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Routine’s set in and the situation is deterioating. The bravery
dissolved soon after Christmas and we're at each others throats.
Mother has adopted her usual “Onward Christian Soldiers” atlitude.
She girds up her loins every morning and marches off to work
(where, no doubt, she wallows in the pity of her friends). But she
doesn’t quit and stay home with her. But her “Christ on the cross”
face does a “Mr. Hyde” when she gets home. I don’t know what’s
happening to me, maybe it is my fault. I just don’t know what to
do. Always selfish.

Aunt Marge died today. We shouldn’t tell her, Mom said. We
agreed. An hour later tears, screams, hysterics. Mom told her.
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Long winter, early spring, warm days. She knows now. IUs an
anti-climax. We're used to “it” now. My friends wonder at my cool.
My brain is frozen. Concentrate on fun and getting by. Laugh it up a
lot. Tt seems to help for awhile. She’s tucked tucked away in the
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She’s back in the hospital and we’re.ibreathing easier around
here. Hospitals are sensible places for sid (:ple, not in the home
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She’s been back a couple of weeks ¢ I*Mrf,#swé’ﬂm
staring. Pain isn’t gone. But of- o6itée it is—the “octors said so.
Unfortunately there’s a quality of pain the good M.D.’s never dreamed

of in their scientific ph]losoph]e&,. The pain may be gone, but the
disease is still there and that’s the biggest pain of all. Friends still
come over and she seems to pick up. Can’t blame her; we must be as
depressing as a Camus novel, struggling to find ourselves and our
souls at her expense. Mom barks at her one minute and canonizes
her the next. We all hit each other the wrong way.
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“The owl whose night-bound eyes are blind unto the day, can-
not unveil the mystery of light.”

She’s dead. It’s over. I’s done. Mute shock sits in. We didu’t
live this past year; we weren’t prepared. Tears, friends, arrangements,
more tears and the black earth shutting her in and locking me oul.
What was it? Oh, yes, I love you. Did 1 tell you how much of a pal
you always were? Did I tell you I didn’t mind your bossing? Really
I was proud. What do I do now? How do T live without your smiling
face? In the end iU’s always selfish.




