Indestructible

My mother loved plastic flowers.
they would not rot, 
scent one day turning to
odor the next.

She swished them in soapy water, 
rinsing with a sink hose,
then stood back, proud as
they drip-dried into newness:

Still, unbending, unlike
the ocean’s ride to a new life
without grandparents or Yiddish.

I never told my mother
I heard her flowers mocking
the petals stopped
like dowagers outside her window,
the gullies cut by rain,
the raw hands that washed
their little hard souls
into immaculate permanence.
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