Poetry-Elegy

“Left Behind”

We leave them in piles, 

Tucked beneath the bed,

In the back of drawers,

Boxed in attic corners,

Forgotten .

Who knows them now – 

Their sorrows, their joys,

The hours of their days?

How did their hands move,

Their bodies bend?

Bowing their heads

Did they touch softly

Each new flower.

Did they open a book

Feeling its texture,

Passing their fingers over words,

Breathing in the meanings,

Caught in the patterns and rhythms?

Walking with light steps, skirts held high

To cross a clear, cold stream

To the meadow beyond – 

Did they pause to hear a mourning dove?

Were they ever alone,

Searching for answers,

Confronting their very being? 

Whole universes moved within their hearts and souls –

Unknown to us.

We need them now,

To show us the way – 

How to leave,

Knowing we, too, will disappear.

Forever.

