Eulalie
I loved you first

hearing how you rode your horse

and remembering my summer pony,

and when you told your sister

once in a garden

you wished your name were Rose

I understood –sometimes

I wished mine other.
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Then I caught your reflection

lifelike around me, what

for you, too, the Good News

must have been – new over

again as you rang each morning in.

You had turned it in prayer

like a gem in your hand

and made it your own, original

as a poet’s thought. Resembling

the woman you knew best
you kept it carefully in your heart.

When you spoke to children

simply as in a parable,

smiling their small names

and listening, they loved you

as you pledged your hope in them.

Another word was close to you

unidentified. You waited –

not holding your breath.

You would know it when it came

with a task for you to name.

You took the Good News

outside custom’s boundaries

with Hedwidge, Mélodie, Henriette

and when onlookers said: I hope

they know what they are doing,

it wasn’t easy.

I am old enough – at least – to be

your mother, wearing a name you gave me.

As I go moment by moment toward

what will come, I watch

your portrait which follows me

with the legacy we both inherit,

the heirloom words:

Those who live in Me

and my words live in them

can ask for anything.
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