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Bones

(for Cathy Sue)

Bones are all we have left of her shining hard the color of sand.

The glint stings the eye of reflection to awaken the memories we hold at bay.

These bones we use to make a form of who we think she was.

A child destined to live a few handfuls of days.

As for me the bones are few being less than two myself when she was here.

But somewhere an image floats up from the well of her lying in her cradle.

Did I see she had one ear? Did I feel her hindered breath? Did I know that         there was a hole in her heart?

Did I ever say good-bye?

My mother told me a story of how she smiled every moment she was awake.

The gift of an angel face. She told me how she kept her close to her knowing

in that place that needs no words that she would not be here for long.

I want to hear it again. Not so that I will feel my heart break but because these are the bones of all we have left.

All we have left.

Many of her days alive were not spent with us but alone in a hospital

no doubt adored by strangers but not of our blood line that thin line.

Did my mother count the days until she returned? Did she rock her cradle hum and hope? Did she pray the hole in her heart would heal? For in those days she did pray before the God she knew forsake her.

In those days she did pray.

There’s only one photo! Black and white of her lying in that satin-lined box

probably pink to be lowered into the ground covered by the flesh of the earth

          left to reduce slowly through the years to bones. Why not one of Mother or      

          Father holding her close safe from harm holding her close for the remainder of    

          her days?

Holding her close.

Mother told me how before she was born she felt her in her womb and knew in that place that needs no words that something wasn’t right. Was it something that she did she drank she ate she said? What did she do to cause her harm?

It wasn’t her but god the one she does not pray to. He gave them a gift that was turned into a wound. One that does not heal. It does not heal. It does not heal.

Please, let it heal.

Grandpa knew so afraid his heart would break in two. Mother told me he wouldn’t even look at her or see or touch or feel her just pretend she had no life

pretend she was not alive really. He knew like Mother knew in that place that needs no words. He feared that if he looked upon that angel face just one time

he would never forget.

Her bones are all we have left.

All the sad stories. All the abandonment scenes in my life have sprung from this

         imprinted onto me from the sights and sound of a family so deep dark in distress.

A well Mother has never come out of. She doesn’t even pray now. Not even for me.

She doesn’t even pray.

And my Father has never shared one bone shining hard the color of sand. The glint stings the eye of reflection. He bows his head. He utters not a word. Maybe he pretends the bones do not belong to her. Maybe in his world the bones have turned to dust.

Dust to dust.

As for me every time I see a child frail walking on legs thin as a sparrow smiling

the gift of an angel face arms held out to be embraced it is her. In that her is me. In that me is you. In that us is everyone since all time for all time who has ever felt the weight of the world and sighed.

Bones. The bones are all we have left.

All we have left.

PAGE  
1

