Compensation

my brother and i misbehaved

there was a briefcase of brown leather

behind the head of my father’s bed

my brother said he had something to show me

and i wasn’t surprised when he led me to that briefcase

i already knew what it held inside

what surprised me was when he popped it open

talk about forbidden fruit

there it lay on the bed

the briefcase

holding

one hundred thousand dollars

stacks of money in neat rows

just like in the movies

“want some?” my brother asked

already handing me a little stack

wrapped by a paper with the number 2000 on it

i didn’t say no that time, or the two times after that

it was a great summer….

sort of

my mother was in an institution in new york city

and my father became a born again alcoholic once she was gone

abandoned by both, the money was our solace

our way of blocking our parents from our minds

the way they had blocked us from theirs

of course we were caught, and I didn’t mind

in fact, i was glad

my father sighed and said,

“the money was yours, all you had to do was ask.

now you have to live with the guilt of stealing from your own father.”

then he went back to the bar

and i began to cry, because i would have given all of the money back

plus more

if it meant that he would stay

if it could have made him open his eyes and really see us again

see that we were his children

and we missed him

