
The Dark Horse ∙ summer/autumn 2026 ∙ 133     

◆  beverley bie brahic ◆

Upright 

When Ma came to Montreal
to see us wed, she bunged open the piano lid:
‘Hiding the piano keys
makes a room look dead.’ 

And that, Ma reckoned, was that.  
My musician did not agree,
though he was too courteous to protest
dust would clog each key;

you see he was not the hippie 
she’d surmised the night I called: 
‘Has he got long hair?’ she asked me.
Already he was bald.

By the next time Ma visited
we’d relocated to Marseille
where she begged his forgiveness 
for a wash hung out on Sunday.

‘At home,’ she said, ‘I wouldn’t.’
And if my love wondered whyever not
he still smiled as if he got it
and kept his lips pressed shut 

till Ma splashed in her bath.
Then—this was years ago—
I explained about the Sabbath
and love dusted the piano.


