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For Irma at the end of her days 

 
Our lady of jewels lies in bed 
Not awaiting her call to duty; 
Not awaiting her next party to host 
Or order to fulfill; 
Grandchild to pamper with cash gift 
Or fun costume jewelry; 
Not depended upon to bake a sweet kugel 
Or matzah ball soup; or whip up a quick wonderful meal: 
Ratatouille, twice-baked potatoes, lemon meringue pie; 
Or even salty popcorn and a tumbler of cool refreshment 
On the screen porch on a summer afternoon with the cardinals whooping, 
The mourning doves cooing, lawn mowers rumbling with the  
Sweet smell of cut grass in the air mixed with exhaust. 
 
Irma, delight of our delight, who had us all  
Laughing, sparkling in reflected brilliance, 
Wit sharp at the ready, not dulled to ease the penetration 
Nor any best seller of quality passed by; 
New Yorker chewed and digested weekly; Bill Maher, Jon Stewart; 
A closet full of VHS tapes: Fosse, Sondheim, Bernstein, Waller, 
Ellington, Jobim, Porter, Carmichael, you get the idea; 
Curb your Enthusiasm - a great favorite - humor had to have bite, too,  
Like life. Not cloying sweetness, but bitter taste included. 
Honest. Not necessarily “nice.” 
 
Dance, theater, jazz, the arts she so gravitated to; 
Beauty and grace of form she was inspired by:  
These were her delights, the water she drank  
To slake the thirst for transcendence. 
 
Alas, transcendence comes, but at the price of the body. 
No promise of a better world soothes her spirit 
Nor serves as a balm for us who love her.  
She quoted once: "Do not stand at my grave and weep. 
I am not there, I do not sleep."  
She is facing this cold end honestly, truthfully, bravely, 
But with care and compassion even now for those who love her. 
 
 



For Irma at the End of Her Days - 2 

"They are calling from the other side,  
But this side won't let me go."  
 
As she might say: "Enough already. Go."  
But...who says going is easy? Clearly it is not. 
It is a wrenching, difficult process, if you are granted a process. 
 
Lying there in her bed, travelling back through memory,  
Treading the pathways of her life, saying goodbye one by one 
To the ghosts of her dreams, of her life.  
 
Not easy. 
 
One night in Marion I dreamed: walking out of the bedroom where 
I was sleeping, she popped her cheerful grey-haired countenance out 
From her bedroom with a sly grin and looked at me.  
“I am here. I will always be here” it seemed to mean inside me. 
 
And it is so.  
 
“Here” now means something other than “here.” 
 
In my goodbyes to her I promised: 
“Every day of my life I will remember you. 
As long as I live.” 
 
And so it shall be.  
 
Irma’s body, born in time, died in time, but the spirit that was called 
“Irma” in this life will live on, lives on, energy transformed, energy conserved,  
Now moving bodiless to unknown destinations 
To continue the search. 
 
Every day. Remembered.  
 
My last poem for you. 
 
Godspeed.  


