
The Long Haul or WhatithinkAbout When Washing the Dishes 

By  A. Da Silva 

 

I’m anoldschoolwoman. 

Noquiethum ofaKenmoreorawhirlpool 

It’sawhiteRubbermaidplasticpan. 

It’swaterthatgoestomygardenin Santa Fe high desert, the endoftheRockymountain’stail. The 

portage 

Betweenmysink and the backyard is tolerably short.  Trees are always happy to 

seemecarrybiodegrablesoapandscraps.  Ismiletocarrythewatertoandfro 

 

 

Between the front and back within our suburban city subdivision.  Neighbours talk about how we’re 

alittle crazy with theirxeriscape yards, their gravel and weeds. 

Butgivemelifeallaround. Givemetomatoesandkneehighcorn,givemecompostsandskunksandevensquir 

rels, scampsandvarmintsthoughtheymaybe.  Thehumof air conditioners, stillrarehere; 

we carrycoolnightsgeneratedbyourmountains. 

 

Eachmorningireadthepaper.  Ilie. Ireadtheworld’sweather 

Seemsdestinedtoscorchus.  Andthewatericarryalwaysprecious, isstillenoughnottoomuch. 

Todaywearelucky.  There’salotofdishesinmyhouse.  Lotsofpansanddishesancoffeemugstoclean.  

TimetoponderIiam luckyhowcomeanother’s 

not? 

 

Nooneearnsgrace.  My husbandtaughttmeaboutagodUmpetu.  He brings the 

red inthe sky before the suncrosses the horizon.  If we wake up early enough we can 

greethim andthankhim forannouncingthatthesunshineishere, anotherdaythesun’s   

here.  Alltheotherstoriesthesuncanbringareheretoo.  Maybejustnotyetformed. 

Whenithinkabouthemornings I’ve slept in I can feel saddened.  I want to travel 

like a child in love with the day before I figured out that seasons and days and nights   

 

returnforaverylongtime. Rememberyourfirtstasteofsnow? Thamomentwhenyour tongue touches the 



cold?  Thatunmistakeabledelighttellinguswe’rehuman. 

 

Whereisthatinthenewstoday? 

Thestoriestellinguswhatwearemadeofthathavenothingtodowithnumbers, 

formulas,calculatedpredications,andsorrow? 

 

Thisquestion,thisloveisimportant, isthe realest thing living beyondwords. 

 

Andoneday 

 

we wake up, doing the dishes, greeting the sun, feeling-knowing, it is for all of us. 

   

 

 

 

 


