
Ah-ha! Here she is
with her front wheel turned across,         

waiting.
I have seen her

until I couldn’t see her
beside the extra fridge

in my father’s garage.
She is

camouflaged by her constant
presence. She is hidden 

in the depths 
of gloomy accumulation. She looks 

over her shoulder        like a slim
antlered animal: elusive, blue

nervous. Always I urged her
to escape. Now I see that she

could never go               alone.
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My Mother, Reborn as a Bicycle


