Energy

Last night at my daughter’s, near Blaine,
she did her best to tell me

what went wrong

between her mother and me.

“Energy. You two’s energy was all wrong.”
She looks like her mother

when her mother was young.

Laughs like her.

Moves the drift of hair

from her forehead, like her mother.
Can take a cigarette down

to the filter in three draws,

just like her mother. I thought

this visit would be easy. Wrong.

This is hard, brother. Those years
spilling over into my sleep when I try
to sleep. To wake to find a thousand
cigarettes in the ashtray and every
light in the house burning. I can’t
pretend to understand anything:

today I’ll be carried

three thousand miles away into

the loving arms of another woman, not
her mother. No. She’s caught

in the flywheel of a new love.

I turn off the last light

and close the door.

Moving toward whatever ancient thing
it is that works the chains

and pulls us so relentlessly on.



