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In my clinic and in the nursing home

Every week I see it

That depthless hollow look behind the eyes
But this time it was your eyes

Sitting across the table

At a TGI Friday’s outside of DC.

And that all-too-familiar look to your face
0f knowing and not knowing

0f barely contained panic

0f quizzically furrowed brow

Of fear.

Lost was your rich and subtle language
The rapid-fire musical cadence

The effortless literary allusions

0f English teacher and poet.

We faltered for conversation

Until I found Wallace Stevens on my iPhone

And began to read you his poetry

“Sunday Morning” and “Metaphors of a Magnifico”
You cooed and aahhed and sighed with pleasure.

In those brief sacred moments of poetry
A clarity returned
Your face relaxed
The fear vaporized
Your eyes and mind miraculously renewed.

So ended the last time we saw each other.

The next day I flew home

Greeted in the foyer adorned

By the wedding-gift poem

You penned a quarter-century ago.

Poetry was your mother tongue
And in that inexorable battle against the darkness
The last language to leave you.
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