How is the Snow?

"How is the snow?" she wrote, "How are the leaves?"
She wrote her letters backwards, b for d.
"I went to dlue dirbs tobay! (I miss you, dye!)"
I wrote back quickly, "Can 't you see

That snow comes after leaves, they're not gone yet.
You should know that. It's only early Fall."
"Sorry," she wrote back, "about the leaves."
And not another letter came from there.

Seeing backwards, she saw dark for bright.
She saw her father's death before her breath.
A crying baby, she heard her mother cry,
And very young she knew the taste of grief.

Giving of herself, she hoped that she'd receive
The gift of love, she pressed the issue so
And we were drawn to her as to a golden leaf
That shouts its color, while falling to the soil.

The shining hair that was her definition,
The sparkling brain that fired and miscued,
The compact, energetic body with a mission,
The leaping eyes, the ever-brittle bones.

Translate them to adulthood, from the child.
Make desperation age, and then the gifts
That once won friends dissolve, as in a cold
And drenching downpour signs of summer fade.

She died in winter, sad and all alone,
Of a disease that seemed to shake an hour
But truly was a lifetime coming home
A thirty-five-year battle to the core.

She died in winter, painfully and raw,
Having deserted and been deserted both.
Those closest to her blame her, those of us
[bookmark: _GoBack]Who left her long ago are not so sure.
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