Seven plus One
 
When I entered, it felt like a silent tornado touched down in me and tore my insides apart.
There were seven of us plus one and “One” frequents my dreams and warms up my heart.
That seven plus one I know and love with all the power of my internal thoughts
But because of the “One”, us seven united at this place and shared an unbearable loss.
 
The seven of us would go sit with the one that always had an encouraging word to say
But only the seven of us would do the talking this time or sit with the one and pray.
The one I speak of was lying silent with forehead and hands drenched with our tears
Our hearts will always ache for that one, up until the end of our years.
 
During those sad days we experienced a terror accompanied by categorical love for each other.
When the final moment arrived for the one to go home, we seven bid farewell to our mother.
 
 
Lyle Haller May 9, 2005

