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The following is a collection of the author’s writings following the death of his life-long partner and spouse, as part of the ‘Writing Your Grief’ course of Megan Devine at the website RefugeInGrief.com


I Know Dead

	I saw you cold and ashen grey
once more to see you on that day
before they took you on your way
the way of dead.

	It wasn’t like that you were there
your pleasant way, the loving care
what we enjoyed as a pair
whose loss I dread.

	But after all that has been said
and after all that I have read
could it be that I’ve been lead
astray instead?



	



	

	

	I Don’t have a Name

	Having a name is identity.
It is being able to encapsulate yourself.
Not everything can do this.
In the Daoist tradition, the true way cannot be named.

	There is no property that only the absolute has.

	Suppose there was such a property,
then the absolute could be captured and combined into something bigger.
Then the thing we had would NOT have been the absolute.

	That’s why there is no such property.

	So, do I really want an identity? Or would it be nicer to merge into the absolute?
I don’t know what to do.

	Together, you and I.
We had goals and aspirations.
They were interesting to me because you were there.
I did them with you.

	Through the boundary and you are gone.
Without you there is no interest.
Without you there is no direction, purpose and meaning.

	I don’t want to do the old things anymore.
I don’t know what to do.

	The only thing I know for certain is that I must begin to heal.
That’s what some say, they say, you say.
Is it what I say?
Not so sure.

	What do I want?
What does it mean to heal?

	You are gone, torn away.
A missing limb.
Truly healed, means the limb is back.
You can never come back.

	At least not here, not now, but maybe...


Colour

	The colour of your line of fire
runs through all the clothes you own
reflecting on your heart’s desire
leaving dingy past alone.

	Not for you the navy garments
hiding dust and lack of soap
nor did the brown of village farm hats
hide you from a ray of hope.

	Red and pink were those you reached for
contrast for your deepest black.
Showing that we all can live more
never is the thing you lack.

	As the moth is drawn to brightness
whirling round the orange flame
so am I drawn to your likeness
which to me looks much the same.



	



	Waiting for Dissolution

	I didn’t know what I was doing before.

	After you died, it just got worse.

	I took solace from Farley Mowat’s description of his Grandfather’s life.

	Certainly purpose, meaning and self knowledge had eluded me all these years. That didn’t start with your death. It started with my life.

	You helped. You supported. You solved. But, sadly we didn’t discuss, although we tried.

	We changed, you and I. Slowly and gradually with time. Now I have a better word for it. I used to call it aging. That word is too focused.

	When our ideas change, is that aging?
When who we are is no longer the same, is that aging?
What if our identity disappears?

	No.

	I found a better word today from a wise mind. The word is
Dissolution.

	It so accurately captures my life. While you were alive the force you provided worked against dissolution. Now you are gone.

	No! (Say it right.) You are dead. Cancer took you away when you should have had decades left.

	What happens to me? I hear it takes time.

	Time for what?
Cured?
Healed?
Reborn?

	No. It is dissolution, the gradual dissolving of what we had.

	(I thought love would last forever. Some love lasts forever, or at least as long as I do.)

	Dissolution. I will dissolve. I can see myself streaming slowly away like crystals in a solvent. First my parents dissolve, then my career, then our hopes and dreams as the cancer chewed you up. (I had to sit there and watch in slow motion, horrified, useless, unable to do anything about it. The horror.)

	The dissolution has washed away all meaning and all purpose after your death. At least the kids were adults before you died.

	Thankfully there is no one depending on me now. No one to worry about.

	Buildings can fail and fall, but the land always remains. No need to worry. Another part of dissolution. All the things we did are like ancient relics, mostly corroded, rusty brown water. It is all lost beneath the weeds. Nature slowly encroaches to reabsorb and erase. Nature understands dissolution.

	As the aspects of my identity dissolve away, there will be nothing left. Nothing except this writing, the text swarming in tight ribbons, being the only real substance formed out of the nothing.

	In the end only the empty set remains. The icon of nothing. There is still a glimmer of hope, for with the tools called first order predicate logic, the only working stuff needed is the empty set. As long as that exists, everything else can be made. Exists empty set. I should carve that on a stone somewhere as a reminder, the tombstone at the end. It would look like this:

	∃∅



	




	We present a different face to the public than what is on the inside. Sometimes that is true even for family. What follows is an account of my impressions of this effect on my two adult kids.

	Dear Son

	You let us know you had entered the world, then held fast to mother’s ear so she could never leave. That was the early days.

	Do you remember Nana? There is one picture of her helping you to walk. Tearfully she had to give it up as the pain from her cancer was too bad. She died of pancreatic cancer when you were just two.

	Later, when you were away at school, you called your mother often to talk. She liked to chat on the phone, while the TV was on and she lounged on the sofa. So many conversations. I wonder what they were about?

	You were still in school when the disaster struck. In the last days by her bed at the ICU you stayed with her often, having come back from school. You and I were there when she died, wanting to cry and holding back the tears.

	Far away, I at least hoped your girlfriend could keep and eye on you, using her psychology training. But she left for greener pastures. She has her own loss, then.

	All you wanted was for us at home to be happy. Depressed people were not what you wanted to see.

	I understand. It is hard doing what you are and where you are. The extra strain of other's grief is not what you need. Your sadness showed already, but research kept you busy. The never ending pursuit of knowledge can be a harsh taskmaster.

	I was a few years older than you when your Nana passed away at 69. I can remember the sadness, but I was also busy like you and partly with you. It didn’t hit me hard like losing your mother, where I was already at the end of my rope and she was the only thing keeping me going. Now I am free falling.

	I know you don’t want to talk. Nothing depressing. You talk more than your sister. From you I feel sadness and discomfort at the idea, but you will speak, if haltingly. From you sister I feel rejection if I try.




	Dear Daughter

	First born, then displaced by brother, how happy you must have been when you could regain your mother’s arms once more, resting now from bearing.

	Constant talk, light conversation, layered with advice or best intentions, the kind of love every mother wants to give her only daughter was yours again. You were so close.

	Your beloved Nana died when you were four. Do you remember? Maybe unconsciously. She was with you from the start as well.

	Now, your mother is dead, just after your life post-school was set to start, new job, boyfriend, maybe a new place? So curious, your humor now.

	Each day finds you active. You greet me cheerfully on the stair. Smiling, voice sing-song, but brief.

	I notice what others may not, this artificial cheerfulness, the painted mask you are wearing that you think no one can see through. It is good, but it is not perfect. When you are alone, in the evening, I wonder.

	I am reaching. I want to understand how your mother’s loss affected you. It seems different than for me. For me everything disappeared, I can barely look after myself. Like you I mouth the automatic empty greeting with a smile for those outside, but inside I am reaching. I want, I need to talk, to write and write. Like Atrus, I must write to save the age. If not then the world comes down. Should I not be talking with you then? You would understand, right?

	Yours is different, you say. No need for group. No need to talk. Why talk with strangers? Why talk at all? Talk just stirs up the bad feelings, you say. Better to close them off, push them down, never look at them again is your advice. Take no prisoners, keep no memories, that way the future lies.

	I am shocked. Where once I wished to comfort you, I now know I can do nothing. Talk is not possible. Talk is shunned. Someone said it can be like this with family. Sometimes best to talk with strangers.

	I can understand. A painting near completion must be handled carefully, long thought preceding any new addition at risk of ruining the rest. The new clear canvas is best for new attempts. That way ill conceived experiments can be cast off.

	I don’t understand. How can a painter stop painting without losing sanity?

	I worry for you daughter. You never talk about your mother, not with me, your brother, your fiance or anyone. How can you hold it all in? Just smiling with a forced cheerfulness? And now with a father, useless and broken, who still sets himself to worry.


Living in the Desert

	The unthinkable happened on Saturday, February 23, 2019, at 5:40 in the afternoon.

	Our world had been full of promise and opportunity. We had just discovered that we need not beg anymore. There was a way for us to support ourselves with what we had, what the previous generation had so lovingly offered from the bounty that had been theirs of the previous generations. Why had we always begged before? That had been all we could think of. Beg for a job. Now, thanks to your insight, things were changing. Had already begun moving in promising directions. We worked hard. We cleaned, entertained, tilled/weeded/harvested. It was hard sweaty work, but the effort and reward were our own. It seemed the leaf was about to turn.

	Then came disease. For some reason, in your uterus, some cells went rogue. You thought it was an infection. I wish you had gone to the doctor earlier. In the end, it was all just too late.

	I can’t do what we planned. You can see that, can’t you? It needed to be the two of us, at least. Maybe our daughter too. Don’t worry. It’s all been shut down, abandoned. Sometimes an old customer comes by, surprised and incredulous, sure that somehow he can still enjoy the fruits of your creativity.

	A desert is all that has been left behind from secondary losses. I understand there are other such places. I’ve started calling them the secondary realms. Life is hard here. There are few opportunities to nurture and little to do the nurturing with. I am ashamed to admit I feel defeated and incapable, not able to discover how to live without you, your help, your support, your love. It is all a wasteland now.

	Shouldn’t I be able to do something? I had dreams once. You liked them. Later it became clear they would never become a reality. So I wrote them into stories and books. You even read them, I recall. If these dreams could not be real, at least they would have a sort of existence in the stories. A bit like now, for me in this desolation. I’m not bothered by stories, like some. I could say all fiction has a grain of truth, but I prefer another explanation. In this wasteland, I must remember that Truth is not finitely definable. That’s important because it means in writing, we never really have Truth. We have just stories.

