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      When she took off the heavy spectacles, to clean them on a piece of tissue which had miraculously appeared from nowhere (as she had no pockets about her), I could still be amazed at the blueness of her eyes.


Those eyes that had seen maybe too much of life but were now hidden,


distorted and diluted by the thick glass panes which permanently rested on her rather narrow nose.


      I was just a relative, and I was older.  But I was less the invalid - I


was still driving my battered, yellow Imperial around, and today I had brought her to the baseball park that had been created in her mother’s


---my aunt’s –name.  And the children sat along the benches,  along the bleachers, along the baselines.  But they were quiet,  and cheerless,  and it saddened me a little to see the park without any trees and many weeds.


  
