers of dissolve and sediment. I finally 
finished baking and fell asleep sometime around 2am.

XVIII
I brought the loaf of bread to my friend today. It was really, really 
dry. Luckily we had a lot of butter. I unpacked the butter from the 
gold covered, round plastic cases. We spread the wads of butter 
around together. The butter was cold and seemed to be more of 
an exfoliant to the bread’s surface rather than a lubricant. What I 
really wanted was a toaster, some jelly or maybe some cheese. Our 
fingers in our dry mouths, a strange set of words crossed my mind, 
but I didn’t speak them. Instead I uttered silently to myself.  Words 
that seemed random, fragmented but essential, “We are everywhere 
a form.”
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In re-

Dear Rehabilitators of Life,

Remember one another and the
reason for being here

recite the words
         the words lovingly,

remember being lost?

restrained
retained for longevity
recoiled and now recovered a dissolved wall 
 the establishment of edges
      and edges still

remember all the births
 born green, climbing over everything
remember all the births 
 there is a bog to the right
 that has been growing since before counting
 mountains to the left keep going
 again on the left, a tremendous and endless sea

reappearing and disappearing
run 
resilient
radiant
rain reaming in and
routed out
 somewhere towards returning

river - ancient and now absent
         where were we born in cities?

resources being unapparent would not
reciprocate exacting reflections but rather

restricted cycles
return more reticent,
 to give it time
repetition is habit rarely returned to measure.

Rare Time Tellers,

retell the carefully recorded silences 
recovered from a near recession or was it complete collapse?

retell the carefully recorded silences
rarely dug up, underground, and writhing

retell the carefully recorded silences,
retell them carefully- with care
 as clearly as possible

re-imagine, the largest and smallest speculations
reverted into restorative acts
re-imagine reciprocation as a selfless refurbishing
reciprocity, a repair of things already had to make better things
 to make things better

restoring speech, speak now slowly
resuscitating, memorizing whatever language is spoken in re-
remember all the births
 and the questions.
 is it that we forget that we need each other? 
 or is it some brutal, destructive, and silent belief 
 that we don’t need each other in the first place?
remember all the births
 forested in green, bold, blood red, raw umber underbrush
  all speaking in the pink tounged utterances of bubbles
remember all the births  
 and your mother, whoever she was
 who ever she is or would be or will be
remember all the births
 A reliquary singing
 bone and fragment born. 
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