
cycle of mothers and daughters

last week I1 glanced in the mirror quickly
as I1 hurried by the bathroom with an armload
of dirty socks

but it was your face I1 saw
staring questioningly back at me
not mine

startled I1 istoppedstopped and drew closer
examining for the record
the few strands of graying hair
the puffy eyelids the creased face

and it was your weathered hand
that tried in vain to smooth back the wrinkles
not mine

I1 used to think our paths were worlds apart
you and 1I and now find that after all
I1 have met you on your path in the process
of finding mine
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