From MaryAnn Jones Wilson, 5 March 2007

Being near the veil is such an honored, sacred place, that I was deeply touched that we would be invited to the bedside of Stan’s last moments on earth.  There is so little to say at such a time, so we watch and wait for the veil to open and softly close again.  Emily Dickinson captured what I felt so well:

After great pain a formal feeling comes-

The nerves sit ceremonious like tombs;

The stiff Heart questions-was it He that bore?

And yesterday-or centuries before?

The feet, mechanical, go round

A wooden way

Of ground, or air, or ought,

Regardless grown,

A quartz contentment, like a stone.

This is the hour of lead

Remembered if outlived,

As freezing persons recollect the snow-

First chill, then stupor, then the letting go.

Stan’s youth died sometime in June and he lived through middle age and old age so rapidly that my mind could not keep up.  When Stan passed away it was so easy for me to see that it was time for him to go.  And so it is left to us to keep plodding on, working out our salvation in real time, obviously not on the gifted, fast-track that Stan was.  There was always such urgency in Stan’s life… and I like to think that that sense of urgency and eagerness lives on with Stan.

