Remains
Life is the little that is left over from dying.
– Walt Whitman

Death is a casual acquaintance from morning headlines
over coffee or breaking news radio on the drive home.
Thirteen million starving in Yemen is just a Facebook click
away from cute kittens in a basket. 

Death is no more than a backrow face in the annual
big group photo until it isn’t – 

Death and I conversed at a few family funerals, 
for a long time at my Uncle Ave’s when I was angry 
at the hospital for not doing enough to save him, 

Death and I talk since Dad died, the only constant 
in my life for decades. Army medals to big-toothed 
photos still pause my life for visits with him.   

As I move closer in age to my long-gone elders, 
I can’t control civil conversations with Death.  
Far from headlines of nameless dead, I ask, Why 
did my son-in-law die on his fiftieth birthday? Why 
is the love of my life doomed with progressive diseases? Why 
do I suffer from increasing health limitations? My conversations 
seem one-sided like an addict needing a fix.

Questions about life seem more important so I ask, Why
did my son-in-law’s life touch so many people 
that they lined the street four hours during the visitation? Why 
does the love of my life overcome daily challenges to care for me? Why
do I promote community diversity through the arts despite chronic pain?
Night falls as surely as death visits all, but I see the night sky
aglow with stars, individuals’ bright sparks 
before their ends of ends. Therein lies our hope.
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