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My sister is teaching me to make the plaster cast

that holds up my fa th e r. It must be poured eve ry day

and applied by a daughte r. She passes the job to me.

The cast cove rs the front of his body,

a round one side, and part of his fa c e .

We can’t decide if we are keeping him alive

or keeping the illusion of alive n e s s ,

p ropping up a corpse to stand in the wo rl d

l i ke a pro sth etic self. My sister says ,

“See, this is how you attach his arm,”

and his arm is skinny and limp. Sometimes a little life

m oves in the right eye. I keep checking for it.

T h e re is no qu e stion that our wo rk as wo m e n

is to present this man as someone sta n d i n g .

T h e re is no qu e stion that our wo rk as wo m e n

is to hold up the wo rld, present ours e lves sta n d i n g ,

a r m o u red, checking for life .
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