Paying Respects

—remembering grandmother

Her ashes descend from the sky after cremation,
scattering like pigeons, joyous, then dispersing.
The film chooses when to fade back into the lens
and a time to hide, while in the mourning hall—
bald trees shed their dry leaves in cold shivers.

The wrinkles of her eyes deepened in the ever-burning
cooking fire. At daybreak I light the stove and carry
books to study somewhere far from home. The long-
distance bus braves pale blue hours and clear thunder.
Herbal lozenges cure my travel sickness.

In writing I trace the family’s history and environs.
Y our repertoire of recipes has gone with you.

We no longer know how to make fish braised

in old vinegar, rock candy and soy sauce. I cook
now, emptily facing the guilt-ridden worship bowl.

Memories are like flakes of skin on creased foreheads.
Each power line pigeon feather is distinct.

The lily bouquets coil and swirl to reveal

the glimmer of her eyes returning,

reflecting the candlelight on the altar.
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