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Holding Your Hand Through the School Gate of June

The First Time I Walked You to the School Gate

Child, do you still remember,

on your first day of first grade,

it was I who first walked you to the school gate.

Your backpack was wider than your back,

and your hand inside my palm was only a small warm lump.

The school gate was a sea of people, you turned to look at me,
I gently nudged you forward, and you turned and ran back,
pressing a candy into my hand, saying, come pick me up after school,
this candy is the deposit.

Child, I still cannot bear to eat that candy,

it sits beside your certificates of merit,

tangerine flavored, long since gone hard,

yet it is the earliest June 1st our family ever had.

Mom’ s Candy Jar

Child, Mom has a candy jar you cannot see,

and every morning when we squeeze hands at the school gate,
one more candy drops into it.

On the days you dawdled it counted as half,

on the days you ran in then turned back to wave it counted as two.
Six years on, the jar is full,

Mom pours it out to count and cannot finish counting,

and every candy has the same line written on it,

be happy today too.
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Child, you ask what to do when the jar is full,

Mom tells you, when it is full I give it all to you,

you carry them as you grow up,

one candy per step of the road, sweetening one stretch of the road.
Now It Is My Turn to Hold Your Hand

Dad, I have counted,

that streetlamp at the school gate has 1it our hand-holding more than a thousand

times.
Before, you held me, my shadow small, your shadow big,
the two shadows overlapping on the ground into one tree.
Now my shadow has grown tall and stands beside yours,
like two trees leaning on each other.
Dad, six more years from now,
you reach out your hand to me, and I will hold yours,
still starting from the school gate,
still walking that road that smells of candy wrappers.
Dad says, okay,
but before holding hands, one candy each first,
that is the rule, set ever since the day you started first grade.
The Candy Wrapper Boat
Mom, when you held my hand at the school gate today,
the candy in my pocket pressed against me once.
I unwrapped it and folded the wrapper into a little boat,
and put the candy into your mouth, saying, a reward for you,
a reward for standing at the same school gate for six years.
Mom speaks with the candy in her mouth, all muffled,

as if her mouth holds a whole June inside.
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She asks, and what about this candy wrapper boat.
I say, put it in the water bowl on the windowsill,

so it keeps rowing, for the two of us, toward the school gate.
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