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November Morning
The moon hangs exactly over the bottom of the street at 6:00 a.m. when my mother  and I leave to spend the morning taking care of my grandson. She is 45 years into MS and the scarring on her brain is catching up with us. Oliver is 2 ½ and most days he dances with happiness when she comes. The moon had spun itself down to a swoop of light so fine and subtle I almost thought I wasn’t seeing right. There was some fog and the fog-white curve of moon barely glowed against the barely graying sky. “The moon is beautiful,” I said. I say so little anymore—pulling into my own motherless quiet, afraid of how my words will go wandering inside her head into the wrong rooms. “See? So beautiful.” I turn and see her peering hard, her hands clenched in her lap, out her side window, intent on every piece of beauty she can gather to herself these days. “The front,” I say, “Look straight ahead,” and pause the car for a bit—no one’s behind us at the corner needing us to move—so she can look. 
