
A BEAUTIFUL DEATH

A woman I am privileged to know, a gentle and loving spirit, recently
had to deal with the death of a neighbor, someone she had come to

love.  We shared some text messages.  With her permission, the
following is an excerpt of this dialog.

Ruth:

“My elderly neighbor lady is dying.  I am on my way to see her now. 
I hope I make it before she passes.  I love her dearly.  Precious is

life.”

Galen:

“So is death.  Peace to you and blessings to her.  Your presence will

be a boon - a gift from the Mother.”

Ruth (later)

“Yes, the Mother.  The Oceanic love swirling around her presence

which was pulled close to her body.  It smoothed her skin, so pale

and taunt, and yet a radiance; a going home glow beautified by her

countenance.

There were others in the room, all family, but they were so far

away.  



Eddie and I, we held each other’s hands, her morphine eyes would

open and close unfocused, searching quietly the vision within.  I ran

my fingers through her hair and told her how beautiful she looked.  

I breathed her breaths and touched her face...  an hour slipped by. 

And in my final moments with her, I touched her third eye which

sheened an uncanny light, 

and gave her my best and saltiest “I Love You., Eddie.” and left the

room, only locking eyes with her sister because while everyone else
was anxious and waiting, she and I were knowing...

Precious Is Death.”
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