
Sketches of Life in the 

Father-Lane
Attachment
The children spontaneously link hands/sing Here We Go Round The Mulberry Bush. They're smiling, loving the movement, the song, the act of traditional creation. Lily smiles with pleasure, perplexity and involvement - a mix of What Am I Doing? and Look At Me! I feel strangely disengaged, like watching an uninvolving movie. Who are these people? Who are the children, my children? These people? People in their own right with really nothing to do with me. It's the complement/opposite of my total or over-involvement with them when they're part of me, sometimes too much part of me. When I can't see beyond me, myself and my projections of myself. 

The moment passes when they're not me, in which I'm objective and detached - not cold but the witness to this tiny segment of the drama of their life. Then I am back in to relationship with them, relationship to myself, to my world -a world I could almost believe in and could never not experience.

SYMBOL 108 \f "Monotype Sorts"
Illness
Holding his little body over the steaming, vaporous bath feeling each pain-wracked contraction of his dry cough - he is only a baby so he reminds me of our shared mortality. Holding him in the bathroom 'til I am feeling faint at one in the morning, then tucking him in bed with my wife - both of us too worried to look at each other. An arm around your shoulder then the practical pronouncement, "Wake me if you need me. I'll sleep two hours then we could do it in shifts." A nod for the common sense.

In the morning woken by his coughing. Lying in bed with tense limbs imagining everything. Other children wake too soon, seem so healthy. Memories of waking dreams of his death like the imprint of his body in my aching shoulder. Awareness of mortality and brevity so all is set aside - lesser concerns - to care for him. Oil burner, tinctures and teas, herb foot-bath, sponging down, wet towels on the radiators, you reading the books, thinking the thoughts, mapping out the right things to do. Walking him around the warm, humid room... and round... and round...
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