i thought you knew better.

why keep this up? 

in this day and age, how can you?
common sense

is severely lacking in that particular

tributary of my gene pool.

all i see in her eyes is a hand
firmly gripping her throat,

her hands,

her lungs

she is trapped

entangled 
in the deathly chokehold

a little bit of normalcy

“you look fabulous”

then just a smell strikes me

i see her, 
crumbling

falling

gasping

choking

clutching 
at the last straw

one last thin, plastic, life-giving tube.

please stop.

beeping, ragged breathing

stuttered, punctuated speech

hours of agony 

as the pain rips through her chest
it will come
a moment of relief

interrupted

by a fit of tears

the steady drip, drip, drip

slows the beating of her ever-weakened heart
in

out

in.

the cycle continues

claws shred her insides

till nothing is left.

please stop.
you stand there and simply watch as death’s calm, cool shadow creeps in the back door and taps us all 
on the shoulder. 

such a jokester

he slides down the hall to turn the doorknob swiftly, silently

and throw her across the threshold of heaven.

how, after everything we’ve been through can you do this to me?

my sister, my best friend

how can you do this to me, to your family, to your children?

what an enormous burden you cast so carelessly on their shoulders. 

please stop.
