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From that symbiotic relationship 

(where we all began) 

I saw you at each stage of estrangement.

We call our growing separation  “milestones”.

But I wanted to keep you where you started.

My memories play like silent movie vignettes

Blurred without time-spaces 

to show the distances between the images.

I didn’t miss any of your highpoints.

When you spoke, we cheered. 

And when you asked me to write down the world for you,

 I lauded you’re beginning to read so young.

 “Wrote daddy”, you said at 18 months.

Was it when you bit your best friend at 3,

Leaving 16 tiny pink tooth impressions in his round cheek

To announce the birth of your brother?

When did you become a man?

You wrote book reviews in the 3rd grade,

While most of your classmates were first stumbling to read.

Was it your first joy at riding a bike?

Or refusing to chant your Haftorah for me 

Until the day you became a Bar Mitzvah?

When did you become a man?

When passing up a ride with a drunk friend to call a taxi instead?

Or was it when you broke a window with an angry foot?

You cleaned up the glass on the patio,                                                                  but wouldn’t tell me why you were so angry. 

Was it when you went away for the first time or

 when you loved a woman, then had to go your separate ways? 

Were you a man when you sought companionship and strength 

amongst friends instead of family? 

Was it at graduation time when you have not yet, accomplished 

But, achieved  great accomplishments 

and we cheered and cried?

Or when you returned home with the love of your life,

When did you become a man?


