oday, walking down the street, I see my mother. She is strolling with a ANALYZE

happy gait, her body thrust toward the DON'T WALK sign and the yellow What can y
taxicabs that make forty-five-degree turns on the corner of Madison and :be ce?tral--su
Fifty-seventh Street. ' b

I have never seen her in this kind of neighborhood, peering into Chanel and
Tiffany’s and gawking at the jewels glowing in the Bulgari* windows. My mother
never shops outside of Brooklyn. She has never seen the advertising office where
1 work. She is afraid to take the subway, where you may meer those young black
milicant street preachers who curse black women for straightening their hair.
10 Yet, here she is, my mother, who I left at home that morning in her bathrobe,

with pieces of newspapers twisted like rollers in her hair. My mother, who
accuses me of random offenses as I dash out of the house.

&,
Qa@

offense (a-
a violation:
or social

Would you ger up and give an old lady like me your subway seat? In this state of
mind, I bet you don’t even give up your seat to a pregnant lady. '
&
My'mother, who is often right about thar. Sometimes 1 get up and give my seat.
Other times, I don’t. It all depends on how pregnant the woman is and whether
or not she is with her . . . husband and whether or not 4e is sitting down. @
As my mother stands in front of Carnegie Hall,? one taxi driver yells to
another, “What do you think this is, a dance floor?”
20 My mother waits patiently for this dispute to be settled before crossing the street. on this repe
do you thin

2

In Haiti when you get hit by a car, the owner of the car gets out and kicks you for  subject O_H
getting blood on fris bumper.

1. Chanel {sha-n&|'); Tiffany’s; Bulgari (Bl ga-ré): very expensive shops that sell luxury goads such
as designer clothing, perfume, glassware, and jewelry.

2. Carnegie Hall (kir'na-gé hai): a famous concert hall in New York City. : The Promenade, Fifth
: Bill Jackl
: 243.6 cm % 182.7 cm. PE
674 UNIT G: STYLE, VOICE, AND TONE * @ Bill Jacklin/Bridges




My mother who laughs when she says this and shows a large gap in her mouth @ SOCIAL 5]
where she lost three more molars to the dentist last week. My mother, who at.
fifty-nine, says dentures are okay. ‘
9@"
You can take them out when they bother you. I'll like them. I’ U lz/ee rbem fine.
¢Q
Will it feel empty when Papa kisses you? '
_ g
Ok no, he doesn't kiss i}ze that way anymore.
: @gé,
My mother, who watches the lottery drawing every mght on channel 11
30 wrthout ever having played the numbers
B
A third of that money 35 all T would need. We would pay the morigage, and your
father could srap drwmg t/aat taxicab all over Broo/elyn
N ) 96'3
1 follow my mother mesmerlzed by the many possrbdrties of her j Journey
Even in a flowered dress, she is lost in a sea of pinstripes® and gray suits, high
heels and: elegant short skirts, . . . sneakers, dashing from burldmg to burldmg.
My mother who Wont go out to dinner with anyone.
&
1? r/aey wzmt 1 eat wzt/a me, let them come to my bouse, even zf 7 boz! water and
gzve it to them.

&

My mother Who talks to herself when she Peels the skin off poultry

A
%;:?

40 Fat- Jou /maw and c/m[esteml Fat and cholesterol killed your aunt Hermine. @ @ STYLE
R 5 Why do yo

{ o N !

‘ choesesto

My mother, who makes jam with dried grapefruit peel and then puts in mother’s W

cinnamon batk that I always think is cockroaches in the jam. My mother,
whom I have always bought household appliances for, on her birthday. A nice
rice cooker, a blender.

1 trail che red orchids in her dress and the heavy faux* leather bag on her k
shoulders. Realizing the ferocious pace of my pugsit, I stop against a wall to rest. pursuit (par
- My mother keeps on Walkmg as though she owns the sidewalk under her feet.

As she heads toward the Plaza Hotel,’ a bicycle messenger swings so close to
her that [ want to dash forward and rescue her, but she stands dead in her

5o tracks® and lets him rrde around her and then goes on.

. pinstripes: fabrics with very thin stripes, usually used to make business suits.

. faux (fo): artificial but meant to look genuine.

. Plaza Hotel: a world- renowned hotel lecated near Central Park in New York City.
. dead in her tracks: perfectly still.
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My mother stops at a corner hot-dog stand and asks for sorhething. The vendor
ds her a can of soda that she slips into her bag. She stops by another vendor
ling sundresses for seven dollars each. T can tell that she is looking at an African
t dress, contemplating my size. | think to myself, Please Ma, don’t buy it. It
uld be just another thing I would bury in the garage or give to Goodwill,

| should we give to Goodwill when there are-so many people back home who

clothes? We save our clothes for the relatives in Haiti.