	The air is full of incense from juniper and white sage, left from chasing away the dark entities. These are like spirit forms that haunt the night and prey on the mind. I know them now. I also know they will come again, and again. So I have placed traps. It is a contest with myself, deciding whether to survive in this place or follow them into the void. So far I have been fortunate, but I know that eventually, I need to have a better answer to their question: Why should I not be dead?

	There is a bitter beauty to this place. It is the skeletal aftermath of our failed world. I see the evidence of angry torrents having cut the land. There are sheer cliffs and deep arroyos. The hardest rock remains, baked by the searing reality of pain. Aside from the occasional violent thunderstorms, which thankfully have become less common, the sky is usually clear, even blue. Maybe a story could survive. Maybe this is a kindness, this emptiness, this desolation of dissolution. There is space here.


The Scent of You

	What must the world be like to a dog? All the scents of what was here just now, an hour ago, yesterday, last week. What is it like to see through time? My dog’s nose is 3000 times better than mine. So very, very sad. I must muddle along half-blind with few direct scents to remember you by, but even then, with such a dim sense, how the faintest whiff of the right scent lights up memory, makes it come alive like I am there.

	You had only one perfume you ever wore. It is unfortunate that most commercial scents gave you a headache. I, on the other hand, always enjoyed scent, as is evidenced by the incense on the shelf from Saje and Body Shop. Herbs and fruits mostly. You like Lilly-of-the-Valley. That was the base of your one perfume. The only one and it spans all the years. I have the bottle still, carefully preserved, among the most precious of reminders of you. It’s a beautiful little bottle, coloured gold with flowers and flying birds; “L’Air du Temps”. It’s not rare. You bought it at Hudson’s Bay years ago. I think in total you had only two bottles in your whole short life.

	(Yes, call a spade a spade, it was a short life. Just today I overheard a conversation about someone’s relatives mostly passing 100 years. You were given only 56. Half the time. Just half! I felt sick to hear it and quickly moved off.)

	The bottle sits on the antique wooden keeping box, which contains all the letters between us, thirty years ago, including the Easter card you sent me into which you had infused this same perfume. That scent could be your identity to me. It sits with you, by your urn, also decorated with flowers and flying doves.

	Once in a while I take up that bottle, remove the protective cap and enjoy a tentative sniff. Immediately I can recall you putting on your best dress. Maybe we had a special event, a dinner, a wedding. That scent always smells special. I feel great anticipation. I feel hope, happiness and a majestic sustaining love. I have to put the cap back quickly. I don’t want to waste it and the emotions can be so intense.

	It is greatly comforting to know I have such a strong connection directly to memory by that scent. It is only the one, but it is strong, deeply imbedded by decades of exposure, standing the test of time. When I need to be the closest to you, it’s that little bottle I reach for, but I have to be careful. I need you and I don’t want to wear you out.


The Signal

	I don’t know what time it was. It was late. In the wee small hours. I had fallen asleep in my chair, a not uncommon event. When Selena was ill with cancer in the hospital, I often slept in a chair beside her so I could be helpful. Now, it’s my congestion that forces me to do that sometimes. I had left the computer on, a software-defined radio application showing a waterfall of the short wave signals in the HF amateur radio bands. Narrow white patches of code fell from places in the spectrum showing Morse activity, the conversations of other radio operators spelled out in soft long and short tones. Selena and I both had our licenses, she VA3SYS and me VE3EXE.

	Something managed to raise my attention from my half-doze, my eyes gradually bringing a fuzzy double image to focus. I could see the ghostly signal pattern that had just finished was right on top of where I had parked the filter. Below, there was the translated morse message, “VE3EXE VE3EXE VE3EXE this is VA3SYS. Meet me at the corner.”

	That was why it had got my attention. This was a joke in poor taste, I thought. I acknowledged receipt and struggled out of my chair, joints stiff. Moving around would be a good idea. Outside and walking the sidewalk, I could see someone in the bus shelter at the lights. I didn’t need to wonder. The identity of the person inside the glass was unmistakable. I had come to know her quite well and I understood why she had been impersonating Selena’s callsign. It was never a social call. She came quickly out of the enclosure as I approached.

	“Beautify evening, Al. I just thought it was time to check-in. Want to go for a walk?” Her voice was heavy with mellifluous overtones. Always the snappy dresser she had a taste for trench coats, fedoras and very tall boots. She carried the proper name, Love. It was her twin, Grief, with whom I was currently frequently associated. Without waiting for a reply, she began to slowly saunter along the sidewalk, away from the street lights.

	Curious I fell in beside. “Well, Love, what has he gotten himself into tonight? Do I have to bail him out again? He really needs to put down the bottle.”

	There was an uncharacteristic pause and I began to regret my caustic comment on her other half. “I would think by now you would know better than that,” and I heard the venom at the end of her sentence. But she managed to gather herself, “How long has it been since you last looked into the photo album?”

	Her question brought flashbacks to the embers of grief, sitting on the wet sand of Long Beach with Cantor’s Infinite Album in my lap, doing penance to honour Selena, to remember our life together reconnecting with each in a never-ending sequence of memory. It had been a painful process and I immediately felt shame that I had, without meaning to, set it aside.

	“I, uh, haven’t looked into it for a while,” I admitted.

	“Why not?” was the sharp response.

	“I’ve been working mostly on the novels. I know I promised Grief I would keep up the practice, but I did promise Selena I would finish the books. A promise made is a debt unpaid.”

	I really didn’t want to argue with Love. She had been good to Selena and me for thirty glorious years. Love had stuck with us, regardless of difficulties or stresses. Love had stayed true.

	“I know. You don’t have to explain yourself to me. But what about Grief? How have you been treating him?”

	I felt a pang of annoyance. “Grief is hardly the sort that makes people feel obligated. Isn’t that right? If he’s not being verbally or physically abusive, then he is at least surly and damned inconvenient!”

	“He has empathy for you and you know it!” Love reprimanded. “Don’t forget how concerned he was for Selena before he knew she was dead! And when you almost collapsed from pain in that attack outside the Chinese dumpling house, who was it that lifted you up and kept you secure?”

	She was referring to an early memory soon after Selena had died. I think I had gone temporarily insane at the time, desperate to stop the pain by finding something to replace what I had lost. Admittedly a cheap and shoddy idea, but that’s insanity.

	“You’re right, of course.” I felt myself sag inward with the admission of guilt. “I’ve been trying to cut him out. You know what he is like. Dissolution follows him everywhere. I was just getting so tired of being sad. Hell, he makes me almost suicidal at times. I was just protecting myself. Trying to stay away from him. He’s one scary dude!” Saying this brought his image to mind. Tall and muscular from the violence of grief attacks, he sported shockingly red hair and a jutting red beard. His eyes were deep-set under a heavy brow gathered together from worry, pain and loss. But his eyes … to look into those watery blue eyes was to see into the very depths of compassion. And he could be kind, very kind in time of need. There was just one requirement he had, one axiom which he would not break. “He always insisted on my presence to feel and respond to Selena’s loss and honour her life with me. It’s that sometimes it was just too much, too severe.”

	Then Love said something that Selena’s mother had said when she learned I was trying to date again. She said, “Are you going to forget Selena?” And I had the same visceral reaction. It was like a blow to my stomach and I remembered the last time I had met Grief. He was camped out in the damn rain on the bench beneath the spruce in the little parkette near our house. His sleeping bag had long since become a soggy mass, but he hardly noticed, drops of rain dripping from his hawk nose. That was just before he whisked me away to memories of our Long Beach adventure.

	After Love had said this, it seemed to me there was something strained in her voice, like choking something back and I looked up but Love was gone. Instead, I was looking into that discomforting but familiar face, the red beard and the deep-set eyes, of Grief. He was smiling like a drill Sargent. Not good. “Hello, Al. Did you miss me? How did you like that one? I got another memory here for you. There was one time you had carried Selena upstairs when she could no longer walk and after you got her ready for bed she told you rather plaintively that after she was gone if you found someone who could make you happy again, then she would be ok with that. You couldn’t even respond properly to her! Remember how you felt when you realized many months later that she understood your torture and was offering the only kindness she had left to give?”

	My stomach flipped into nausea and I swallowed back acid. As I felt the familiar muscle pain locking up my larynx, I managed to angrily squeak out, “Damn you, Grief!” Even so, he steadied me so I didn’t fall, waiting with me until the grief attack had once more passed away.

	Such are the days and nights I now lead, with Love and Grief real and part of the world.


A Kindness

	Worry. The currency of anxiety is worry and I am its vessel.

	“Why do you have such low self-confidence, when you are were an only child?” you frequently asked in wonder.

	I am a link in a long chain of worriers. My physical manifestations of anxiety are hypertension, obesity, insomnia, nausea, overactive bowel, bruxism and dermatophagia.

	You calmed my anxiety, minimizing these problems. Such a kindness you offered. You became the keystone of my bridge.

	Now you are gone and everything is worse, underneath all the sadness of your loss. There are so many things that demand attention and yet I must attempt them alone. You aren’t here to help with the work or even to admonish or cheerlead. Gone is our goal of supporting each other, becoming stronger together than we ever were alone. That was a wonderful dream, basic, fundamental and yet so impermanent in the end. We both lost.

	In my darkest moments, I was driven out onto the snows. Walking aimlessly behind my dog, often in the dead of night, I hoped hypothermia would take me. I was adrift. I had no purpose. No one needed me. Nothing mattered anymore.

	And that was the key. I think it’s ugly and reprehensible and it works.

	It took a while for me to realize it, but really nothing matters for me now. That is so hard to really accept. Even now I have to struggle to hold that idea. Nothing matters. All that worry, what was it for? It doesn’t matter. The things I was worried about? They don’t matter or they are out of my control. None of it matters now. And I feel a great weight lifted from my shoulders. It doesn’t matter.

