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Sons and Fathers – Brighton Beach 

  

In the palm of his hand 

I tried to be perfect and I was.  My two sandled feet 

the width of his one great hand – my soles rooted 

to his life line, mound of Venus, mound of Mars.  

Held high, an acrobat stunt, or an offering to the Gods, 

I was not afraid of him but perfect in his hand, face, smile - 

our same curly hair -  

my baby coat buttoned high with one round collar scalloping 

my fat cheek.  I grew and he had to use two hands 

to keep me – one foot in each hand – his balance was my balance.  

I grew and he used his feet on my hip bones to suspend me above him. 

I grew and his hand supported my back to push me forward. 

I grew and he placed his hands on my shoulders to slow me down. 

  

We have the same ears but it was his brown eyes that held me 

brought joy, sorrow, sharpness and obsidian anger.   Taller, I grew, 

still trying to be approved, to be perfect, always wanting 

to be held high again 

held that sacred again but I know 

if I stood on his hands now 

I would crush him. 
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