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Itis a lovely spring day and | have been given the morning off.

After taking care of some administrative chores, I decide to go for a quiet stroll. The truth is
that it is overcast but it is also mild and there’s a lovely little breeze. It feels like a perfect day to
stroll lazily and mindlessly around historic Brooklyn. A nice long walk is good for the body
and soul, plus it feeds the Muse.

On Schermerhorn Street, I turn into the block to cut across and, on instinct, run through the
spelling in my head because this amuses me. It's a Brooklyn thing.

From the distance, I watch the foot traffic up and down the block. Nothing much, it’s still
early in the morning. I do see, in front of the Cathedral, some people in suits walk up and line
up the stairs; while others are standing on the sidewalk, across from the entrance. They are

waiting for something.

I am suddenly excited: it might be a wedding or a baptism! I love those, pretty babies in
elaborate, Old World outfits that are so beautiful they tug at your very heart. The Greek

Orthodox always engage in richly colorful and majestic ceremonies.

I notice that there are some banners adorning the outside of the cream colored facade. Later I

realize that this is an important anniversary, their centennial celebration.

I then see Father John come out. He is a staple in the neighborhood, so I have seen him before.
In fact, he is very friendly and answers in kind when he meets someone in the street. He is also
very welcoming to those who visit their lovely church, even if they do not follow or practice the

Orthodox faith. He speaks to everyone with the same level of kindness and candor.

Fr. John is wearing officiant garb. This consists of the daily black slacks, black shirt and white

collar, and impossibly white vestments with golden brocade that flows around him ethereally.

I see him stop and speak briefly to the people by the entrance of the church. He seems to glide

effortlessly down the stairs and I watch him address a couple on the sidewalk.

As I'm about to approach him, he walks towards a limousine parked a few feet away. His face
is all business, a stony look I have never seen on him in the half dozen years I've known him.
Odd but not unprecedented, I tell myself as I miss a chance to share a neighborly good
morning. The back door of the limo is opened for him by what I assume is the chauffeur, and

the priest ducks into the back of the limo for a moment.

I'm assuming at this point that he is speaking to someone, quite possibly a grieving widow.
Ever the writer, I am envisioning an elderly and gallant woman, clad in all-black with a lace

handkerchief and a lacy veil — and this is why he is hovering over the back without actually
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entering the vehicle. Or perhaps, my Story Muse whispers, there is a virginal bride waiting for
her groom to enter the temple ahead of her — left unseen in the back of this enormous car —

being blessed by Father John before he pronounces her nuptials.

As I come upon him, he ducks back out of the vehicle. He turns towards me, but without
seeing me, and I can see that in his hands he is holding a box. It's white, about 25 inches long,
and maybe 10 or 12 inches high.

He is holding it with focused determination. And my heart sinks, because I realize fairly
quickly what is happening. I do not turn around. I do not stop. I keep moving at a steady pace.

Forward, ever forward!

Not true, I pause for a fraction of a second; in mid gasp. But I recover quickly and move, move
because in doing so I avoid a response. The pause, however, is probably imperceptible to

anyone else.

I keep walking, trying not to break into a run, determined to appear unchanged in my journey
or demeanor. As if politely unaware. That is best, I tell myself. But my mind keeps reeling

back to several seconds back and that couple — a man, a woman.

The man, he looks numb. But it is the woman who my mind returns to over and over: she is

tall. Actually, she is an Amazon!
(And yet...)
She is so fragile.

I know that by the barest touch he is holding her together, and if he lets go she will just

unravel and vanish into tears and just evaporate.

She’s a redhead and once, she was younger and prettier; but right now she appears to be aging
by the moment, and the moment seems to have taken her completely by surprise, and utterly

destroyed her.

She is holding on, but you can clearly see she is losing herself little by little. She is folding unto
herself. She is mourning: she has lost something so big, so important, so lovely, and so very

essential to her own being.

I feel a few tiny drops hit me at once, cool against my face and arms. I equate the drizzle to

angels’ tears. I push the thought aside and tell myself I need to keep moving. Go, go, go!

I hit the corner and the entire scene is now behind me — except for the very idea of that tiny

white box.
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I know now that it contained the last remains of a baby.
Her baby.
I keep going, but in solidarity, my heart mourns with hers and the tenor of my stroll changes.

My heart is as somber as the sky and a quiet stroll turns to plain disquiet.

May 25, 2013
Brooklyn, NY

Published on a dark and stormy day as we lay to rest our friend Roy Saunders,
and I dedicate this story to his memory — not in a morose way but in wonderment
of the beauty that peeks through the darkest day. Because Roy could always find the
ray of sunshine in the stormiest of the stormiest and I will forever miss his light.
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