	It’s hard to accept this idea. It extends to everything, even to my life. After all, you were the reason for living and you aren’t here anymore. My life doesn’t matter now. If I have to live on the street, if I starve to death, it doesn’t matter.

	This is the kindness I give myself, when I can remember this practice, I say “What am I worried about right now? What am I concerned about looking after? Whatever it is, it just doesn’t matter.” And I let myself forget about it.


The Way to Omega

	You can’t go further.

	Something is changing,
something is blocking you,
stuck inside invisible spheres.

	Take heart.

	By concentrated effort,
the barrier will evaporate,
slowly shrinking.

	Beyond this extremal limit
the future will be littered
with remnants — the remains
of which I cannot carry even a touch.

	What happens next,
resolves the paradox,
whose constituent parts can be rearranged,
meaning things are connected.

	You really are learning,
learning something more than everyday stuff.

	A simple mashup, would split in two, after all,
and ought to be able to decay
and possibly to do better
by finding clever tricks for
that deeper level of reality,
so very deep and exciting,
that couldn’t have been otherwise.

	It ends up panning out in case after case after case after case.

	There may be universal truth at last.

	It’s a beautiful relation, outside the realm of most philosophy.


The Anguish Pages

	It has been a year now since my best attempt at self-preservation in this grief began and then failed six months later.

	I had the idea, a beautiful idea, that goes like this. Imagine a hospital or mental health institution. There are many patients and very few staff. Everyone has a problem, some similar, some very different. Each person needs help desperately, but there is a shortage of staff. Liaisons are formed within the membership, the simplest based on pairs. Each patient helps the other. This self-supporting structure is stronger and more resilient than any individual member, allowing these pairs to leave the institution and function in society again.

	Anyway, this was my idea, which I am sure was not original, and I acted on it the best way I could. It was all because of my own personal situation and loss. There were gaping holes in it.

	I decided to try a different approach, as Megan Devine describes, searching for my Tribe of After. I wrote into a simple webpage, not really a blog as it was static without the ability to accept comments. Most days I would write. The content and quality varied greatly.

	Before Selena died and left me adrift with neither bearing, rudder nor wind, I had written two proper books, some short stories and starts. My work there continues, but grief has drastically reduced the speed of my writing efforts. The published books contained the URL for the domain where I can provide additional information for my readers. Tacked on at the bottom of the list was The Anguish, the pages I have dedicated to Selena’s memory. At the bottom of these pages was a simple invitation of welcome to whoever might happen into that space and an entreaty to sit by the fire. For a long time, I waited to see if any message would arrive of someone stopping by, tarrying enough to read my note and decide to send a reply. Yesterday, one did, someone else on the way of grief. That’s made me a little hopeful that maybe I’m on the right track.

	I have Megan to thank for the advice through her book.


Green

	I might have written about the colour red. Red came with the children you birthed and heralded your death. You looked good in red with your black hair and brown eyes. There was a natural reddish highlight in your hair, visible only when the sun shone on it. I admired it often. Why didn’t I keep any? In the end, it didn’t look good anymore. Red was never your favourite. You liked colour. Most bright colours. Ones that dazzled the eye. But never, ever yellow. For some reason, green had a special place.

	Green was the thing. Green coats, green shoes, it became a standard joke with your friends. And you always had an interest in jade. How many little inukshuks of BC jade did you buy from Len’s Mill Store? A dozen? You had me tie each to a line, leather or something else, thin black and strong. The proof is seen in many photographs. You are wearing one of them.

	Why green?

	Maybe because of your grandmother (LarLar). Your Dad could come home once a month, your Mom once a week. LarLar raised you and your three younger brothers. She had a wonderful garden. You grew up there, among the vegetables, green and leafy, learning respect for nature, learning to nurture. Happily, you named them for your Mom, what LarLar had taught you. How sad you were, sad for years, when you had to leave her behind and go with your parents, first to HongKong where there was no garden, then to Toronto. There was no garden for a long time. You saw LarLar only once more before she died.

	When we first started to date, green was there. Green was the matchmaker. My parent’s garden provided fresh crisp cucumbers, leafy green chard and wonderful sweet apricots. You loved fruit. Never refused it. You were so happy to discover my parent’s garden. It was huge, many city lots in size. Everything grew there. You loved it so much. Such produce sprang forth, we could hardly keep up, most distributed to friends and family.

	The garden was like a deep sea, green leaves rippling with the breezes, little patterns crossing it. When I couldn’t find you, I would watch the garden. Nothing. Then the top of your back would show where you surfaced.

	Your thumb was so green. Hours would go by as you squatted to plant or water or weed or pick. I attributed it to your natural flexibility, but really it was because of your love for green growing things, unconsciously yearning for LarLar’s garden. How else could you put such energy into things green?

	Only now in retrospect can I see the end coming when you began having trouble with the garden work. You could only squat for an hour. You had no energy anymore. We had to cut back, grow less. It was just the two of us then, my Mom and Dad both dead. So much work. I planted an orchard. You loved it. It was for you. If you could have lived just one more year, you would have seen the first basket of apples. So happy you would have been. Fresh ripe apples right from the tree.

	Green is you, the garden was you, not so much me. Now that you are gone it is too hard to continue that work, for I water the rows with tears. The land is now fallow, the orchard is forgotten. The trees must fend for themselves. All things come to an end. Or maybe sleeping. It will be our children’s land soon. They are adults now. Maybe on some distant day, they will remember now green was your garden and feel a similar yearning. Perhaps the garden will awaken again.


Evening Falls

	As twilight comes, the killdeers call
heralding the evening fall,
regretting that the sun can’t stay
and soon the night will have its way.

	The past would see me in my bed,
but now I sit all night instead.

	The daily struggle with life’s task
seems to me too great to ask.

	Soon will be my children’s turn
to see what lessons they can learn.

	Seeking solace in my prose,
with anxious glance to shadows close,
this darkness seems a heavy cloke,
a cloying weight to make me choke.

	If only you could still be here,
your smile would chase away my fear,
this broken life I’ve come to hate.
Why has it become my fate?

	My hope is that I soon can go,
with you and quit this world of woe.



	



	Dream On

	Loving life is to dream.
Sail a boat to sights unseen.

	Or walk the desert sands alone,
beneath the starry skies to roam.

	The ocean is the desert’s twin
their solitude makes them kin.

	But emptiness is just the thing
to help me with my wondering.

	Old and poor though I am,
do I still contain a plan?

	Or am I all poured out and done
never more to have some fun?

	Perhaps it doesn’t fall to me
but rather must depend on thee?

	Meditating in this scene,
on this question I will lean.

	Tell me Muses what you say?
Will there be another day?



	



	Shards

	I saw your smile twice today.
It was you in every way.

	Once, was on your mother’s face.
There was more than just a trace
of your kindness I would see
written largely there for me
in our happy time together,
back when life was so much better.

	Twice, was while I watched the fun
of my daughter with her hon.
She had planned her mischief well
and smiled as in the trap he fell.

	Your mixture of both mirth and craft
filled the room as we laughed.

	My grief is different than before.
There are more memories in store,
of life’s trials that we bore,
shards that slice me to the core,
while offering a nourishment,
as if manna, heaven-sent.



	



	The Beyond

	“Do you know what day it is?” He shot me a glance from under that heavy brow. The nose was hawkish, but the eyes, a watery blue.

	“Um, Sunday?”

	“That’s not what I mean. How many days since the disaster?”

	I might not know the day of the week, but this last I knew. The number of days since the disaster, days since Selena died. “It’s 470.” I said with barely a delay. In fact, I kept a small chalkboard in the kitchen at home with that number on it, updated each morning. I guess it had become a kind of ritual, the marking of time.

	I closed Cantor’s Photo Album, setting it beside me on the hard-packed sand. It was too much, this infinite task of memory. It had been a long day, the pictures starting to look like, well, just pictures. I remembered when I first started, so many of the images were of vague happiness, but also there were too many for which I felt embarrassment and shame. Those last had still cut, the shards remaining unreasonably sharp.

	“That’s right.” His voice belying the smile that his jutting red beard obscured. “It has been almost that many times that you have come here to practice with the album. The longer we practice, the more insignificant will be the difference.”

	I wasn’t sure why that was important, but it was true that now Grief’s presence released less anguish in me. Maybe I was getting used to him. It had been a week since I had last seen his sister, Love, the twin I felt more comfortable with.

	Hazarding a question usually resulted in a stinging rebuke, but I asked anyway. “Why don’t the happy memories stay clear? Most of them have become so muted, that I wonder if my memory is wrong.”

	He actually answered me seriously, his voice flat and featureless. “Memory should look as though through a greased lense. It allows us to pretend things were better than they were. I think you are beginning to notice that with your good memories.”

	I realized I had asked the wrong question. I couldn’t stop myself, “But my bad memories are painful. Why couldn’t they be muted too?” I stared off into the indistinct white mist that limited the range of vision in this place to the inside of a large white sphere. Somewhere in the distance, the low sound of long placid surf provided the only ambient. In the middle ground, the ropey stem of a kelp plant was stretched across the wet sand.

	He was taking a long time to answer. “Sharpness is a warning, like a big red stop sign. It means you should pay attention. There is something there that threatens your life and your mind wants to be sure it is unlikely you will repeat the experience.”

	I was still staring into the mist, trying to ascertain what lay beyond. There seemed to be a slight variation in the intensity of the light, somewhere beyond the mist. With his usual physicality, Grief reached out with one lanky hand, took hold of my chin and pivoted my head to face him. “What the hell do you think you are doing?”

