
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 

in a small northwest town hotel for two weeks of work… 
the window faced the cemetery across the street. 
on a bench by his beloved wife  
he was sitting every morning resting his chin against his cane.  
                                     i do not know what anyone else wants to believe about it 
                                                                                                but i want to believe she knows. 
 
 
                                                                                                                  a thing between them. 
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