

  [image: ]




  





  




  




  




  




  




  




  The Cycle of Ramon




  a StoneThreadTM Publication




  Copyright © 2011 Harvey Stanbrough




  




  StoneThread License Notes




  




  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or if it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to the same bookseller and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's work.




  




  




  * * * * *




  





  




  The Cycle of Ramon




  Harvey Stanbrough




  




  The world had been sad for three days. The sky wept steadily, softly, the water drip, drip, dripping from limbs and leaves of trees and eaves of houses, trickling into rivulets and streams that whispered their way east, to the ocean. There was only the overcast and mist and rain, but no thunder. Only the gentle pattering of drops that seemed almost to hush each other as they washed houses and fences and gardens and roads and paths. Only the cool, mute darkness. The normally flashy lightning dared not rend the sky with so much as a single appearance, and in those few rare moments when a break appeared in the clouds, the stars dimmed themselves rather than risk interrupting the young widow’s mourning.




  Maria Elena leaned over the dining room table, which took up one whole end of the roomy kitchen, and gently stroked her husband’s black, wavy hair. “Ramon... mi Ramon,” she whispered, her voice barely disturbing the air. “Tu eres mi corazón. You are my heart.” As she had the past two nights, she dipped a soft linen cloth in a pan of hot water, squeezed it with one hand, then washed gently over his forehead. A matched pair of tears slipped from her cheeks and fell next to his nose. She creased the cloth to bring a fresh fold to bear, then smoothed his eyebrows from the center out, but was careful not to allow the linen to touch the tears, which had settled into the corners of his eyes and were no doubt seeping between his eyelids. “Te amo, Ramon... mi corazón. ”




  




  




  




  She carefully creased the cloth again and washed each temple, brushing his hair over his ear on either side. As another tear slipped from her cheek to his, she dipped the cloth in the water again, squeezed it, then gently washed his cheeks, creased the cloth and washed both jaws, his neck and throat and chin. Finally she dropped the linen cloth into the bowl and sighed. “Le perderé para siempre, mi amor. I will miss you for a very long time.” She stood, picked up the bowl of tepid water and looked upon her husband, who seemed to have faded a great deal since yesterday, then shook her head and moved toward the kitchen. How I wish he could simply awaken! Among the many legends in her village, she had heard rumors of the dead awakening when the heavens openly wept for them, especially when lightning shows respect by its absence and even the stars avert their faces. She had heard of them living again when the tears of a loved one settled into the spirit path of their eyes. No... Ramon is gone. She dabbed lightly at her own eyes. At least I’ve had a chance to say goodbye.
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