	I rubbed my chin. “Isn’t that my line?”

	“What are you staring at out there?” Proper etiquette had never been one of Grief’s attributes.

	“Haven’t you ever noticed there seems to be something beyond the mist?”

	To my surprise, his head dropped to his chest in despair. “Yes,” he said in a scarcely audible tone. This was so odd a reaction that I held my breath not wanting to disturb the possibility of more. “Please. Concentrate on the practice, with the album.”

	Incredulous, I said, “Will the practice help me to see farther into the mist or maybe to walk beyond it?”

	“No, no.” He sighed. “The mist is the limit of the practice. You can never reach the mist using the album. It will forever retreat away from you. A thousand lifetimes would not be enough to reach it that way. Beyond the mist it cannot take you.”

	“Oh,” was all that occurred to me for a moment, “but can’t you throw me a bone?”

	“There are more interests here than simply my sister and me. Together we have given you this place, for you and your memories of Selena. Can you not think of anything other than the events of your lives and loves? I cannot tell you what lies beyond the mist, because it is your own work. Whatever it is that shifts the light, it has been placed there by you and you alone.”

	“Are you saying I need to face it?”

	“How can I tell you that, when I don’t know what it is?” He took out a familiar ellipsoid of black basalt, covered in fine runes. “But since you seem unable to let it be, maybe I can give you a little push in the right direction.” He gave me a smart rap on the head. “Feel it!” I heard, rather than felt the essential stoneness of that rock.

	Suddenly he seemed to disappear before my eyes in a brilliant flash of light that blinded me to all detail. I yelled and jumped up. This had never happened before. The appearance and departure of both Love and Grief were always in complete accord with continuity. I realized this was a discontinuity in the raw, as my perceptions faded to black.

	Tottering on my feet, gradually I realized it wasn’t all blackness. The light in the sphere world must have been bright. Now with Grief gone, the light was gone too. There was a chill in the air as I peered around. I decided I could see the white sand around me and my shadow falling on it. The beach was still there hard and damp beneath my bare feet. Sounds of surf reached my ears, just the same as before. If I looked with an averted gaze, I could barely make out the message I had written in the sand for Selena. It seemed that just the lights had gone out. Then I saw the album was gone.

	Wait! How was I able to see that? There must be light coming from somewhere. I was casting a faint shadow, so I looked in the direction opposite. That was when I finally noticed the sky. A night sky should have stars. There were no stars here. Instead, a luminescent grayness showed the presence of indistinct dark forms, which moved, combined and split, like the blobs in a lava lamp. There was something unsettling here. An odd feeling that I couldn’t quite capture in a word, made my skin crawl. The forms were never the same. Just when I thought I had chosen a focus around which to identify features, the focus would collapse.

	I must have been still stunned by the flash because when my shadow moved of its own accord saying “Well, what do you think? Don’t just stand there.” I almost leaped out of my skin. I should have realized there would be no way a shadow could be cast by this gray sky. It was Grief, standing beside me, not saying a word until now. He was holding the album.

	“I thought you disappeared. Are we on the other side? Why is the album still here?”

	“The light disappeared. We are still inside. Without the light of Love in the sphere, we can see clues about what is on the other side of the mist.”

	“Those forms are so creepy. I’m getting goosebumps just looking at them. You’re sure they are outside the sphere?”

	“Yes, but I cannot tell you it is impossible for them to get inside. Without our light, projection inside is possible, just as we can see them against the faint light of the outer world. Can you tell me what you are feeling as you look at them?”

	I felt myself shiver again. “Fear,” I said. “And something else at the same time. Not sure. Maybe, shame?”

	“Hmm. Perhaps your work with the album of connecting with the emotions of your memories is helpful with these projections. I can’t confirm your feeling of fear and shame. It is as you feel it.”

	“You mean one of those blobs is fear?”

	“No. Firstly, those are just words. In this case, those words are referring to the same aspect.”

	“A blob.”

	He shook his head hard in frustration. “No! The blobs are meaningless. I can’t think of a word that means both fear and shame, can you?”

	I thought for a moment. “Not offhand.”

	“And even if it did have a name, there is no ‘it’. A name is supposed to be attached to an entity, but as you can see,” gesturing at the metamorphosing dark forms, “there is no notion of an entity.”

	“Why it is cold? Why do I feel these emotions now? Is there something fundamental about the shapes we are seeing?” Grief actually put his arm around me, and I don’t think it was just for my support. He felt different. Gaunt and thin.

	“It is cold because there is no love here anymore. That makes it much like the realm outside. Why you feel fear and shame is a secret only you know. I might suggest you explore that, but” - he coughed - “I will not be able to do that with you in a place like this.” He shivered violently. Strange that I had never experienced him doing that before, even soaked through by cold rain, huddled in his sleeping bag.

	My muscles quaked with the cold as well. Maybe it was the cold or maybe my approaching hypothermia, but I managed a leap of insight. “Is love preventing the projections of fear and shame from inhabiting this space?”

	“Yes. Without love, all manner of problems can project through. It is the sheer intensity of love that drowns those attempts. Please, you better make this worthwhile. What insight have you captured regarding the fear and shame that you felt?”

	It might have been my imagination, but my breath was beginning to fog. As I watched, the patterns above seemed to grow clearer, the temperature falling. I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate, then just tried to remember, like with the album. A wave of nausea washed over me. I half expected to see the ocean advancing when I peeked. My mouth went dry, a prickly sensation ran across my scalp, and I suddenly wondered where the closest washroom might be. “I’m sorry, Grief, I don’t think I can do this now. Can we get back home? I need a washroom.”

	“Such a shame, really,” he said. “I had to sever our connection in order to show you this. It’s a one-shot really. I was hoping you would have a breakthrough and be able to fix this all yourself.”

	“Shame! That’s one! I didn’t think I could go on without Selena. I wanted my life to end. Hypothermia was my choice. You know. Just go somewhere really remote, without proper clothing, in the damn rain and wind. Then disable any way to get back. Nature does the rest. But I know Selena would be very unhappy with me. She made me promise not to. The thing is, I think she said that only because it caused her greater anguish to think about it. She would have known that for me to live without her would be terrible torture. She would not have wanted that for me either.”

	“Good work. You will need much more introspection than that, however. I think there is a lot more there untouched by light.”

	The way he said that was odd. There was none of the usual force to his words, his features had become grey almost translucent. “Grief, are you ok? You’re so cold. You look deathly ill.”

	“I told you,” he whispered, “we are both love, Love and Grief, the twins. Now, in this place, there is no love. So, I cannot exist here.”

	“What? No! How could you? Why didn’t you tell me this would happen to you? You can’t just disappear and leave me all alone! How am I going to cope, to learn how to carry forward my anguish?”

	“I didn’t think you cared,” was all I could make out, but he seemed to say more too quietly to hear.

	A crackling sound came from behind me. Dark forms had reached the sand from above. Where they touched, the sand froze and heaved into little pingos capped with frost. They seemed more interested in Grief than in me. Surely that was because he was still made of love.

	“Stay back! You cannot have him!” I was prepared for a fight. This was MY grief. They would not take him from me! Exactly how I was going to fight, I hadn’t a clue. Maybe it was smarter to try running away. Not taking my eyes from the dark shifting forms, I reached back to grab Grief, and lift him onto my back. I would take the album too. We would make a run for it. He had said the album could never cross the boundary. The edge would recede away. That should give us lots of room to run! Grief was so light like there was nothing to him.

	When, instead, I boosted someone in a canvas coat onto my back, I knew something had happened. Grief never wore canvas. A mellifluous female voice was in my ear instead. “Hello Al, did you miss me?” She reached forward to nibble my earlobe.

	“Love! Thank God you’re here! Can you help Grief? I think he’s going to die!”

	“I’m here now, in his place. He was too long out of the light of love. He's basking in it now. Don’t worry. God! This place is cold! No love at all. I can't stay long.”

	“Grief disconnected love from this place so I could see beyond the mist barrier. Now those things are projecting through. Can you reconnect? I think you’re the only one who can do this!”

	To my astonishment, she laughed like I had said something incredibly silly. “Do you know how he disconnected love? He picked up your album, removing it from you. That’s all. You have the album in hand now? So, reconnect!”

	“Yes, but I don’t understand.”

	“I would suggest you pick up that album now. Before they get it instead!” she admonished, hopping free from my back. I scooped up Cantor’s Photo Album, completely full of an infinite number of pictures of the love and life of Selena and me, but always with room for more. I looked at Love, the book in my hands, not knowing what to do next.

	Love tapped her booted toe and pushed back her fedora. “Well, just open it! That’s all you have to do. Gee! What has Grief been teaching you?”

	I grabbed the book boards and glared at the dark shapes that were now all around. “We’re done here, whatever you are!” The moment I opened the album, another great flash of light erupted into being, blinding me for the second time. The light of love flowed like waves. It was impossible to see anything other than the intensity of love. By and by as my vision came back, I found myself in the familiar white sphere of mist, but Love was with me.

	“Nicely done!” she applauded and took my arm.

	I kept a good hold on the album, now that I had a better idea of what it was about. We walked back toward the cedar scrub along the coastline, Love and me. “You’re sure Grief is ok?”

	“Yep! He’s always with me.”

	“You know, I didn’t understand before how you both were love. But I see it now. He seems hard, but the love is there.”

	“You got that right! But it’s time to go home.” She took out a small ellipsoid of basalt covered in fine runes from her pocket. “If you ever get the nerve to explore the beyond again, let’s do it through the Mindscape instead, ok?”

