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b i n weed
w looked like an oval of overgrow u
/) front yard, beyond the stones of the flowerbeds, near

the black mailbox on the post. He did not know that for

weeks I had been carefully tending and watering it, as 2 few
heir pink heads above the green mass,

rimroses floated t : 2
l\)mfurled their delicate bonnets. With dozens of buds waiting

e were on the brink, everything popping Ope;

ine, W .
S ¢ flower bengs from under the

spite the headlines, all swee
iioind remembering what they were supposed t0 do. =
He mowed it down with the old push lawn mower 3
out of town—he didn’t ask his father, who knc.zw ho.w pre o
e—his father was in the back while this was hap
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sen sn’t a second thought—why
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mother do when she comes out here with the old shovel and
the bucket and the mysterious sacks of rose food and mulch,
poking around in the earth, trimming, the clippers in her
pocket, bending to the wild tangle of jasmine on the fence, the
Dutchman’s-pipe, the happy oregano, the funny cacti crowd-
ing together in complicated profusion like a family, the minia-
ture chiles—what does she do, why is this here?

He just cut it down. It wasn’t easy.

He must have pushed really hard to get it to go.

When I stood outside in my nightie the next dreamy-sweet
morning at dawn after returning home on the midnight plane,
watering my bluebonnets snapdragons butterfly bush lantana,
wanting to feel tied to the earth again, as I always do when I
get home, rooted in soil and stone and old caliche and bam-
boo and trees, a hundred years of memory in their trunks and
bushes we didn’t plant, and the healthy esperanza never los-
ing her hope, and the banana palms poking out their fine and
gracious greenery, when I suddenly saw what was gone, what
wasn’t there, not there, impossible, I was so shocked 1 let the
hose run all over my bare feet. The cold stun of fury filled me,
sorrow rising and pouring into questions: who could do this,
why, why, how could anyone? I thought of the time my daddy
came home to find every head cut off his giant sunflowers
ight after they had opened their faces to the sky, and only the
mpty stalks remaining, heads slashed to the ground, his dis-
elieving sorrow as he went to his room and lay down on the
ed and closed his eyes, and I thought, I will not mention this,
\m too sad to mention it, this is the pain of people every-
here, this is the pain this year deserves.
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But at breakfast I went a little strange like the lady down
the street who shows up at people’s doors with a snarling dog
and a hammer in her pocket, I went wild and furious and he
swore they just looked like weeds to him, why hadn’t I
warned him, why did I only tell Dad?

I pointed them out to you weeks ago, I said.

He said, I don’t remember flower things like that.

And it was the season of blooming and understanding. It
was the season of pulling weeds in other corners, hiding from
headlines, wondering what it would do if the whole house had
been erased or just the books and paintings or what about the
whole reckless garden or (then it gets unthinkable but we
make ourselves think it now and then to stay human) the
child’s arms or legs, what would I do? If I did not love him,
who would I become?




