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Atmost Touching
Every night I go to bed ear[y, hoping to see my mother in a dream
By Faiga Brant

ommy I hope you don't mind
me emptying out your freezer.

It's just that if I dorit, its con-
tents will get too comfortable
in there. Dusryblankets of ice

will form on your packages of meat and
pastry dough and peas, and they'll be stuck
in there forever, a backup plan for a supper
you'll never have a chance to make. That's
actually not a terrible thought, your grocer-
ies staying put like that. But never mind, I d
better clear them out.Tatty is going to need
the extra space now for all that takeout.

Oddly enough, this is not as dismal as I
imagined it would be, cleaning out vour
pantry of all the foods you fi1led it with, like
some kind of culinary estate sale (ha1f a

container of consomm6, a quarter-box of
fettuccine). I knowyou wouldnt have wanted
anl,thing to go to waste, and besides, sharing
has always been our language of love. And
what a luclg, arrangement we had to send
each other our little gifts! With Tatty and
Pinny working in the same office building,
they became our daily postmen for direct
delivery. I d send you some salted dark
chocolate truffies 1,ou just had to tryi or a
few fresh challah rolls for Shabbos; youd
send over a mini-bottle of vanilla extract
decanted from a giant one, or a Crock-Pot
when mine had broken the day before.

"Wait!" I'd say to Pinny as he rushed out
the door in the morning. "Can you take this
container of minestrone and remind my
father to bring it home with him? I want
my mother to try it."

"Arent you seeing Mommy on Thursday?"
he'd ask.

"We11, yeah. But this is way more fun."
Do you remember the cookbook you

compiled as a way to organize that chaotic
ple of magazrne clippings that always spilled
out ofyour kitchen cabinets? You typed up
all your favorite recipes, printed out an extra
copy for me and sent it via Husband Express.

I think that maybe I'11find comfort in the
wrinkled, sauce-stained pages, or that I'll
hear your voice or taste your cooking. But
one ofthe first recipes I read is so exqui-
sitely painful that I have to put it back on
the shelf; Fried Mozzerella Salad uith Bal-
sarnic Vinaigrette; a fr11ly little salad I dont
remember you ever making. Itt the way you
mistl.ped it that does me in: "Mozzerella,"
rvith an "e" instead of an"a," It makes you
all too human again, and at this moment
mvheartgrows arms andwraps them around
ml, throat like some vicious, carnivorous
plant and I simply cannot breathe.You know
that feeling,when you smell the perfume of
someone 1,ou love, and although she isnt
reall1'there,your senses are shouting and it
feels like she's standing in front of you, all
blood and beating heart.

That's how it is with everlthing you left
behind. YourjeweLT box,for instance, tucked
arvar. in your vanity drawer. I think of that
rvooden box and all that rests quietly in its
cushioned compartments and I want to wear
everJ.thing at the same time, pile them up.
A jangle ofprecious metals and gemstones,
it rvill bring you close. But then I wonder,
Do I dare open it? Will it shred me intopieces?
Is it eaen mine to hold?

"Welcome to the club no one wants to be
a part of "myfriend says.The club ofyoung
aveilim,I suppose she means. She lost her
father last year and still tears up at the
mention of him.Yet she smiles through her
grief; like it's a pesky old friend she has
learned to live with. "They're here," she says.
"Speak to them and they'll answer you."

With nothing to lose, I surrender my
disbeliefand talk to you over a sink ofdirty
dishes. "P1ease, Mommy. Ifyou're here, show
me."And like every other night before that,
I go to bed early and hope to catch a glimpse
ofyou in a dream.

Today I wake up to a call from Libby.

Tatty and I marvel over what a devoted
friend she was to you, both in health and in
its brutal absence. "I wasnt sure when the
right time would come for me to tell you
this,"she says, and begins describing a scene

that took place a few months back, when
we all thought that death was only for other
people. She told me that one Shabbos af-
ternoon,you and your friends were chatting
over teawhen one ofyou casuallywondered
who would inherit her jewelry collection
when the time came. Libby tells me, "Your
mother chimed in right away and said,
'When my time comes, I want my Faiga to
have everything."'

I was told that honoring one's parents is

sti1l a mitzvah, perhaps even a greater one,
when the parent is no longer alive. That I,
still encaged in this mortal body, can
somehow dispatch honor to you through a
delivery system far more mysterious than
our former United Postal Service of Hus-
bands. Any light I shine upon this world is
credited to you, by simple merit of being
your daughter. Death cannot break a spiri-
tual connection. Is it possible that in some
whispered way we can still share?

It sometimes feels like down here on Earth
we are all blind, as if there is so much to see

in existence but our physical form lacks the
right senses to perceive all of it. When I
think of you, I am like a blind woman
walking through a lush garden.You are there
amongst the radiant flowers,but my shroud-
ed eyes dont show me a thing. If I am lucky,
I might feel a gentle breeze or catch the
passing scent oflilac.lr must be my imagina-
rzaz,I think. Nothing can smell so deep and
clean and honeyed, so otherworldly. But
these blooms, sending out their heavenly
fragrance and blushing purple under the
warm sun, are so very close to me. Just a

breath away,yott see. Almost touching, yet
so far away. I
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