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Peg’s presence at our table now is gone.

Determination on her face, she read

with reading visor, magnifying glass.

Her voice, with humor, would reach out to us.

Though hesitant because of fading sight

and hearing loss, she planted seeds in us.

She still saw snow-laced limbs with chirping birds,

and oceans moving with their crashing waves.

The colors came and stayed in all the flowers

and sunsets, caught, arrayed in many poems.
At coffee time, she often started with 

her cane, a tap, a soft-shoe dancing step.

Can we describe her loss to us in words?

It will be difficult for us to do.

Her life was words so we will give a try.
Remember how she belted back a Scotch

and soda with a treasured group of friends,

and laugh at bawdy jokes and give a curse?
We never will forget the lime green suit,

her many friends at “ninety” birthday bash.
The truth is—naught can now be said or done.

to bring this life to life again to hear

the farewell quips and poems—as poets do.
Her open mind embraced us all with love.
We hope to see you, Peg, but not too soon.

