Voyage 

     —my mother speaks to her sister, Alvina

I never knew your childhood.

You went to live in Cohocton 

with Aunt Emily and Uncle Al, 

and I was sent to the Hillside Orphanage.

After a decade apart I wondered

if we would ever connect as sisters.

We healed in our twenties,  

wore matching dresses to dances at Loon Lake

where suitors paid ten cents each for a chance

to whirl us across the hardwood floor.

We sunned at the beach with wealthy girls 

who befriended us. We saved for months 

for that cruise to Cuba

on the Swedish boat Corinthia.

Wake up, Alvina!

Do you remember the lizards in Havana —

the white uniform you wore to the hospital pharmacy

for almost half a century?
Now, you store trinkets in your old brassieres:

lockets, lace, a keychain from K-Mart.

B-cups make the best containers, you say,

when you can sequence your thoughts.

Last week I found a bra in the bathtub,

a nameless cotton ship

sailing toward the drain

with your dentures in the hold.

Pieces of you 

scattered all over the house—
a wig in the kitchen, the artificial breast

resting like a flower near the commode.
Alvina, I promise you my presence

on your voyage to ninety-six.

We leave the dock, the words behind us,

together through the tangled wind.   
 


