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From To the Lighthouse, by Virginia WoolfThe nights now are full of wind and destruction; the trees plunge and bend and their leaves fly helter skelter until the lawn is plastered with them and they lie packed in gutters and choke rain pipes and scatter damp paths. Also the sea tosses itself and breaks itself, and should any sleeper fancying that he might find on the beach an answer to his doubts, a sharer of his solitude, throw off his bedclothes and go down by himself to walk on the sand, no image with semblance of serving and divine promptitude comes readily to hand bringing the night to order and making the world reflect the compass of the soul. The hand dwindles in his hand; the voice bellows in his ear. Almost it would appear that it is useless in such confusion to ask the night those questions as to what, and why, and wherefore, which tempt the sleeper from his bed to seek an answer.
[Mr. Ramsay, stumbling along a passage one dark morning, stretched his arms out, but Mrs. Ramsay having died rather suddenly the night before, his arms, though stretched out, remained empty.]




[bookmark: _GoBack](later)So loveliness reigned and stillness, and together made the shape of loveliness itself, a form from which life had parted; solitary like a pool at evening, far distant, seen from a train window, vanishing so quickly that the pool, pale in the evening, is scarcely robbed of its solitude, though once seen. Loveliness and stillness clasped hands in the bedroom, and among the shrouded jugs and sheeted chairs even the prying of the wind, and the soft nose of the clammy sea airs, rubbing, snuffling, iterating, and reiterating their questions—"Will you fade? Will you perish?"—scarcely disturbed the peace, the indifference, the air of pure integrity, as if the question they asked scarcely needed that they should answer: we remain. 

[image: ]
[image: ../Desktop/Screen%20Shot%202020-07-01%20at%206.45.30%20AM.png]


From The Death of Ivan Ilyich, by Leo Tolstoy
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My Mother's Teeth—died twice, once ;
1965, all pulled out from gum gice..
. €ase
Once again on August 3, 2015 The;,
fake teeth sit in a box in the garage.
When she died, | touched them smelled
them, thought | heard a whimper, |
shoved the teeth into my mouth. Byt
having two sets of teeth only made me
hungrier. When my mother died, | saw
myself in the mirror, her words around
my mouth, like powder from a donut.
Her last words were in English. She
asked for a Sprite. | wonder whether
her last thought was in Chinese.
| wonder what her last thought was. |
used to think that a dead person’s
words die with them. Now | know that
they scatter, looking for meaning to
attach to like a scent. My mother used
to collect orange blossoms in a small
shallow bowl. | pass the tree each
spring. | always knew that grief was
something | could smell. But | didn't
know that it's not actually a noun but a
). That it moves.
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Friendships—died June 24, 2009, once
beloved but not consistently beloved.
The mirror won the battle. | am now
imprisoned in the mirror. All my selves
spread out like a deck of cards. It's true,
the grieving speak a different language.
| am separated from my friends by
gauze. | will drive myself to my own
house for the party. | will make small
talk with myself, spill a drink on myself.
When it's over, | will drive myself back
to my own house. My conversations
with other parents about children pass
me on the way up the staircase and
repeat on the way down. Before my
mother's death, | sat anywhere. Now l
look for the image of the empty chair
near the image of the empty table. An
image is a kind of distance. An image
of me sits down. Depression is a glove

over the heart. Depression is an image

of a glove over the image of a heart.
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The Death of Ivan Ilyich and Confession - Los Angeles... Another Brooklyn: A Novel

screamed without drawing breath. It was unbearable. I
can’t understand how I bore it; one could hear it from three
doors away. Oh, what I’ve been through!”

“And was he really conscious?” Pyotr Ivanovich asked.

“Yes,” she whispered, “till the final moment. He said
goodbye to us a quarter of an hour before he died and
asked as well for Volodya to be taken out.”

The thought of the sufferings of a man he had known
so well, first as a cheerful lad, a schoolboy, then as an adult
colleague, suddenly horrified Pyotr Ivanovich in spite of
his unpleasant consciousness of his own and this woman’s
pretense. He saw again that forehead, the nose pressing on
the lip, and he became fearful for himself.

Three days of terrible suffering and death. That can
happen to me too, now, any minute, he thought, and for a
moment he became frightened. But right away, he didn’t
know how, there came to his aid the ordinary thought that
this had happened to Ivan Ilyich and not to him, and this
ought not and could not happen to him; that in thinking
like this he was giving in to gloomy thoughts, which one
shouldn’t, as had been clear from Schwarz’s face. And
having reached this conclusion, Pyotr Ivanovich was
reassured and started to ask with interest about the details
of Ivan Ilyich’s end, as if death were an adventure peculiar

The Death of Ivan llyich and Confession To the Lighthouse

to Ivan Ilyich but absolutely not to himself.

After some talk about the details of the truly terrible
physical sufferings which Ivan Ilyich had undergone
(details that Pyotr Ivanovich learned only by way of the
effect that Ivan Ilyich’s torment had had on Praskovya
Fyodorovna’s nerves), the widow apparently found it
necessary to move on to business.

“Ah, Pyotr Ivanovich, it’s so hard, so terribly hard.”
And she again started to cry.

Pyotr Ivanovich sighed and waited for to her to blow
her nose. When she had blown her nose, he said:

“Believe me . . .” and again she talked away and
unburdened herself of what was clearly her main business
with him—how on her husband’s death she could get
money from the treasury. She gave the appearance of
asking Pyotr Ivanovich for advice about the pension, but
he saw that she already knew down to the smallest details
even what he didn’t know—everything that one could
extract from the public purse on this death—but that she
wanted to learn if one couldn’t somehow extract a bit more
money. Pyotr Ivanovich tried to think of a way, but, having
thought a little and out of politeness abusing the
government for its meanness, he said that he thought one
couldn’t get more. Then she sighed and clearly began to








