HER DEATH

She never spoke. Mostly silence.
A vacant stare.
Her hair ... long, silver-gray.
Her gaze, far away ...
focused on something only she could see.

At times a finger, at times a hand would move,
a gesture, perhaps,
but of what, who knew ...
a seeming connection with something beyond her bed.

Yet, unable to rise,
or move her head,
she had only her eyes
with which to live out the remainder of her days.

[silence — then in a whisper]

“I was with your father last night.”

[pause]

Her eyes slowly closed,
so still, now, so calm,
no more rise of chest or breath ...
this, a still life,
“Three Witnessing Death

[long pause]

Mostly silence. Vacant stares.
A quiet sob. Maybe a tear.

We stood ...
there ...
in our sorrow,
as yet unaware
of the sublime richness of the all-too-human scene before us.



