
I pause again to make certain I 
have gathered all I need for today’s 
journey, for today I will visit the 
cemetery and I will place a small 
token of  appreciation for the values 
and the integrity I proudly attribute 
tto my parents, and my grandparents, 
but especially to my Mother.

I pause, feet planted squarely so 
my gaze can fully absorb the circle in 
which I have rooted myself and the 
solitude and seclusion that surrounds me. 
Should I ask others to abide as I have 
chosen? No. Should I expect others to 
aassume the obligations I have chosen to 
account for each day? No. Should I insist 
others, who chose to be part of what I 
help grow, to demonstrate the loyalty I feel 
for family, friends, and co-workers, or the 
benevolence I strive to instill in those 
around me, or know the reward of making 
mmoral decisions based on the clarity of 
understanding what is black and what is 
white and never grey? Yes.  

I fulfill the duties I routinely perform each 
day and again pause to absorb how much of 
what I miss actually still surrounds me.  I 
have created for myself a memorial I can 
proudly share with others yet keep protected 
from the world as I wish I could have done 
sso much better than I did for her. I gaze in 
amazement at the results of her creative 
mind and wonder how I could have ever 
questioned her convictions or her authority 
when I should have clearly seen the wisdom 
of her ways.

Filial Piety 
I awake in the morning and pause to absorb what I have planned 
for this special day. A tear comes to my eye but it shouldn’t. Today 
is no different than yesterday and no different than tomorrow. The 
grief I feel now is the same grief I felt when I found out. Only now 
I have learned to tuck that grief away in a drawer in my mind so I 
ccan choose when to open it up and examine its contents just as I 
choose to arrange these flowers in a fashion so the colors blend and 
accentuate the ribbons I tie and the display will be as pleasing to 
any who views them as are the dolls she created. 