&
@

ﬁty years we have been saving all kinds of things for the relatives in Haiti.
the place in the garage for an exercise bike.
Only dggs like bones.

","¢$

mother of mine, she stops at another hot-dog vendor’s and buys a
furter that she eats on the street. I never kknew thar she ate frankfurters.
her blood pressure, she shouldn’t ¢at anything with sodium.” She has
careful with her heart, this day woman.®

ve pretry enough t6 be a stewardess.

s ‘ )
t just swallow salt. Salt is heavier than a hundred bags of shame.
a2
slowing her pace, and now I am too close. If she turns around, she might
I let her walk into the park before I start to follow again.
-mother walks toward the sandbox in the middle of the park. There a
an is waiting with a child. The woman is wearing 2 leotard with biker’s
nd has small weights in her hands. The woman kisses the child good-bye
urrenders him to my mother, then she bolts off, running on the cemented
hes.in the park.
child given to my mother has frizzy blond hair. His hand slips into hers
ike he’s known her for a long time. When he raises his face to look at
ther, it is as though he is looking at the sky.
mother gives this child the soda that she bought from the vendor on the
orner. The child’s face lights up as she puts . . . a straw in the can for
his seems to be a conspiracy just between the two of them. @
mother and the child sit and watch the other children play in the sandbox.
ild pulls out a comic book from a knapsack with Big Bird on the back.
ther peers into his comic book. My mother, who taught herself to read as
tl in Haiti from the books that her brothers brought home from school.
mother, who has now lost six of her seven sisters in Ville Rose® and has
ad the strength to return for their funerals.

o

um {s0'dé-sm): salt.

¥oman: a woman who is employed as a housekeeper or babysitter but does not live in her
oyer’s home. '

ose (vT! roz): a fictional Haitian town.

i

contemplate
{kdn"tem-plat') v.
to consider carefully
and at length

SEQUENCE

®

NEYW YORK DAY WOMEN

Reread lines 66—67.
What words help you
understand the sequence
of gvénts?

surrender {sa-rén'der) v.
to give up possession or
control to another

STYLE

Reread lines 6878,
Danticat uses vivid
imagery in this passage.
Which images do you
think best illustrate

the special relationship
between the narrator’s
mother and the boy?
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100

Many graves to kiss when I go back. Many graves to kiss.

53
She throws away the empty soda can when the child is done with it. | wait and
watch from a corner until the woman in the leotard and biker’s shorts returns,
sweaty and breathless, an hour later. My mother gives the woman back her
child and strolls farcher into the park.

I turn around and start to walk out of the park before my mother can sec me.
My lunch hour is long since gone. 1 have to hurry back to work. T walk through
a cluster of joggers, then race to a Sweden Tours bus. 1 stand behind the bus and
take a peek at my mother in the park. She is standing in a circle, chatting with a
group of women who are taking other people’s children on an afternoon outing,
They look like a Third World" Parent-Teacher Association meeting.

I quickly jump into a cab heading back to the office. Would Ma have said
hello had she been the one to see me figst?

As the cab races away from the park, it occurs to me that perhaps one day
I would chase an old woman down a street by mistake and that old woman
would be somebody else’s mother, who I would have mistaken for mine.

&

Day women come out when nobody expects them.
. &
Tonight on the subway, T will get up and give my scat to a pregnant woman

or a lady about Ma’s age. ‘ |

My mother, who stuffs thimbles in her mouth and then blows up her cheeks
like Dizzy Gillespie!* while sewing yet another Raggedy Ann'? doll that she
names Suzette after me. @ ' N

2%,
¢6,¢

- Twill have all these little Suzestes in case you never bave any babies, which looks

110

‘more and move like it is goiﬁg to happen.

G
0'66

My mother, who sews lace collars on my company softball T-shirts when she
does my laundry.
. g

Why, you can’t look like a lady playing softball?

e
My mother, who never went to any of my Parent-Teacher Association meetings
when I'was in school.

Lo
You're so good anyway. What are they going to tell me? I don’t want to make you
ashamed of this day woman. Shame is heavier than a bundred bags of salt. O

10. Third World: the developing nations of Africa, Asia, and Latin America.

11. Dizzy Gillespie (d72'e ga-18s'pé) an American trumpet playes, bandleader, and composer {1917-1993)
- whose cheeks ballooned out when he played.

12. Raggedy Ann: 2 red-haired rag doll and fictional character whao was the subject of several children’s books.
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SEQUENCE

@

How long has tht
narrator been w:
her mother? Tell
you know.

STYLE

Reread lines 104~
In what way doet
structure of this ¢
represent Dantic




