Healing the Tear



Chapter 1
HEALING THE TEAR

Healing the Tear ©
Before the permanent ache there was the first tear.
You wounded me.

You were the one I trusted.



Assisi

Scaffolding holds up the wounded city
Feels familiar

much like the healing

going on inside of me

Reconstruction

Removal

scars on frescoes

scars on my belly

wounded words stitched tightly to hold me up
I need time

an abundance of time to heal

the chapel needs time to find its glory

the lost ones need time to find their faith



Chapter 2
IF THE WIND PICKS UP IT MEANS

You have been gone for a few years. I move around this life like a zombie.
Can’t feel, can’t dream, can’t hold on.
Only questions remain. Virginia Woolf is waiting for me.

Her final letter to her husband Leonard feels like home. “You have given me the greatest possible
happiness. You have been in every way all that anyone could be. I don’t think two people could
have been happier.....”

Come on, take this test with me.
Or take it for me.
Or take it for yourself.

You can’t fail. Take out your number 2 pencil and mark the right answer. Forget it, don’t take the
test, the results won’t matter. You are not here anyway.

If the Winds Pick Up, It Means

If the winds pick up, it means:
A. energy shifting in the clouds
B. the tree whispers sorrow

C. the journey will be delayed

If I answer your question: “who was my greatest love?”, it means:

A. I have died



B. You. You were my greatest love from this life and from the last one

C. You knew the answer, that is why you asked

If I walk into morning feeling hopeful, it means:
A. I am grateful
B. I am hallucinating

C. I am in love

If we make it past summer, it means:
A. We will have another winter together
B. We will paint and write new poems

C. We will live

If I avoid writing the widow essay, it means:
A. [ am not a widow
B. I don’t want to bleed

C. It is all a bad dream

If I am asked what your name is, it means:
A. You have left
B. I can refer to you like a lover in a story I never finished writing

C. You are beside me

If I reach out for you it means:
A. The space is desolate
B. No man can comfort me but you

C. I am lost in the wild sea



If I let myself believe, it means:
A. I can see light from my darkness
B. I have lost my balance and am falling

C. You will catch me if I fall

If I choose to live, it means:
A) I have found the valley of your chest

B) You might love me too

C) I won’t put rocks in my pockets and walk out to sea

You will Catch Me if I Fall ©



Chapter 3
HEART OBSERVES UNIVERSE

All my friends are single. All my friends are alone. Husbands, lovers have left them.
I am a widow. I feel like a spider. I should be crawling in a corner weaving my web.
Widow sounds so heavy a word, like someone put a coat made of iron on me.

I hate it.

I can’t breathe.

Heart Observes Universe ©



Chapter 4
KISS ME THERE

Kiss Me There ©

My attempt at becoming a woman again. After loss, who am I?
Catch Me

Your eyes are the sea

Your hands barnacled stories

Arms sun kissed

Fishing boat slices aqua waters

Throw your nets deep

Catch me, the last fish gasping for air



Chapter 5
THE PLEASURE IS ALL MINE

The Pleasure is All Mine ©



I am very lonely, very horny, very lost. I don’t remember your voice. I don’t remember your
words, your laughter. I can’t create a budget. I can’t do my U.S. taxes or my Greek ones. I hate
numbers. Maybe [ am losing it. Can’t remember where my keys are either. Maybe I was always
like that, but when you were here it was easy. Life was balanced. Safe.

Not much to say other than knowing I am in a space that is wide, deep, silent. No one knocks on
my door. Funeral words never quite play out in real life.

If you need anything I am there for you,
I am available if you want company,
just call me, you are not alone,
you have friends, time heals all wounds.

Not true, just letting you know. I am floating or standing or skating through this thing that might
be a cloud or death itself.

Does it matter if I live? Not much to long for or aspire to. I read, write and go round in circles.
Who wants to talk to someone who talks out loud to a dead husband on a beach in the winter?
Can you tell me?

I swim in freezing temperatures. I have made winter swimming my new activity. All mine and I
post the water temperature on Facebook to scare people. Maybe someone will see I am off
balance since you died. Maybe someone will say it must hurt to go home to an empty house at
night. No one says a word.

I can confirm, it hurts, I can confirm the hurt does not end. It cuts inside me daily. I know I have
to learn to live like this. How am I supposed to do that?



Chapter 6
BE CAREFUL WITH THIS HEART

Be Careful with this Heart ©
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