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M
o th r H 1

Those mushroom h ,,,d prints . . . •·i-l I ,(1hcr cng1 nccr�sh 1. ' in, e1 �'"kd us ,,s "11. s l 1l I 
<. n1. <. ( tlw ddnlch f rojecls for a r ainy
summer s 1..fa) she or '"anized-

a d istraction that appealed more read
i
ly 

than tencin gaud ny lon pellet s  

into beastl forms that overspilled wh en bake
d
, 

becomin g  sloppy three-trunked 
elephan ts or tigers with four blobs 
for paws. And even b uild ing forts 

from P layschool blocks to act out Armageddo n
o n  the plains of Midd le Eart h  

was not as cool or curious. Our mo ther 
was a maker ,  knittin g  sw eat ers,

sprouting ferns from spores 
on bricks, and puffin g  Fren ch c roiss ants 

from dough she' d rolled and fold ed over
many time s, interlar

din

g it 

with butter-all that taken-for-gran ted craft
tha t  m ot hers have bequ eat hed

to daughters sin c e the first clock gonged,
an old black magi c  used to cook ie-c ut 

a second self. And ha1f-app a lled, 
w e  came t o  s ee  she'd conjured us her self,

"roasting" babies i n her 11

oven," as 
s
he 

o
nce 

e
xpla ined, u ntil w e'd poppe

d 
ou

t whol

in perfect shape, although her f
a

bl
worried me because i t  painted her

as H�el and Gretel's canni bal antago n
ist and nugh t  she s

h
ove me

ba ckw
ards 

' 

4 0  



i.JltO coal and fire if I misbehaved? For lack
of any girls, then, she taught her boys 

hoW best to disa�tic�ate a new, young
toadstool and ad1ust its armature, gills down,

on coarse black paper. A Pyrex dish, 
placed over it, would concentrate 

the fungal mind and prod its dissipating 
force to write an overnight goodbye. 

Next day, we'd lift the glass 
and gingerly unpeel the squishy 

toadstool cap. Beneath, a spider's riddle 
would appear, imprinted by the mushroom's 

under-rim upon the surface of the page in negative, 
frail mercury doodling the dark. 

Was it the outline of an eerie, lunar web 
with mithril spokes? Or the x-ray 

of a slice of midnight's fruit embossed with sticky, 
meteoric drool? She never told us 

what it meant, and all that I recall 
is fascination and a trace 

anxiety returning from our effort 
to decode, as if an echo of every being's birth 

and death had resonated, very faintly, 
on our kitchen tabletop. A squirt 

of Aqua Net preserved our shared disquie�g.
Weeks later, our awe grown stale, she'd jettison

our_handiwork, forsaking sorcery
llntil the Moon and all her underlings

rose up again through scorch and thunder·
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