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1 had a dream of you last nighrt.

It woke me out of sleep in the middle of
the night. WNe were in the backyard of
our childhood &nd you were sitting uncer

the knotty dogwood tree talkimg.to me; tdqlling

me things about where you were and how
you were. You s.,- before me-and. told-me
all these wunderfu1 things+—Words-I wan
to remember and explanstions 1l craved.

d

You talked about why you had to leave, wiet
you needed tc dc now, and what was| in store

for me.

When I woke in the middle of the njght
and realized I was in.my bed at 3:30 in the

morning, 1l was “too tirec—=to.getmy notebo
and write 1€ down. So it's losto All-tho
explanations you.gave me; the ones 1 had
asked for.and.the onesI.didn't know I

neededs (lhey'“re gone.. Wisps of-memory
in a mist on.&-hacy:sammer day.. Like yud
and me in ‘thesbackyard of our,.old house.,
A mement tThat #idls never happen again.

ok
Ee

in my dreams, orr€nose photos I keep on
fridge. Memori®s frozen at tweénty.

Yeu wmokexap and_.nowsl can only see you %
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I remember how I used to crawl into
your crib and lay there with you.

My baby," I wculd say, although I was
barely e child myself. You had dark cu
hair ana everyore would coo over now yo
looked like & little Vad, then graduall
cver tne first year your hair transitio
to mom's platinum. /I don'f’remember
how it happened and the pictures don't
rec..rd it. It was as if you simply
changed.

I think of that alot now.Of how peo
change without notice., It's; a gradual
process that occurs withoutjus, but th
cne day we look and sense that somethi
changea. Is their hair shorter,/ dia
they gain weight, dic they find themse
aid they find the secret? -—And we-don'
Know, wWe can =sKj -anil sense, aIa pry
but our only confirmation’may the smjil
Pidder ¥~ the r eyes.

. baby brother
¢, o Resident
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So many people have drifted in and
of rmy life that I'm accustemed to losi
people. Losing their daily presence, bu
there is a certain hope attached to thoge
people. The hope that you'll hear abou
them, pump in te them on the street, see
them years down the road and be able to
re-enter their life in a ten minute cheale.

I think that's why it's easy to accept when
people flow in and out of your life, begause
you can always wonder ebout their present
situaticn.

When you lose someome to the finell
death there is no oppertunity for & ch
encounter. There is no looking forward
to the future because you will proceed
life and the only moments you can share
are all held in the p ast. You loek fo
tc memories, to photos, and to dreams
that's where you can see them agein.

o L
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It's been so many years; but it seems
like a moment ago you were laying in a
pristine beddependant on the rise and fall
of macnines for survival. The night we Jost
you lives with me, tucked away in a2 corngr
of my heart where I struggle to push it into
the darkness so I can continue through
deys smiling blissfully unaware,
Blissfully unaware, I haven't wvisited
that state in vears. I /don't think it eden
exisls anymore; actually I really don't
it. I want to be continually aware that|yo
are still part of life in the memories
that have followed me. I am aware that
death is.not final now. It is a transition
A time of unspoken words within ourselve§.

Until next time.

Rrheer
c/ﬁ residant
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The truth is you had to die in order

to wake us from the sleep of every-day.
You were a sacrifice.
I look around at the ridiculousmness of fhe
world, all the people who' scemper-aroun
little worker bees who just want to mak
life more comfortable, more stable, mor
fufilling, more. We all want so much' t
we throw away what we do have while/ 1n
pursuit.

What is this all about? (What do I w
Right after you died I lev go, I divi
up my possessions, geve away my embrace
and smiled. But now I lay in bed many
and plan for my day, for my week, for m
I find in the dark the dirt is starting
accumulate under mv nails as I dig thro
life trying to unearth the meaning. I
it creeping in/ again, feel the self
consciousness/ come beack into my life.
I'm not sure/1 really want enlightenmen
I'm not sure what I want. And I hate m
for not being strong enough to let go.

d Raheem
c/o Resident
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My brether Raheem died ¢f aspiration pneumonia in
November of 1999.| He was sick for less than m week and
slipped inte « coma before I ceuld reach him. When I
arrived he greeted me with silence but I was told he
could hear me so' I spoke to him, wrote to him, and
finally let him go.

After his death I continued to write letters to
Raheem, recording what was happening, delving into
the absence, and striving to heal. Separately the
letters contained here are the fragments of my
‘experiemce, united the? are the understanding 1
was Eiven.
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Unspoken. Leters 7o Residénl is dedicated to the memories of my

brother, Raheem Batn (1977-1999), and my teacher, Bawa
Muhaiyaddeen (19007-19886).

Special thanks goes to the staff at WSW for their assistance
and friendship, my family for their love and faith, my

husband for his late night consultations and support, and my
brother for opening my eyes.
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