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She lay in the hospital bed in the parlor, her shrunken frame 

propped up to keep the bed sores at bay.  Her hands, the skin 

like crepe paper and the veins streaks of blue, lay immobile on 

her chest over her heart.  Her face had the slack-jaw regression 

of stroke paralysis.  Except her blue, blue eyes.  They were 

slightly faded from the powder blue of her younger self, smiling 

in her wedding dress with her groom from behind the glass of the 

picture frame resting on the mantle.  Her eyes were as blue as 

the butterfly that had flown in from the open patio door that 

looked out over the high desert mountains on this breezy, 

temperate morning. 

  

Her eyes followed the butterfly as it landed on a bouquet of 

peony flowers tucked into her favorite Baccarat vase on the 

piano, both anniversary presents that he gave her.  The butterfly 

sat there opening and closing its wings, facing her, regarding 

her as she regarded it.  It flew towards her bed and landed on 

her motionless foot, covered under a baby blue matelassé coverlet 

that was draped across the foot of the bed over the white blanket 

under which she lay.  Then, very un-butterfly-like, it walked 

slowly up her leg to her groin.  She would have laughed if she 

could.  Would have called for someone to bear witness, but she 

was the witness. 

  

The butterfly flew the remaining distance and landed on her hand, 

still resting over her heart.  It stayed there a long while, 

opening and closing its wings.  A wind whistled through the 

furniture legs on the patio, and burst through the door, tossing 

about the white window sheers spread open on the door so that 

light and fresh air could come in.  Then the wind died as quickly 

as it came.  All was very still.  So still she thought she could 

hear the butterfly's wings whooshing open, then closed, could 

feel the breeze from those wings on her face. 

  

Then there was a bang and a curse as the hospice nurse dropped 

something in the hallway. 
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The butterfly flew once around her head and then straight out the 

patio door and alighted on the cactus in the rock garden.  The 

woman's eyes, open and trained on the butterfly and cactus, grew 

less and less blue as life drained away. 

  

The hospice nurse came into the room and over to her, and at 

first fussed about checking vital signs.  Then, she slowly 

reached up and closed the eyelids.  She walked over to the patio 

and pulled her cellphone from her smock pocket.  As she dialed, 

she looked outside into the garden where two blue butterflies sat 

on the cactus.  One by one, they rose into the air and flew off 

together towards the mountains in the distance. 

 


