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I have watched spring come this year
while staying in a winter house.
Outside my parents’ home
life is coming back
to the trees and to the land,
but my father is walking
with painstaking, faltering steps
into the end of his life.

While ice has melted away
from the lakes and shadowed places,
my mother has become more frozen
with fear and limitation.

New daffodils brighten the yard outside
yet indoors
life narrows.
Mother Earth bursts wide open
with green, growing vigor,
while their tired bodies
become their only focus
and their daily struggle.

When my father and mother are finally free
I wish I could see their spirits
rise up and out,
just the way vibrant tulips
split through dead leaves and snow,
unconquered.
And I wish, even more,
that they could feel that life
within themselves now,
finding comfort in the reflection
of their vital souls
all around their winter house.

Divine Creator,
in the midst of their dusky, winter darkness,
help me to see our indestructible selves.
Help me, at least,
to be a mirror of the spring
as best I can,
for their sake
and for mine.
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On my mother’s last day
I rubbed lotion into her feet
and massaged her head and shoulders.
Despite difficulty speaking,
she said, clear as a bell,
“That feels so good!”
I smiled with joy
because there was finally something
she would accept from me
beyond my simple presence,
bringing her food,
and working hard to make conversation.
Finally I could nurture her with touch,
conveying how much I wanted to comfort
and soothe her,
help her feel cared for,
help her know she was not alone.

Our last words to each other were
I love you.
I always knew she loved me
the best she knew how
– that was her greatest gift –
but compassion had not been easy for me;
my childhood wounds were deep and numerous
because hers were, too.
I worked towards compassion
through all the long years she lived,
allowing me to do what I hadn’t thought I could;
to forgive her,
to value her,
to be grateful to her
for all I learned from being her daughter.
After so many years
of sanding down my resentments
layer after layer
I was able to love her
with authenticity and depth –
the path from my heart to hers,
like her feet,
smooth at last.

I bowed to her after she had left her body,
after I had blessed her with scented oil –
blessed her eyes, hands, feet
and now-still heart –
blessed her on her way to clarity and Light.
I thanked her, soul to soul,
for all she endured
while I was learning
what love really is.



