
Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal 

Volume 10 Issue 2 Article 2 

January 2011 

My First Mother My First Mother 

Francine Witte 

Follow this and additional works at: https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Witte, Francine (2011) "My First Mother," Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal: Vol. 10: Iss. 2, Article 2. 
Available at: https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol10/iss2/2 

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by The Open Repository @ Binghamton (The ORB). It has 
been accepted for inclusion in Harpur Palate: a Literary Journal by an authorized editor of The Open Repository @ 
Binghamton (The ORB). For more information, please contact ORB@binghamton.edu. 

https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate
https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol10
https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol10/iss2
https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol10/iss2/2
https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate?utm_source=orb.binghamton.edu%2Fharpurpalate%2Fvol10%2Fiss2%2F2&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://orb.binghamton.edu/harpurpalate/vol10/iss2/2?utm_source=orb.binghamton.edu%2Fharpurpalate%2Fvol10%2Fiss2%2F2&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:ORB@binghamton.edu


Mv F1RST MOTHER 
Francine Witte 

Not the one she turned 
into, but the young, dizzy 
girl who got through college 
with arc history and no boys. 

Oh, they were all in Europe, 
your father, too, she would say 
when she became my second mother. 
standing at the sink, swirling suds 
on the dinner dishes. 

And then, my third, fourth 
and fifth mother. Each one lost 
in a circle of smashed plates 
and money fi ghts. Packed suitcases 

that never left the house. 
T ill one day, she was gone. 
No fo rwarding address. 
My father blamed the hippies, 

all that free love and 
nor knowing a good war 
when they saw it. l watched him 
wither after chat. Slow kill 
of lonel iness. No bullet 

could even touch. Soon, 
l grew past my own 
first self. College, 
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marriage, divorce. 

Till one day, the phone. 
My final mother calling 
from L.A. A lifetime 

crunched in her gravel 
voice. Sorry, she said 
and J'll call again, which, 

of course, she never did. 
She backed off just enough 
to ler my first mother 

return, dizzy with art history 
and waiting for the man 
she would marry to come back 
from a beautiful war. 
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