Us & Mom & Dad

On nights when Dad drives Mom to work,
before pressing the gas, he thanks her for
depolluting him.

We're in the living room watching as Mom
grabs her backpack that has much of
everything and nothing in it, a mask on before
she even gets to the hospital. Dad turns to us,
saying, “You guys should thank me for picking
the best woman in the world to be your mom.”
We nod and smile. His hand instinctively
begins rubbing the arm that Mom instinctively
swats at. We shoo away at the flies that come
out of Dad’s mouth in the name of flattery and
the fruity gum he can't go a day without. Mom
doesn't accept nor deny the compliment. Dad
doesn'’t take it back. Still, she doesn't believe it
because the statement is heavy and she didn't
get enough sleep.

We're reading in between the lines, trying to
figure them out. When did their reliance turn
into resentment? Where does resentment
transform into gratitude? How is gratitude
only made up of four letters? Dad’s fingers
find Mom’s back and something about it feels
oddly intimate like they more than mean it
when they call each other baby and all the
memories of our childhood are from an
alternate universe created to villainize. Here,
they are our heroes, and it feels good to be
saved.

Dads quick to tell us the story about how Mom
nearly ripped the marriage certificate days
before their wedding. Mom furrows her brows
because she can't forget hurt, especially the
hurt that she thee wed. We don't know if she
skimmed the fine print of the contract but it's
been over 25 years now. Her signature has
never changed and her ring still fits. Dad's ring
is easy on the eyes, a blue gem in the center.
Take the rings off, and they leave a shadow.
Each glaring tan line is proof that without
each other, flaws are inescapable. So they run
off together like lovers do, with pens in their
hands, the same last name, and rent owed at
the end of the month.



Here, Mom is. Her beautiful silhouette is now
in the doorway. Their hands find each other,
and we can't help but wonder if Dad thinks
Mom'’s hands are clammy or Mom thinks Dad’s
are too rough. Our thoughts are shut down as
the front door closes. A gust of wind is all they
leave behind. Their burdens are now held by
two who might kill each other if they think too
much about the words lost in forgiveness.

Most nights, we don't get tucked in. But
somehow, tonight, we can feel Dad’s hands
with Mom'’s heat still on them, curling around
the wheel and our sheets, telling us to sleep
well.



