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Cheryl Moskowitz
MY FATHER MET YOUR FATHER IN A DREAM.

There was nowhere to sit down.

I envy you, my father said. Your father was taken aback.

Oh yeah? your father answered. Why?

Because you, my father told your father, know exactly how you are going to die. 
And you have already decided when.

My father had his hand on your father’s shoulder. 

Me? My father said. I’m stuck here, waiting and guessing.

A clock struck seven in the hall. 

It’s true, your father said, I’ve made my mind up to go.

Let me give you a hug, my father said to your father. Your father leaned in 
slightly. 

Which was unexpected since neither man had ever really known how to initi-
ate or receive physical love.

 The dream held them like that for a long time. 

Even when the alarm went off and the cat was scratching I didn’t want to 
move or get up in case their meeting ended or turned out never to have hap-
pened in the first place.

Outside our neighbour was scraping ice from his car. You were downstairs in 
the kitchen. I heard a pan lid drop. The muffled sound of an engine starting. 

24872_text.indd   70 5/21/18   11:26 AM



71

Our neighbour driving away.

Our fathers met. I told you. We had not eaten breakfast yet so it was still not 
safe to tell. 

They seemed to like each other, I said, a lot.

Of course they did, you answered. 

You were picking at a small white chicken feather stuck to one of the eggs you 
were holding. Why wouldn’t they? 

The pan was hot and you were about to break the eggs into it but you could 
see I was upset so you kept talking. 

The man who had you, you said, and the man who had me...

We both sat down at the table to start eating and you continued with your 
mouth full. 

Our fathers are bound to love each other, like we do.

 I reached across you for the salt. I’m sorry. 

CHERYL MOSKOWITZ
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