	Such are the days and nights I now lead, with Love and Grief real and part of the world.


The Uninvited Guest

	I understand what it feels like to be the 13th person, the uninvited guest. Selena had many friends. We regularly got together with about 8 families. There were group camping trips, BBQs at the garden, fishing at the locks, birthday parties, Thanksgiving meals and New Year bashes. Now, Selena has been dead for 471 days. That’s more than a year. In that time I haven’t heard of any of the old events. I’m sure they are still happening to some extent even with covid19. I understand. My daughter told me. None of Selena’s old friends want to see me because I remind them of their loss.

	I think it actually goes deeper. Selena was the first in this group of couples to be lost to death. Everyone else is still healthy. So it is hard for them to understand. I think my presence reminds them of their own insecurity. At any time one of them or their spouse could be next. No one wants to think about that. No one can keep their sanity in a world without any certainty or security for themselves or their loved ones.

	As I described in The Beyond, outside of love there is no recognizable pattern. Uncertainty is everywhere in that place and nothing can be considered secure or reliable. That would be my message as the uninvited guest. Don’t blame the victim, instead, honour your loves while you have them.



	



	Where I Would Take You

	The wildflowers are finished for another year in this early season heat.

	Do you remember how you loved the trilliums?

	How you worked with your camera! Not only trilliums did you photograph but dogtooth violet, jack-in-the-pulpit, and mayapples. In the warm spring weather, before the mosquitoes and blackflies arrived too thickly, you would ask me about going to the woods. If it was a nice sunny day, we would put on our old clothes and find the rubber boots from last year.

	(Watch for spiders.)

	The pickup would be parked and awaiting our return on the field culvert. Traversing the sand esker paralleling the creek we would cautiously push our way through the new scrub and into the forest proper.

	Cooler, the air heavy with humidity you would prowl for the perfect picture. Maybe we would see some migrating ducks on the creek or marvel at how fallen logs had been worn through by many a hard little hoof of the deer herds. Sometimes we would find, beneath dark and silent hemlocks, last year’s sturdy pinions of wild turkey.

	There are huge white windmills sporadically beyond the trees now. The turkey’s don’t seem to be perturbed at all. Other than that, everything in the forest is much the same as it was, in dynamic equilibrium.

	You used to love the woods in spring, which is where I would absolutely take you.


Taking Stock

	Maybe you might remember listening to me read The Wind in the Willows to you. The water-rat enjoys the warmth of a nice fire in the grate, snugly ensconced in his armchair, a pen and paper handy. While staring into the fire, he turns rhymes over in his mind, like fine cut gems, playing with pairs and triples as a hobby or pastime. In such a manner do the winter months slip by. I have been playing around with simple rhymes a fair bit in the past two weeks and found it quite captivating. The style of A.A.Milne seems the most natural. It’s a wonderful game, following rhymes, and we see it’s use momentarily by Fezzik in the movie “The Princess Bride”. If you were here, I think it would be a fun game to play.

	The Mindscape is a wonderful infinite place where everything I think, perceive or feel exists. In writing, I am discovering rather than creating. The part of my writing I am most pleased with are the stories of Love and Grief, the twins, who together are love. There are now a total of four of these; The Twins, The Embers of Grief, The Signal and The Beyond. I have found there is a lot more about these two characters and how they inhabit the world. I hope to write more about them in the future. Without this course, it is unlikely I would have come across them.


Heart Condition

	Sweetie, what is the condition of my heart? Please help me to explore this question.

	I see a vast plain of fertile timothy. It waves in the increasing breezes. Above, the clouds are building into thunderheads. Soon the rain will fall, hard and quenching. You are telling me it is important to be in balance with the time because like the rain, that will nourish me.

	In the springtime, the thunderstorms begin to move across the plains and things sprout and grow from this energy following the innocence of their natural state. The Truth is reflected in what the grassland is. It is best to realize that and work toward what it is, rather than what it might possibly be.

	My heart is innocent and natural. Its distant neighbour, my mind, must keep with Truth. Nature without Truth degenerates and no grass will grow. You tell me there is nothing I can do that will help my heart. My heartache will pass on its own, but I have to be patient. To try to push forward or move on will be a bad idea. You tell me to wait. Just wait and endure. Nothing can be done.

	I am staggered by this strange indictment. Why do you continue to torture me? Can’t you feel my love anymore?

	Then, being the eldest daughter that you are, you gently and gradually, without disruption, direct the winds to push constantly. A gap forms in the clouds and a brilliant sunbeam shines through.

	I realize this is your sign. Time is your instrument. It is consistency over time that will eventually bring the needed change.


I Couldn’t. Oh. I did.

	I’m very happy to be part of the groups at Refuge In Grief. Currently, I’m participating in the daily, weekly and monthly writing activities. Writing is how I cope. I could write to a static webpage. It’s the writing that’s important, it gets me more than halfway. If no one reads it, well, that feels a little isolating, but at least the message is out there, like a sign-post, an annotation on a map, or salutations on a gold disk recording attached to the side of the voyager space probe leaving the solar system. Will anyone ever read it? I don’t know. But I have to try.

	On the flip side, I want to pay it forward, reading as many of the posts as I can. As many as I can handle. It isn’t easy.

	Sometimes the stories are long and I can see the mental gymnastics their anguish has put them through. Others are short, and punch hard, carrying rage and sudden turmoil. A short post can sometimes whimper, however, a quiet weak voice trying just one more time before running out of energy.

	I read and read, which is what I can do since time is meaningless. At any time of the day or night, I might be there. Occasionally a post hits with something novel or so horrific that it stops me. I truly have to stop reading, the anguish being too much, that it seems my eyes will bleed.

	It really is the case that truth is stranger than fiction. Some stories are beyond the imagination and reading them twists the mind so hard that the only thing that can be done is to give it a rest, get away, go for a walk. And yet I will come back, have another go, finishing what was started. Sometimes I am inspired enough to comment, other times only an acknowledgement is manageable, not knowing what to say.

	There are so many stories. Unfortunately, they are legion, beyond the telling, beyond counting, the Sea of Misery. To quote Maxim Gorky,

	“The sea of misery breaks against the dam of heartlessness, it rages and surges against it, and you want to appease it by throwing a few peas into it!”

	Yes, Maxim, I have only a few peas, but I will still try, as long as I can and for as long as I have a connection.


Grief is Everywhere

	Grief is the love left over for you, Sweetie. So grief and love go together and are part of life. Our political structures, our social conventions may change over time, but life remains, inexhaustible, growing neither more nor less. This great reservoir underlies everything, running deep below, connecting all aspects.

	I might decide to change my location to a different house, a different landscape, but still, that aquifer is there, somewhere under my feet. I can feel its energy. Whatever I decide to do in the future and what the two of us did in the past, is based on this dynamic equilibrium, love and grief included.

	The foundations of human nature are the same for everyone. This is the connected path between us, but it runs deep. If I fail to reach deep enough, paying too much attention to convention or not being mindful of my own internal condition, then I will fail to reach the real roots of humanity and never find that inexhaustible wellspring of life.

	In my journey of grief, I have been guilty many times of the mindset that nothing matters or that it would be better if I was dead. In such a swamp I lose significance. If I throw myself away, there is no reason for anyone to seek me out. It would be a shame to have something to offer and yet be so overlooked. I know that deep down there is a spring of the cold clear water of connection, the words of others more wise and experienced than I. By drinking their words, I might turn them into life for me, after you.

	Deep within the earth, I can still hear the thrumming of that great flow. A year ago, I was in a hurry to connect with that again because I missed you so much and wanted you back somehow. At this time I am weakened by my anguish and must reserve my strength. I know that now. My actions of a year ago seem like insanity today, but running away is not what I am doing now. I will sit back, rest, recover and bid my time, listening still to life.


Blessing

	May tranquillity rest within you
preventing rash action
and inspiration outwardly guide you
making gradual development possible.

	May gentleness that is adaptable
but also penetrating
be seen as your outer form
proceeding from inner calm.

	May you avoid
the high plateau
too dry and arid
for easy survival.

	May you take heart
that the summit’s barren isolation
will soon be overcome
by development and understanding.

	May you not fail to notice
the ridgepole’s sag
and knowing action
avoid disaster.

	May you remember
the first resting place
of the wild goose
on the distant shore.

	Like a great tree on the mountain slope,
may you take the time to grow slowly
according to nature’s way
and in so doing stand firmly rooted.



	



	Remembrance

	The action of remembering
must be done repeatedly
just for you, dear.

	It has been 477 days since
you exited our shared life
forevermore.

	I don’t want to lose you more
precious than diamonds.
I still need you.

	What should I expect going forward?
How do I hold you in Truth?
Can you say?

	Perhaps from the quantum-foam, you answer:
Look for grace in pleasant memory
then dissolution.

	Grace is beauty in form
needed for any union.
A well-ordering.

	The strong light of the sun
makes life possible on earth.
An essential.

	But the esthetic ornamentation
of the moon and stars
gives us beauty.

	Should I pursue grace
or return to simplicity?
I wonder.

	There can be peace of mind
in true relationships
with friends.

	Casting away ornamentation
reveals its true value as
simplicity of form.

	Within the unbreachable boundary,
in the light sphere of concealing mist
I remember you with love.

	You say the gentle breezes must slowly push
and dissipate the mist and cloud
of this cloying egotism.

	But I may not be free of selfishness
that keeps you central
to my life.



