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Kimalisa Kaczinski

About a River
 
I’ve crossed the Mississippi
in a car over the bridge
but I have not tasted the water. Nor have I
felt it run through my fingers, or used the wetness
as a comb. I’ve seen many a river, floated on my back
in one, and hid like a child in the grass near another.
The Mississippi eludes me.
 
We drive near it so many times, Dwayne and I, and I always
ask, how far is it to the river from here? Or, where would I walk
to see the river? I’m curious about the flow, Dwayne tells me
about the dredging and the depth but I want to know,
does it sweep the dirt away? Would the water cleanse
my body like holy water? If I made the sign of the cross
with the water of the Mississippi would I be whole?
 
I still think about Riley and his short life. He only lived
three days. I held Riley before he died and his body was soft
like a spirit. At the funeral, I waited for everyone to leave
and I spent time with Riley, I touched his face. I wished
him a smooth passage and smiled that in such a short
period of time, he brought us an immense amount of joy.  A miracle
some might say.
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I’d swim in the Mississippi if I could, if there was a swimming
hole made somewhere on the river, I would let my body sink
and touch the bottom. I’m drinking coffee this morning, made right here
in New Orleans and I realize how blessed I am to live here
in this grand state. I think about all the states that this river
passes through. How are lives defined by the river? That’s what I want
to know. If I touch the water of the Mississippi three times
will a miracle occur?
 
We’ll drive over it again today. I’ll tell Dwayne I want to stop.
Today is the day I will get out of the car, find my own way
of getting there and splash some of the water on my face.
I’ll think about Riley more at the water’s edge. But, I’ll be
smiling. I’ll let the water cool the heat of my body. I’ll maybe
even pray, send a quiet message to God and tell him to take care
of our boy. This is how all poems end.
 
I’ll cross the Mississippi today.


