Edge
Drape the sheet across her breast and belly 

And let it drop off to her legs,

Some forty years ago, she gave birth to the last of the brothers

And had another gasp.  Now

The sharp edge of her nose and cheeks and open mouth - 

Her hand, still, awkward opens outward like a stone.

Her matted hair is stiff from a finished fight -  

The white goo from the adhesive tape still marks her face.

Six hours ago.  She was not alone.

One of the brothers went to her and held her hand.

And said goodbye with a thought to stop again.

But.  An hour ago.  Yes, she was alone.  Or not alone

As she wrestled on the edge.  Could peace and love

And always giving, outlive a sudden, bitter life -  

Is there an offer, a choice.
I stooped to kiss and hold her hand and say goodbye.

I’ll never give as much, or love as much.

