Gill Ward
Motherkind
Because I cannot be with you

to grip your hand and do the

 rubbing your shoulders stuff

and the smoothing of your forehead

with a cool cloth

and agreeing with you and holding you close

and saying ‘that’s frightening

but I know a way to stop it ’

when you say things like

‘the evil man is

coming to kill me’.

 I can still answer your calls at 2am

I can still send around cakes and 

guacamole and crackers.

For all the good it does as I sit here wringing 

my useless hands.

And cooking, cooking your favourite foods

like a witch at a caldron,

and reading the poems you like

 over the cold telephone

hoping you cannot hear the 

large raindrop tears 

dribbling into my mouth
drowning me...

Panic

There were:

 no earthquakes

no hurricanes

no wild fires
no floods

no shootings.

But we clung-together

all night long.
In the be-kind season.

In the quiet time

when I was silent

like the all others

and mostly alone but for

the carers with masks

and medication and 

‘how are yous?’

Somehow they sensed it –

the voices – 

and this time they

were warm and friendly and 

comforting.

And lo and behold I could see them

 there were no introductions.  

No need for it. I knew them.
I Knew them! All of them.

My old friends my dear ones and better

the dead ones came back.

They loved me. Oh the relief.

My companions.

I am pleading

‘Please don't send them away.

Please.

You take the medication yourselves.

I need them.
They love me...