	



	Moving to the Abstract

	I have recently started counting the days since you died. That seems to be because I lapped the year. Last year June was crazy. I was literally insane trying to address the loss of touch. Now, I want to differentiate between that June and the one we are in now. The year just keeps rolling around and around. Soon I will seriously ask myself how many times has it been? So instead I appeal to the counting numbers. Count the days. Thank God there is no shortage of real estate there. The numbers never end, never repeat. Not ever. At least that is one thing I can rely on. It feels good actually.

	I used to rely on you. When you died I wanted to feel again what it meant to hug you. It was just there, almost within reach. But these things have slipped away somehow, haven’t they? The next to go was how you moved. How you sounded and what were your pet phrases have also largely gone. Trying hard to remember leaves me feeling I am only imagining it. It’s not a real memory. I feel so guilty that there are no videos that focus on you. The best I have was made by our daughter, running around the house as a kid, with a new camera on video. I hear you, but along with other competing voices. I see you only briefly, for a few seconds. Such a shame. We didn’t appreciate the right things at the time.

	It is still possible to predict your opinions or decisions on many things. That has been helpful. In the short term, it will help to keep me on track with my writing. I promised you I would finish the books and I mean to do that. A promise made is a debt unpaid. I know you didn’t really like the stories, but you supported my effort anyway.

	I might say I haven’t had a grief attack in quite some time, but every time I say that one comes along a few days later. They have become much less frequent. And I don’t look at your urn as often as I used to. Your death used to play out over and over in my mind. That doesn’t happen now unless someone specifically asks me about it. Like with these writing prompts.

	I guess it is true that you are fading. I feel ashamed, but it’s the truth. You just aren’t here anymore to reinforce my memory. I hardly even look at your pictures. It’s not that I’m forgetting that you existed, that we had 30 wonderful years together. As everything about us has kind of receded, as I am able to step back and look at us from a distance, I am starting to have some doubts. Were those years actually wonderful? Did we really have good communication between us? I thought we did, but now I’m not so sure. It must be because you are getting further away, further and further into the past, like slipping deeper into the water, out of reach. I can hardly see you down there, squinting through the murk.

	You might be fading, but that just reinforces the emptiness left behind. If I don’t think about you, what do I think about? If I can’t remember you, what are my memories? They are nothing. It is becoming all solitude, all loneliness. If it was not for writing the two remaining books, my life would be completely pointless. I wonder what will happen when they are actually finished?


I Remember

	Once again, I’m sitting on the hard white sand, slightly damp. Cantor’s Album is on my lap. Around me, the middle distance disappears into white nothing, the sound of calm surf suggestively somewhere in front, but I notice none of that.

	What has my attention this time is a picture of your hands, holding a cleaver. You are carefully, but efficiently making half centimetre slices of lotus root. It’s a marvel. This beige, slightly dirty looking rigid string of bulbous nodes, pulled from the muck, once scrubbed clean and sliced show a geometric pattern of round air passages.

	You work quickly. Slice, slice, slice. In a few moments, all the root is ready. The flat of the blade you use to lift the pile of slices to the side. That blade is old. It’s not even stainless steel, some kind of high carbon steel, that stays remarkably sharp, but needs careful cleaning and drying so it doesn’t rust. You keep it oiled on the window sill.

	There is a bowl already prepared, full of a mixture of ground pork, chopped water chestnut and green onion and garlic, sugar, salt, black pepper and starch from the water chestnut. I think it was the odd kind of starch that held the mixture together, sticky like a paste.

	You make little balls of the paste and squash them, making a sandwich between two slices of lotus root. Roll, squish, roll squish. How do you work that fast with your hands just flying? Those strong and capable hands you never liked, that have done so much in our life from washing kids, weeding gardens, to your wonderful cooking. They are man’s hands, you say. I look at them. They aren’t big. They are solid, thick, muscle showing in the palm, but so small your thumb to little finger would never reach an octave on the piano.

	The wok has been heating on the gas flame, a centimetre of oil in the bottom. After a quick dusting of corn starch, each sandwich is dropped unceremoniously into the hot oil, released quickly, hands zipping back, out of range of any hot splash. There is a rhythm here. Dust, drop, wait, flip, wait, scoop. Repeat. The gas flame blasts away, the oil just below the smoke point. You have the right tools, practiced so well, a wide shallow utensil like a round spoon with lots of 3-millimetre holes in it, to scoop out the golden morsels, oil quickly draining through before piling them on a large plate to serve. You offer one to me, seeking my opinion. Delicious of course!

	Such meals you made for your family! I remember this now, the heat in the kitchen, the smell of frying and hot oil. The air full of the scent of garlic. The big wok on the flame. That was the past I remembered sitting there on the sand, not the present nor the future. It is only the past now, but at least it cannot be changed, even if eventually I cannot remember.


Here We Go

	On that last day, February 23, 2019, the drugs were making me dizzy. I kept struggling back to consciousness, fighting for every breath. The cancer was everywhere now, I was palliative. I heard tomorrow they would take out the tube and I would die. I could feel pain, but I was so tired because I couldn’t sleep properly for days. Then something happened and I couldn’t breathe. As I struggled, I could feel my heart slowing.

	I thought “Here we go.” I felt a tremendous jolt, then it was just black.

	You might think that was the end of the story, but it wasn’t. I was in bed and dreaming. But then I realized I wasn’t. I was somewhere, with the words “Here we go” echoing in my mind. Maybe it was night. There were some bushes showing in the bright lights. It felt so strange looking at those bushes, leafless, the intense white of snow showing behind them. I looked at them for a long time, I think.

	Then I realized I was in the cab of a pickup truck. Apparently, I had driven off the road. A Christmas present, or rather the box of a present in pretty red and gold paper was beside me. It looked open, so I lifted the lid. The inside was full of very fine sharp particles. Somehow I knew it had been a mug. Now it was so much fine gravel. I had a headache and I couldn’t see well.

	The motor of the pickup wasn’t working, but the electrical system was on. Through the windshield, I could see wreckage. A great indentation had been smashed into the driver’s side, just ahead of the seat in which I sat. It extended almost halfway across the vehicle. The impact must have been devastating. The whole dash had been shifted forward, toward me, pinching my legs.

	I suddenly thought about gasoline and fire. I turned off the electrical and tried to get out. The door wouldn’t open. I pushed and banged, but it wouldn’t move. How was I going to get out? Was I trapped in here? Was the truck going to catch fire at any second? Why won’t the door open?

	Then I saw the window. The glass was gone, maybe popped out by the force of impact? Outside was a tree, snow frozen to its trunk. For some reason, I think it was a maple. That must have been what damaged the truck.

	I squirmed my legs up onto the seat. Nothing of mine seemed to be broken. Just the truck and it doesn’t bleed. For such a tremendous impact, I guess I was lucky. Wiggling and pushing, I managed to get out the window somehow.

	Outside the world was bathed in moonlight. I checked myself over. I seemed to be completely fine, just couldn’t see well. Staggering back in the snow and dead grass, I leaned against the tree and discovered it was wearing my glasses. They must have flown from my face and miraculously landed on the tree. I put them back on. Still good. Now I could see the truck was completely destroyed. That ride was never going to work again. It was a miracle I wasn’t killed, but I didn’t seem to have even a scratch.

	But now, where was I? Why did I have no memory of this place or trip? I didn’t even know why I was here.

	Car lights were becoming brighter and a vehicle slowed and pulled over. The window rolling down, the driver asked, “You ok?”

	“Yeah. Uh, can you give me some help?”

	“My God! That was a hell of an accident. I saw you leave the road. It’s more slippery than it looks. Looked like you hit one tree, swung around, went back the way you came, hit another tree and stopped where you are. And here you are standing! You are one lucky girl! I’ll drive into town and send the tow out.”

	“Thanks!”

	The car slowly moved off, loose snow swirling behind it along the pavement. It might have been the first snow of the year.

	But what year?


Your Love

	I admit it. For a long time now the only way I could quell the feelings of anxiety over trying to face life without you was by using the mantra of “nothing matters now”. When I was in the darkest places and suicide loomed real, repeating that phrase as I walked Echo was the only kindness that really helped. The anxiousness returns in spades when I consider how you are taking what I have been doing for the last 481 days. How are you reacting? What are you saying? I can feel the answers in my head, in the neural network trained to you for 30 years. The real killer question I am afraid to ask. Do you still love me?

	When you were still alive, the plan for the future was clear. At least it seemed to me that you had a plan and it was a good one, that you had spent sleepless hours cogitating at 3 am when you couldn’t go back to sleep. God, I hope that’s not what killed you in the end, all that loss of sleep, too much worry. Can you get cancer from that?

	You are looking at how I am doing things with concern. Maybe I know but don’t want to face the fact that you are disappointed with me. When you were alive, the plans came from you. I have no experience after all this time, except to know your thinking.

	I still get sidetracked, spending money on things I shouldn’t. Falling with style, you call it. You help when you can, asking me if a purchase is really necessary. Often I can change my mind. Being below the poverty line, it’s something I need to do more of.

	I abandoned the fledgling business we had started because it really is too much work for one person and dangerous to do all alone. But does that matter now? You think I should continue, but I just don’t have the confidence without you.

	Your garden? It’s all gone, a patch of weeds. The kids like the idea of a garden, but they can’t spare the time to travel there and do the work with me. By myself, the garden has become a horrible trigger and the nights out there are long and lonely. I spend the wee small hours talking to myself, waiting for the light to come back, just trying to get through.

	The biggest worry is the promise made to you on your death bed. A promise made is a debt unpaid. I have to finish the novels. My poor little characters are still waiting. The books have not been completed, even after all this time. I know you are disappointed. I know you would be wanting to pull the plug on this effort now. I just need a bit more time.

