Drawbridge

In Memory of Alexandra Kaplan

Think of the drawbridge as two

Lives that rise and fall, two lives

Separate yet together, connecting

Different shores and spanning the

Dark waters below, cars crossing

Like people passing through our lives.

It was Alzheimer’s she was told and

Her descent into the murky waters of

The disease began by forgetting friends,

Colleagues and relatives, drowning in 

Forgetfulness, not knowing herself.

In the end the drawbridge was up,

Reality on one side, nothing on the

Other side, she at the pinnacle of

Oblivion where the drawbridge had

Separated, dropping off the edge into

The dark beyond.

