Fog

Thick grey misty blanket,

imbued with a damp chill

that seeks out and clings to bones,

the fog obscures the oncoming day.

A dank laziness pervades

morning's usual routine.

Each step, each action taken

as if in a somnambulant trance

expends reluctant energy

desperately seeking the snooze alarm.

One red sock and one blue -

dressing in the dark again -

doomed to another day's ridicule

from lesser minds that people the world.

Trapped and struggling in a mental haze

that somehow feels heavier than

the external physical phenomenon,

attention suffers an irreparable lapse.

"I don't know, officer.  He came

through the red light - never even

tried to stop. Like he musta

fallen asleep behind the wheel.

Guess someone'll hafta tell his folks.

Ther' ain't much left - poor sap."
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Fog (revisited)

A sea of faces,

familiar and stranger alike,

milling endlessly through the room.

Subdued quiet... is it respect

for the dead, or just a mixture of

fear and relief?

Condolences come from all sides

and she murmurs her acceptance.

Her mind is deep in the fog,

detached and unable as yet

to accept the inevitable reality.

Her son... gone!

One instant vibrant and alive,

the next, a statistic on the evening news.

Tomorrow she would re-enact

this final moment in her mind,

and every tomorrow after that.

Did he suffer?

What were his final thoughts?

What if she hadn't called him

the night before

with that stupid accusation?

Was the argument

his last memory of her?

Later she sat alone on the edge of the bed,

tears her only companions.

Two years before her husband

had lost his life on the ski slopes.

And now her son.

She had never felt so alone before...

there had always been someone in her life.

At last she sleeps...

fitful, troubled... dark dreams

invade her soul to add insult to injury.

"Mrs. Jones... we're all so sorry."

The little one came up to her desk.

"We got together and got you these."

He handed her a bunch of deep-red roses,

the thorns stained with his own child-blood

from holding the stems so desperately hard.

"Thank you, Jimmy!"

And she knew that she still had a purpose,

and she was still needed in this world.
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