	You wonder openly about all the grief activity I am involved in, asking me if it really helps. Well, I think my writing is getting better, without ruining the books. I continue to work on the second novel. I really am making progress, don’t worry. There are 48 chapters now, a total of 168605 words so far. At just a little past halfway, it will be a long book when it is done, the second in a trilogy.

	I need that book. I think it will show me the way to carry you forward. Think of it as therapy. Maybe you can learn to forgive me, just as I may learn how to live without you. I’m so afraid you won’t. I just don’t know what else to do.

	You tell me to continue. That was the plan. Just keep going. You tell me when I hit rock bottom, then go out for anything. It won’t matter then. For now, you say, there is still hope. We aren’t finished yet. Maybe you still love me after all. Let the tears come, you say.


The Desire to Please

	This is a strange world we live in. There are only a few compass points. Fortunately, most of us have been to school, spent years learning one of the foundation stones of civilization. I’m referring to arithmetic, addition and multiplication of the counting numbers. Who would have thought that a map could be found there?

	In 1931, Kurt Gödel showed that arithmetic was not one whole, but composed of neighbourhoods. Regardless of where you start on the landscape of arithmetic, there will be some places you cannot go, some truths you cannot reach. The paper was called "Über formal unentscheidbare Sätze der Principia Mathematica und verwandter Systeme”, in English, “On Formally Undecidable Propositions of Principia Mathematica and Related Systems”.

	For us, this means which truths we pick to keep dear to our hearts are those which will determine or limit the Truth we can have in our lives. Nothing is really left out, as long as it is consistent. You can find it out there, somewhere, which brings us back to the compass. What truths will you choose? Those that allow you to remain as close as possible to your lost one? Maybe your choice is focused on how to move forward? It might be possible to have both if only the right choice is made.

	It is hard to see the consequences, difficult to deal with the murk of incomplete understanding, but it will always be incomplete. We get only a neighbourhood of Truth. That is all we are allowed. Not the whole thing. That’s what Gödel proved.

	Each of us, by choosing certain truths, has chosen a place to stand on this landscape. We hope. We desire.

	You may have been warned to focus on the present. Hope has a weakness, in that it keeps us looking into the future. Perhaps we miss the critical observation in the present which will make the future we desire, possible. It is best to pay attention to our hearts, moving according to its direction in a natural way but also informed that if it all goes badly, we still have the choice to start again from a different location perhaps. Start again a thousand times. A practice.

	The dictionary tells us a belief is the acceptance of a statement as if it were true. The actual truth of the statement is never really considered. What arithmetic tells us, however, is belief is irrelevant. The only thing to do is look at the desire in your heart and make a choice. Just choose where to stand on the landscape of truth.

	In this strange world, may your wanderings be fruitful and you eventually find your heart’s desire.


The Prospector

	I have my tin pan in hand, standing knee-deep in the flow of cold clear water. Gravel swirls gradually exiting over the edge. Damn! Nothing. My memory is pretty bad at the best of times. Even before Selena died, memory was one of my limiting factors. These days, I definitely feel more distant from the event. It feels muted, like seeing something from a vast distance.

	I’m panning for centred moments. There haven’t been any sudden alignments which reduce grief, or moments where I felt particularly centred, which I can recall. Although the grief community likes to look for these, I’m afraid my claim comes up empty, I think. I have a lot of worries in my new life. I feel no purpose and I’m alone. My grief is mostly the grief attack, which thankfully is occurring less and less frequently. So outside of grief attacks, I’m not doing too badly.

	I'm more productive when I’m writing stories. Following the seam of a new tale allows me to escape for a couple of hours into some other situation. That’s just a distraction or diversion. The same thing happens when I manage to connect with other people. There aren’t too many that come around way out here. I’m usually in pretty good spirits then. The only caveat is other couples remind me of my losses again, so it’s not completely a one-way street.

	The love I feel for Selena, radiates from the past. I come across a bit of such sparkle now and then. It is very much from the past. Feels like the ancient past. An article of clothing, a project, a verbal expression, these all call up aspects of the past. Memories. I’m very thankful when this happens. Folks like to see what I've found. I really don’t think the love is in the present or future, except possibly when I’m trying to decide what she would want me to do. But that’s a projection from the past again.

	I wish I could relate one of these alignments, these centering experiences that the grief community talks about, love clicking into place, but I’m afraid I’m coming up short. The claim may be all played out, but I’ll keep working it for a while yet. Maybe I’ll move on sometime. Find a new claim. Not yet.


The Wanderer

	I’m not standing in the same place.
I didn’t think I moved.

	But I can see the insanity of last spring
clear as the air after a cold front has passed.

	It makes no sense
and yet was the only reasonable path,
then.

	Do others see?

	Do others realize
not the tenuousness of truth
but truth I hold
dear to my heart
determines what I see
and where I can go?

	It is a strange landscape
at the best of times.

	Grief makes the way strange.

	Unfamiliar landmarks loom and confuse
my best reckoning.

	Where is the compass?

	Have I chosen my axioms well?

	I will not know
until I try to follow
these truths of my heart.

	The places may change,
I may lose my way,
but I must remember
this is all part of the one landscape
of Truth
and everything I can consistently imagine
can be found.

	Out there.

	Somewhere.

	Even you.


Musing on the Shore

	In the world of mist, hard sand and light surf,
I wonder,
perhaps the answer dances in the quantum-foam?

	Then may come dissolution
and dissipation in the mist and cloud
within the light sphere of concealment.

	But then,
how do I hold you in truth?
I may not be free of selfishness.

	I still need you,
an essential
that shows me beauty.

	You exited our shared life,
but I remember you with love,
in the moon and stars.

	In true relationships,
the simplicity of form is a well-ordering
and grace is beautiful in form.

	I don’t want to lose you more
by casting away ornamentation,
the essential ornamentation to my life.

	What can you say?
It has been 484 days since there was any peace of mind
within the unbreachable boundary.

	What should I expect going forward?
The action of remembering, needed for any union,
is more precious than diamonds.

	You say the gentle breezes must slowly push,
and reveal the strong light of the sun,
showing the grace of pleasant memory.

	Should I push for grace?
Must it be done repeatedly
or return to simplicity?

	Just for you, dear,
may it reveal its true value as making life possible on earth
and keep you central with friends forevermore.



	



	Analysis of Remembrance

	This work is based the previous work, “Remembrance”. I have examined the writing for accumulation points, that is for points of attraction and density.

	Attraction

	hold you in Truth

	How my life has been and what I have experienced with you has generated its own set of truths. I feel these are critical for keeping the connection between us, even after you are gone. It will be only by forgetting these that I will really lose you.

	pleasant memory then dissolution

	We had a good life, you and me. There weren’t many things to worry about, or at least I know now they were not important. I can finally look at your pictures without immediate grief attacks. But I still feel no purpose in my life now. When things get difficult, as they often do, I long for dissolution, to get off this merry-go-round.

	esthetic ornamentation of the moon and stars

	Many times at the garden we would be unexpectedly treated to wonderfully clear night skies. Sometimes we would just admire the view, the two of us, before cold or mosquitoes drove us back inside.

	peace of mind in true relationships

	You were a constant and reliable best friend. In trepidation after an argument, I once expressed my worry you might leave, but you told me it was just an argument and it would never change your love for me.

	gentle breezes must slowly dissipate the mist and cloud

	It will be a long time before I can function again. Maybe, little-by-little, change may come, gently.

	Density

	485 days

	There could be many pages here. I’ve been counting the days since you died, that horrific day when you could no longer breathe and suffocated, your heart slowly spinning down as I watched. I will never get over that image. I can’t bring myself to reproduce those events, yet again, but for anyone interested they can read the account online as The Struggle.

	quantum-foam

	Physicists tell us at the smallest scale of reality particle pairs appear spontaneously driven by probability. In this region may be found wormholes that could connect to other realities. I think one of those connections will be to wherever you are. For most of us, the universe isn’t really as it seems. I don’t think I will describe this further. Others, who really know what they are talking about have done a good job. Check the various short videos at PBS Space Time, or try “PBS Space time quantum foam” in Google.

	light sphere

	Cosmologists tell us there is a maximum distance we can see out into our universe. Beyond that, light has not had time to reach us. As the universe accelerates its expansion, things we can see now will slowly fade from view because space will be expanding too fast. Eventually, if we are still around, there will be less and less to see from inside our light sphere. This is the most basic kind of barrier that partitions space into different universes. I’m thinking like this when I describe the isolation on the shore, sitting on the hard wet sand with gentle surf sounds in the background, but unable to see far, the world ending in a sphere of light mist.

	selfishness

	I was in such a hurry last spring to try to shore-up my world. You were the keystone of my arch, which was now threatening to collapse. In my insanity, I desperately looked for someone to take over that role. That was selfish of me. I admit it. I recognize my insanity at that time. Now, it makes no sense at all. It did happen. Our plans all came from you. The army can do nothing without its General. I am still in disarray.


The Shape of You

	At the end of a grief group session, we had a little representative lunch. It was a potluck. I’m not a good cook, so I didn’t know initially what to do. It was supposed to be something about you. I remembered how you always arrived at someone’s house bearing gifts.

	Maybe I kind of forgot where that habit came from but I started doing the same thing over the years. You always brought something, whether a case of wine or a box of mangos or papaya. It was always something special, often fruit, which you liked so much yourself and always a lot.

	At the grief group, I brought a whole case of mangos. Everyone loved them. They were the small bright yellow ones, so sweet and nice! There was more than enough for everyone and anyone else at the place. The members were impressed with this generosity, but I explained that was what you always did, that it was just you.

