Assignment 2:
Photo observations
A young woman is propped between what appears to be her mother and father. She appears to be dressed in her best clothes, wearing a pearl necklace with a blanket over her legs. She is clear because she is not moving. Her head is tilted to her right shoulder, resting on a pillow, her hair is braided. Her hands are clasped on her lap. Her eyes are open staring off to the side of the camera. She looks as if she is waiting. 
To her left is an older woman. She is sat up.  She is slightly blurred. She has her hand on the arm of the dead woman. She looks exhausted, numb, pained. Her face expressionless. She is looking in the same direction as her daughter.
To the left is a slightly blurred man with a long moustache. His hand is on the right arm of the dead woman. He has a small smile on his face and is dressed in his best clothes. He is leaning forward, looking straight at the camera.

My observation: The dead are more focused than the living.

Mother:
I have seen death. Watched it take the lives of my children, and now this: my last daughter, held for the last time between us the last document of her life. Her arm does not give way to my touch, she does not shudder or pull away, like she did yesterday in her fever dream. Today, the husk of her waits, my daughter, wooden, and hollow, cradled between us. Where my raw eyes blink, hers remain open and dry. In my wakeful fury, she sleeps her last peaceful sleep, until we meet again. She does not shudder or pull away, like she did yesterday in her fever dream.
	I must remain still as she. Do not let my shoulders fall, or my eyes well with tears. Not now. This will be my only proof that she was here, once whole and perfect. With the face of my own dead Mother.  
	What use is goodbye? What tender parting is farewell? How dare you leave me, child – it takes strength to live, to fight for your youth, to grab hold of it like a precious object, that is rightfully yours. Why did you not take it? You were so full of promise, with your rosy cheeks and your warm breath. So full of words, that I must now grieve and mourn for your future too has died with you. Your imagined husband, your unconceived children, my fanciful dream gone. 
But do not think of death. Keep still, for this lasting legacy, this final memory. Our life, your death. Do not think of her fever, and her cries of pain. Think only of the days where her life filled every part of her being and her smile was something for me to live for. Think only of her song that lifted my spirits on dark January days, and those fingers that played the piano with such lightness. Do not move, keep as still as she.
From now on, I will wear this mask for the rest of my days. 
