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“...in a real dark night of the soul it is
always three o’clock in the morning...”

F. Scott Fitzgerald
The Crack-Up

What’s never mentioned or even hinted at in these poems
is the jagged start — Arthur was Kit’s second husband and
she was Arthur’s fourth wife.  The odds weren’t in their
favor.  They shared their life with many ghosts, both living
and dead.



Nikkie Has — sort of — Come Home

As Nikkie  lay dying,  I covered
our retired racing greyhound with
my husband’s 40 year old robe.
Dying is cold and I wanted
her surrounded by a familiar
smell.  Arthur had liver cancer
and by this stage, could barely
walk.  Nikkie had been in
our hearts and lives
for ten years and was in
great shape, until she
collapsed.  I believe Nikkie
sensed things were bad and
were only going to get worse,
so she did the only thing
she could do to help.  Die.
And it did help – I was 
so frantic by then, having her
would only mean one more
thing to take care of.  Although I
was sick with grief, but I didn’t 
know what that meant until
four months later, and I was sorry
when friends gave me flowers after
Arthur died.  Just something else
to tend.  I’m surrounded by
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ashes.  Nikkie was cremated
and so was Arthur.  Hers are
in the living room in a six inch
cedar box.  For 36 years,
my husband told me I was
the love of his life.  Arthur’s ashes
are in the kitchen and I haven’t
had the heart to open it
and measure.  But I do pat
the velvet bag when I walk by
that counter.

Nov. 10, 2012
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The Empty Slippers

It’s been nearly three months
since my husband of 36 years
died.  Today is Thanksgiving
and I don’t know what to be
thankful for.  I’m beyond
sad.  Arthur had liver cancer.
He bought the slippers while
he could still walk.  But that
soon ceased and the
still new slippers are right
where he left them in 
the living room.  I’ve donated
most of his clothes and am
stabbed anew each time
I see those empty hangers.  But
the slippers were the last thing
he bought.  I’ve not moved
the plastic chair I sat on for his
last four days.  Nights I’d hear,
“Help me, Help me!” and
his death rattle breathing
was horrible.  The chair
sat beside the hospital bed
in our living room.  He died
on that bed.  He’d wanted
to die at home.  I could have
put Arthur in hospice care,
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but I desperately
didn’t want to hurry
the process.  He would have
died as soon as he wasn’t
home anymore.  A neighbor
said it wasn’t fair
to me.  I shrugged.
I put one of his cowboy
hats on the chair.  I don’t
sleep well.  Up at 3 a.m.
The western channel
has become my new
best friend.  The slippers
are tan and the hat is
black.  I’m grateful to have
them and the memories.
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The Sound of Sadness

If there were one word that
could sum me up for all of
2012 — it would be 
sad.  I missed parts of Arthur
months before
he died.  Liver cancer.  We used
to get up at three a.m. and laugh
at old westerns.  John Wayne
in 1934 — before he was
John Wayne.  No distinctive
voice, no strut.  For 36 years
I never changed toilet paper
rolls.  That was Arthur’s 
job.  I had to do it once
he got sick.  That last month,
I had to hold his head up
so he could sip water and
it always went down
the wrong pipe.  He’d cough
and cough but was too weak
to bring it up.  It’s been over
four months since he left
our living room for the last
time.  Arthur wanted to die
at home.  Today I killed
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my first spider in over
three decades.  The dinky
arachnid was in my 
bathtub.  Arthur was the
spider slayer.  I was scared
of all of them.  It’s the
little things that bring me
to my knees.  No laughter,
no chit chat.  The sound
of sadness.  Longfellow
said it best, “Hearts that
have ceased to beat remain
to throb in hearts that are.”
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Final Directions

As Nikkie lay dying, I pet
her head and promised
to meet her at the Rainbow
Bridge.  People often
tell their dying dogs that.
Arthur’s liver cancer
was so advanced by then
that he couldn’t make it
to the garage to say
good bye.  He remembers
our greyhound alive,
running, being happy,
but I was there
when Nikkie got her
final shot.  I watched
the vet’s assistant carry
my dog’s still warm body
out of the garage.  I promised
Nikkie she wouldn’t 
die alone.  I kept
my word.  I made 
my husband the same
promise.  And I told him
to meet Nikkie
at the Bridge and for both
of them to wait
for me.  Four months later
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Arthur died
in our living room while
I stroked
his leg.  Again, I kept
my word; we’d been married
for 36 years.  I remember
thinking — it’s all over
for you but
it’s just starting for me.
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The Absent Valentine

Aww – how could anyone resist
Sweetheart Cookies?  I baked them
for my husband.  Arthur gave me
a necklace with 44 genuine
sapphires on it.  Fourteen hundred
dollars, but Arthur said, “You only
go around once.”  I said, “Everyone
will think we have more money
than brains.”  But the necklace
is exquisite!  Arthur already had
liver cancer, but that holiday
was the last one where he still
felt well.  With foresight,
he ordered two more gifts
for me.  Later, he was bedridden
but made it to our 36th anniversary.
He told me where the pussy
willow earrings were.  Every
spring I look forward to
the pussies and Arthur wanted me
to have them anytime.  I gave him
a watch that I now wear.  He died
a week later, not making it
to my birthday.  But he’d
already told me where
the diamond earrings were.
I wore them to his
memorial service.  It’s been
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five months since he
died and I still have a few
Sweetheart Cookies in the 
freezer.  I used to tease him
saying he got the better gift.
I was wrong.  We do only
go around once; I love the necklace
and the memory.  We both won.