	They didn’t know how to eat them, so I demonstrated what you had taught me so long ago, filleting along the sides of the flat seed and then scoring the flesh in a crisscross fashion, but not through the skin, so when it was turned out backwards, the little squares could be eaten right off the skin. Your mangos were very popular at lunch.

	Remember that great matriarchal oak that came down in a storm? That was in 2001, I think. Dad was going to just cut it up for firewood. The sawmill didn’t want white oak, only red oak. You convinced us to keep all the interesting pieces to make things. The value of the wood was clear to you, where others just saw firewood. You got me that book, “Old Ways of Working Wood”. Now the house is full of great blocks as tables or stools. They are your ideas. I am so appreciative of natural wood, stuff that still looks like a tree. The barn is full of such preserved pieces waiting to be made into something, and I do it all with old fashioned hand tools. I have you to thank for giving me that nature.

	Every Christmas you would knit or croquet. So many things you made from wool, even little felted animals! I was fascinated with your work. Remember the one year you made 55 hats? My mom didn’t do that kind of work. I realized when you made a scarf, that it was a knot. A knot that was flat! Amazing! You got me that famous book “The Ashley Book of Knots”. It’s a favourite of mine. So interesting! There are rolls of cordage in the house now. There are things made from tying and of course, I owe it all to you.

	Your greatest passion was the garden. For that you had special abilities, able to squat on your haunches for hours at a time, planting, weeding or picking. For some reason, I just can’t do that. My legs won’t bend like they need to. But I did learn a great appreciation for plants. You got me that book “One Straw Revolution” remember? Then another one, “Planting Seeds in the Desert”. It was so fun seeing what we could grow, seeing what would grow even if we didn’t try and wondering what unknown plants might be good for. I keep that philosophy going in the yards now. Whatever wants to grow, can. I watch and discover. This is your legacy.

	Anyone listening might notice that you give me a lot of books. You loved books. When I was depressed that I hadn’t accomplished any of my dreams in life, and wondered if I should at least write them into stories, finding a kind of reality that way, you were very supportive. In fact, if it hadn’t been for your support, the novels would never have happened. I promised you on your death bed to finish those novels. I mean to do it. A promise made is a debt unpaid.

	These are just a few musing about the leftover you. Maybe I should call it the projection of you onto my life. I miss you so much. This work has taped deep into the vein. At least I have something of you left, an influence. The rain is starting to fall now. Rain from a clear blue sky.


The Story of our Story

	I know a strange lady whose name is Antecedent. She lives in The Changing Story. Her main point is the mathematical community has known for a long time that Truth is not finitely definable. I would have to write for an infinite time before I would have Truth. Anything less would not have arrived at Truth. So I never have Truth, I just have stories.

	There are hints of this incompleteness everywhere. The most basic comes from arithmetic, that most simple and reliable part of civilization. Arithmetic tells us that our infinite reality comes in neighbourhoods. It is not a unified whole. And this is a very good thing. If I am choosing what I will take as my set of truths, the gems to live by, the core of my strength needed to struggle forward, it is well that I don’t have to worry about contradictions with other’s collections of truths. All I need to check is whether my set is consistent, because consistency implies existence, just as existence implies consistency.

	That’s all I need to keep you close. Existent if and only if consistent. And you are safe, within a neighbourhood of Truth. The only problem is, which version of you? If I can’t remember all the details, if I choose a slightly different set, adding in something that slipped my mind, I get a different projection of you. So there are many stories, not just one and I can change between them. Some days I focus on how I need you to keep me from falling. Other days I wonder if we really communicated that well at all. The stories can be very different, some positive, some negative, happy or shameful.

	I don’t like to look at the total collection of stories of you, of us. I think it is natural to avoid perceiving the infinite regress of all such. Better to focus on one. Maybe tomorrow I will find my focus has changed to a different aspect of us. It is indeed a changing story.


Act Not to Silence

	The wood is dry;
a desire to burn.

	Flame grows above the wood, small at first, gathering force.
Its visible nature must extend into the invisible.

	I could not see you burn, but you did.

	I wish
there had been some way to appreciate
your taking root in the cosmic order,
like the flame you became.

	You led us.

	Now I must lead. How can I serve?

	Fostering and nurturing our future
has become singular, a sole responsibility
for which I am not equipped.

	This is not the well.
Not where I might drink the words of those more wise.

	This is the banquet table of civilization,
and they are waiting for me,
waiting to receive nourishment from our table.

	How do I serve?

	What can you say to ease the burden?

	You tell me as long as my will is good,
it does not matter how low I am.

	My willingness to go forward will be met with acceptance.

	I worry.

	I know
silence will not be effective,
for if no one notices
all my gifts of mind will go to waste.

	You say it is needless.

	If I nourish my spirit
the time will come when
the fall of rain will wash away
all my anxiety and tension.

	But I’m afraid.

	I know it will take everything I have
for limited powers linked
to heavy responsibility
seldom hold together.

	Be approachable and modest.

	You say if I can do that,
I may find someone to help.

	Only if I’m consistent
would you be OK with it.
Else, time well wasted.



	



	In the End

	Are you there? Are you listening?

	Gently. There is a favourite movie. I know you remember it. The name of the movie is Babe. There are many things it can teach us, but I hope you will always remember the wisdom of Farmer Hogget. He knew that little thoughts and feelings that whisper and tickle at the back of the mind should never be ignored, for in them are the seeds of the future. Water them.

	Looking back at your whole life, I have watched you struggle. You reached out your hand for support, for guidance, for permanence. You reached me. I was your skyhook. And you held on, even though in the end it seems it was for nothing. If you had not been distracted, then things may have been better.

	Try not to despair. There is time yet. She may be gone, but the whispers are still there if you listen closely. She wants you to continue. Your story, the total of all your dreams, goals and even hopes, still exists. Still can be found out there in the Mindscape, that infinite place described by Descartes. She is there too, always.

	As in Stardance, by Spider Robinson, this is your meaning: to recognize the existential futility of all action and all striving and yet act to strive. Keep trying. Keep writing, even if it seems pointless. You are still needed. Give them existence. Go outside to watch the sunset on a clear evening. Look for the brightest star close to the western horizon and sing If I Had Words. Remember Farmer Hogget. Don’t let them die.



	



	The Other Side of Silence

	The day is coming;
it is not far away.

	There will be battles like fire and water.

	Each trying to destroy the other.

	The children of the generations
will cast off the molting pelts
of what went before
and follow their own revolution.

	It is not yet time
but I lack the confidence required
in and of my own self
to be called to this task.

	You tell me to find a way
to gladden their hearts
enlightening their minds
and so avoid excessive loss.

	I must cast away my claim
so I have no selfish aim.



	



	Where I Stand

	Our society has become great because people plant trees the shade of which they will never see and enjoy. This is a common theme in life and it affects our perception of reality. In 1931, Kurt Gödel was planting such figurative trees. It would be decades before his ideas would be properly understood and appreciated. One paper was a proof that arithmetic is incomplete. For David Hilbert, it was the end of his famous program and most mathematicians considered Gödel’s result to be a disaster.

	Most mathematicians wanted to see a small collection of self-evident truths (axioms) about arithmetic that would be able to build any arithmetic expression that was true. This is the same idea as the five axioms that support all of Euclidean geometry. Think of axioms as kinds of Lego blocks. Can you build all the structures you want to? If you don’t have wheel pieces, you can’t build the car you are imagining. The car is a real and possible Lego structure, but it is not true for your set of blocks. You need to get a new set of blocks.

	Gödel showed there is no set of axioms that build all of arithmetic. There will always be some part that is missing. If you change the set of axioms, there will be other parts missing. By missing, I mean true arithmetic expressions that the axioms cannot reach. Those kinds of Lego blocks just do not let you get there. What this means is that the landscape of arithmetic is made up of neighbourhoods. A set of axioms gives you one neighbourhood. To get to another one, you have to change axioms.

	I don’t know about you. For me, I need something real and true to hold on to, a skyhook that I can grip tightly in these difficult days. Things have been difficult for a long time. I know grief is subjective. That’s a dense way of saying it’s as bad as I think it is and no two instances of grief are comparable. I think that is the clue providing me with my entry point into today’s topic.

	Those of you who have been following my writings know that last spring I was desperately trying to save myself. Selena had been the keystone of the arch of my life. A mem Selena had given me while she could still talk had convinced me I could replace the keystone before it all fell down. So I was looking for a new relationship just two months after Selena had passed away. My attempt was not successful and just added suffering on top of my pain. Looking back at it now, I am amazed that I could reach that conclusion. It seems like pure insanity. At the time, it seemed the apex of reason. So how did this happen? Why does 1 now seem like 0?

	This experience underlined Gödel’s message. Realizing arithmetic is an essential part of human civilization strongly suggests much of my reality will have the same nature, that no set of truths will give me the whole of my life. Usually, I am in a place where I can feel Selena’s love still strong. There are others, though, where I question our relationship. I must choose and choose carefully and in so doing arrive in the desired neighbourhood. When things seem to change fundamentally, as they occasionally do, I know I have crossed over a boundary, that I have allowed one of the truths to escape. This is the arithmetic of my life. Some neighbourhoods are dark, containing suicidal thoughts or nihilism. Others display the possibility of a new chapter to life with a new person. The majority, I think, have a long and singular path to natural dissolution, some on the high road and others through the swamp.

	The choice is the key. I don’t mean choosing to go on or choosing to be happy. I mean choosing truths, axioms (there is even an Axiom of Choice). What are my axioms? I can choose more than once, even many times, revisiting old places. This is not a matter of belief, only of truth. All I have to do is decide what are my axioms, my self-evident truths and I am there. All I have to do is decide where I stand.
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