Shine
All bent over and on my knees

I was wiping the kitchen linoleum

With a dish rag
When the circular swipes

Caused smudges I wanted erased.

From living room Berber

I could hear the soothing sound

Of the vacuum,
Felt sleepy;

The circles came more slowly,
And I was within them

A reflection

With my mother.

She/I exchanged the dish rag
For one of Dad’s old clean A shirts;

We took a case knife in one hand and one hand,
And the round yellow tin of Johnson’s paste wax

In the other and the other,
And we prized the convex lid free,
One side first like a paint can lid.

We made a rag ball

And rubbed it up in the orange wax

As if it were a baseball needing mud.
Then we opened it—
Orange and white cream sickle.

As we waxed circles,

The smudges disappeared under a drying white film.

We could no longer see reflections,

So we took a Hanes T

And put our backs into the buffing.

Did that old linoleum shine, shine

Like the bottom of a salt and lemon juice-polished

Copper-bottomed pot?

Yes it did,

But I was alone reflected
Because the sweeper

In the next room had been switched off as had my dream.

I picked up the open can of Johnson’s

To smell what seemed good enough 

To eat.

I remembered the smell

From the spring of ‘52

When my mother, pregnant with me,

Wanted the linoleum floors of her rented nest 
To shine.

