“I wonder what you think about?”

My son asked wind and sky

“The most important things,” I answered

Pontificating from on high

On second thought I wondered why

I could have said so little

I haven’t been there even once

Yet my reply was in the middle

How can I know one’s thoughts while dying

A slow and painful death

My thoughts might linger on whatever

As I take my final breath

But since I’m here with thoughts of Sue

And though this may be reckless

My son’s query brings intrigue

And presumption is effortless

I can’t resist the wading in

The mind of Susan Theil

She could be thinking what I think

While not supposing her will

This slight intrusion may in fact

Have value for me later

Her life and times were not for naught

And purpose may be greater

As I begin it seems to flow

The unimportant be thought of first

Antithesis can lead to real

And spawn an insight burst

She’s left the question “Is this the time?”

To those of us who care

To her the time is past important

It’s deeper things to bare

Past unkind words and slightest slights

Add to the meaningless list

She knows the folly of dwelling there

Among the fog and mist

Politics and recounts, taxes and the Dow

Saving Social Security and Medicare

Unemployment and global warming

The nightly news “Who cares?”

I Wonder What You Think About

Thoughts of Thoughts of Susan
I’m warming up to unimportant

The list goes on and endless

It’s surely topped by one master

Of all meaningless madness

We worship this magical sorter

Of important at the time

It’s not reserved for strangers

This black and white sublime

We employ its greatness willingly

On friends and family

Although we may be sorry later

We insist on its utility

Ah yes, anger tops the list

Of all that’s unimportant

Remembering measured indignation

Is the winner insignificant

So what then does this tell me

About Susan’s thoughts today

The antonyms that follow

Make sense and not dismay

Perhaps she’s thought of a big brother’s

Tickling tormentations

And maybe even major things

Like youthful indiscretions

She’s thought of teachers and mentors

That crossed her path by chance

Who made a deep impression

And such a difference

Meeting a Bear would cross her mind

A handsome to-be husband

And dresses for the bridesmaids

Important dunes of sand

Buying the farm and making a home

For three delightful children

She’s recalling these hope-filled memories

Nostalgic rewards with a grin

And then fulfilled hope and solace

Of grand-mothering's basic instincts

She’s thinking about big things

Like playing on the links

And warmth and laughter and hugs

And Christmas’ and birthdays

Let’s not forget the common thread

Love shown in many ways

She has her faith and strength of trust

She played the organ for Him

Her talents blessed she waits to see

The mighty Seraphim

“I wonder what you think about?”

Need not be foreign or trite

It’s thoughts that require reflection

Alone in dark of night

I may ask why a saint so young

Should meet a fate unfair

But she knows it’s her karma

To lead evoking care

All that is important

Can sometimes be misleading

Susan knows it’s not the fabric

But the smiles that can be fleeting

I’m better just for knowing her

A sister gentle and kind

She’s showing me the answer

If only I’ve a mind

I still don’t know I know

How can anyone know it’s true

But Thank You Sue for prodding me

On the important “I love you”

Bob Berning
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This is written as sister Susan, age 50, lies on her deathbed in southwest Wisconsin. My sisters Alice, Adele, and Ann – along with Susan’s family - have been on 24-hour vigil for a week. The end is near.

This piece was sent via e-mail from my son’s home in Tampa, with a request it be read aloud to Susan – in the hope that she will hear.

Her husband told me later that it was read to her on 3/31/01 – and that she did understand.

She died April 1, 2001.

