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By Daniel J. Bressler, MD, SDCMS-CMA Member Since 1988

Finding no suitor in Oaxaca

You convinced widowed mother and aunt

To jump the easy border with you to San Diego.
Crumpled 1950s dollars for hard labor

Fed and housed your little family of women.
Housekeeping instructions you learned,

And The Pledge of Allegiance.

I first met your mother at La Clinica de Salud.

Her breathing was short and we had free med samples.
At every visit she draped a silk scarf over her shoulders
An irrevocable connection to feminine elegance

Its burgundies and silvers a world away

From the institutional exam room furniture.

You yourself are now past 80, “Blanca Joven,”
And no longer scrubbing floors in upscale Bonita.
Unused to having problems of your own,

You giggle apologies for your pains and debilities.
Larded tamales and tortillas are not the usual diet
I prescribe for edema and hypertension.

And yet, the years roll on taking you with them.

Twenty years now since we buried your mother.
I, too, left La Clinica, that place where poverty
Was always first on the problem list.

You promised to follow me and true as your smile
Here you are in my office, 3 bus changes

Up from South County, always early,

Always eager with your deaf aunt in tow

Calling “Hola, doctor!” across the waiting room.

I remember visiting your mother housebound at the end.

She served me a sopa “reserved for honored guests”

And honored I was by the broth and performance.

She glanced flirtingly at me between gasps for oxygen.

Half sorceress, delaying death with her spells;

Half coquette taking the digoxin only to please her gringo doctor
Hiding her bulging neck veins with that silk scarf.

She smiled as you smile now, taking out Tia Herminia’s pills
Laying them on the countertop of the exam room

For my blessings and rearrangements.

For so long I have felt overpaid by your family’s gifts:

Your example of devotion to your mother and her sister;
The way Herminia holds my face in her hands at each visit
And beams, “Mi doctor!” as if along search has just ended.
The way “Blanca Vieja” used her scarf to signal me

That love is a mystery stronger even than death. SDP
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