            I Remember You
My mother was never made of lace,
More denim and gravel roads
A voice that could cut
Through storms,
A heart stitched with strength
Hands that worked hard
Beneath the grit of survival
Then came the fog, slow unraveling
Slow, creeping, merciless=Alzheimer’s
She turned into something delicate
To something fragile, 
Something childlike,
She giggled at a picture books,
The woman who once scolded the world now 
Marveled at its simplest wonders
In that nursing home
We talked in circles
She asked my name
If I had children
If I was happy
And I answered again and 
Again
On my last visit,
I walked her to the elevator
The doors began to close
The world shrinking between us-
And then she looked at me,
Eyes suddenly clear,
As if the clouds parted for 
The last sunrise.
I remember you, she said
“You are Rhonda”
And just like that the years came
Rushing back
Her voice, my name,
The weight of all our love
In one fleeting moment of light
