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Remnants 
by Gayelene Carbis 

My mother. I feed her, mush in a spoon that seeps down her chin. No teeth, only 
gums. Half-dead eyes. Cold blue mouth opening like a fish. Who she used to be is 
forgotten. And me? I am forever young. Life pulses in my veins in my green silk suit. 
Mascaraed eyes and sheer loose legs. In America I see Twelve Angry Men. In New 
York, no less. At NYU I am not new, not old, not easy. I go to Niagara Falls twenty-
seven times. 
 
My opus is opera. I soar with singers, arm myself with arias. The black hole of naked 
throats. My mother is abandoned, living that small life left to her now. My thesis is 
about children, separation and loss. Someone wants to sue me for what I say about 
mothers. Someone screams at me from across the corridor as I’m closing my door. 
My husband doesn’t write. I am like some poor old dear, who has no one. America is 
not quite the dream you dream. 
 
Last night I dreamt my mother was sucking at my small breast. My chest grew thin, 
skeletal, and I grew old, my bones seemed about to break. I tried to soothe, to 
reason, but still she sucked, an infant starved and greedy. ‘You were a perfect child,’ 
she told me. ‘You never left me dry.’ 
 
My throat grows sore from the effort of one-way conversation. There is no sign. 
Send me a sign. I still believe. In choir at church, the woman beside me sings off-
key. I find that almost offensive. I want to tell her: Don’t you know God is listening?  
 
And then one day, I started singing a song you’d taught me. Singing and looking 
vacantly out the window, watching the flowers. And when I turned, the light in your 
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eyes stopped me. I kept right on singing and you looked at me as if you saw me. You 
opened your mouth like a soprano and sang every word. 
 
Now, you have receded. A line here, a word there, is all that remains. I have come 
back from America. You were slowly dying. Now, you are dying a little quicker. But I 
remember the light that day after turning from the flowers and I will sing and sing 
and keep on singing, even after you have gone. Remnants are enough for me. 
 


