The Official House Story of What My Brother was Like as a Child

As I remember, the story involves a plane,
the kind used to shave wood,

a tool to finish a clean, true surface.

The wooden handle was shiny

by use from our grandfather’s hand.

It resided in the basement with wrenches

and screw drivers, all worn with age.

Our father rarely used these tools, but

frequently reminded us: fools are not toys.

How tempting and powerful the lure to touch.

My brother watched as Dad slid

the plane over the uneven boards of our picnic table.
He saw the thin curls of sheered fir emerge

like magic. The piney scent, intoxicating.

On this occasion, my brother was given the honor
of returning the plane to the basement.

My brother swore through tears

that he wasn’t the one who ran the plane

along the oak handrail. He blamed

the plane for the damage. Somehow it

moved on its own, like a magnet to steel.

He never budged from this version
of the story although he did admit to me—

the banister wood curls were glorious.



