
memories, a different person from every- Afterward, we talk about you. reaches out, pulls me in. Now I can cry 
one else. What I'm doing now is no one's fully and freely -for Margaret, for you. 
business but my own. Not even yours. It's not quite over, not yet, not this long 

The braking of wheels on gravel. I stop day. I've finished with one funeral in time I believe the only way to overcome loss 
running, grab for the tag ends of dignity. for another - a memorial service for a is to absorb the good qualities of that 
A blue sports car, door open. "Come on, compassionate friend and fine novelist which is lost. Surely that is themeaning of 
get in." Acolleagueof yours, someone we Margaret Laurence, 1926 to 1987. Ironi- theEucharist: "This is my body, this is my 
both like. He rescues me, as I believe you cally, here I am to sit with the family. As blood." I look forward to the dubious 
would have done, drives me to the right Iwalkup theaisle,nolongerneeding tobe blessing of old age with your gentleness 
place as your surrogate, steers me to the invisible, I encounter a rope marking off smoothing my rough edges, with your 
edge of the crowd gathered under your the first four rows. Paralyzed, I stare at it, voice still sweet and clear in my ear: "It's 
canopy while a few more words are said unable to breech one more barrier, feeling O.K., Little Friend. Now, try again." 
and your coffin plunges into the earth. myself begin to faint. A friendly arm 
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