May 26, 2013
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Missing Little Things

At 2 this morning I made
a tuna salad for lunch.  A perfectly
logical time to be doing
that job.  Ever since
my husband died four months
ago, my sleep is erratic
at best.  Scrubbing toilets
at 3.  F. Scott Fitzgerald certainly
got it right – “Three a.m. is the dark
night of the soul.”  I’m still not
used to the word ‘widow.’  An ugly
and very sad word.  Liver cancer
killed Arthur.  He wanted to
die at home.  He believed
things were always worse
when you left the kindness
of your own home.  He also
added mustard to his tuna salad.
Even my mother approved
of the extra kick.  And my mother
didn’t approve of much.  Certainly not
Arthur.  We were married for
36 years; Arthur always
made the tuna.  I never
watched him; I was always
chopping onions.  I remember
the night he put bing cherries
in our champagne.  The bubbles
made the cherries turn
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somersaults.  We laughed.
Arthur hated dancing, but 
the night I turned 56
he shuffled a few steps with me
across our living room.  It’s been
four years since that special
memory.  The emptiness hurts
most.  A house always
breathes differently after
someone leaves.  I added
half a teaspoon of mustard, 
but my tuna still didn’t 
taste right.  Even if
I’d added absolutely
correctly, my tuna still
wouldn’t have been right.
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Arthur in the Spotlight

My husband died nine 
months ago; Arthur had
liver cancer.  For 36 years
I watched him write poems,
movie reviews for a newspaper
in California, travel articles
for another paper, plays & have
eight novels published.  Most of it
accomplished while teaching
at three universities in two
states.  All four obituaries
stressed his writing; two of them
also stressed his publishing of a
small magazine for 14 years.
He championed the work of
beat writers – Jack Kerouac,
Allen Ginsberg, Gary Snyder,
William Burroughs, others.
One month after Arthur
died, I got a call from the 
Henry Miller museum wanting
my permission to publish
his photos of Henry.  There are
six pictures of Arthur in our
living room, two of them
on posters.  I now wear
the watch I gave him a week
before he died; it was our
anniversary.  My sleep is still
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erratic.  Often, I don’t 
make it to bed.  I’ll sleep
on the couch.  Morning light 
falls on the couch & I aim
the reflected shine of that
watch onto each of his
photos.  I like to think Arthur
appreciates the gesture.
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He Left Me

It’s been eight months
since Arthur was wheeled
out of our living room
for the last time.  They didn’t
zip the body bag he was
placed in.  Instead
they covered him completely
with a quilt.  I remember
the muted orange and
green flowers. I remember
being grateful for that
gesture.  I didn’t have
to hear that final zip nor
did I have the final image
of a body bag.  A warm quilt
and flowers are kinder.
We were married for
36 years.  The month before
he died, I became
a cheerleader, saying,
“People get sick and
get well all the time.”
While privately adding,
“They don’t die
but once.”  And privately
crying and wondering,
“Now what?”  Arthur
was totally bedridden
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by then and we both
knew it was liver cancer.
Watching him, I learned
dying is work.  I also learned
watching someone die
is work, too.  I know
it wasn’t his fault and
he didn’t want to
but he left me.
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Three Anniversaries

He was healthy for our 35th
wedding anniversary.  We went
to Cabin Fever; Joe had reserved
a table.  Arthur and I listened
to a lounge singer purr
torch songs while we shared
a platter of spaghetti.  It was 
a wonderful evening & we both 
expected many repeats.  For our
36th anniversary, Arthur was
bedridden.  Thankfully,
there is little pain with 
liver cancer.  Arthur died
a week later.  After eleven
tumultuous months featuring
drunken days, movies I don’t 
remember, disposing of one gun,
keeping another, selling one car,
keeping another, getting rid of two
switchblade knives, paying bills,
donating clothes, burying 
Nikkie’s ashes under her favorite
lilac bush & wearing a sapphire 
necklace that was later
stolen -- what should have been my
37th anniversary arrived.  I gave 
dog treats to Happy, Joe’s huge 
and friendly Irish Wolfhound.  Joe 
hugged me and refused 
to allow me to pay 
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for my wine.  He’d stopped by often
when Arthur was dying, always
bringing juice and his homemade
potato chips that Arthur
was too sick to eat.  I gazed at
the table where we shared sauce;
I looked at the stage where
Heidi sang to us — a Patsy Cline
number, “I Go Out Walking
After Midnight.”  Us had owned
four homes in three states; Arthur
died in Nevada.  My luck
ran out.  I left a five 
on the bar & gave Happy 
another puppy treat.
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Ashes to Ashes

The sky was crying, too, as
a few raindrops fell while I
scattered my husband’s
ashes.  It seldom rains in 
Nevada, but it did that day.
Exactly one year ago today
it was my 60th birthday & I
was hosting Arthur’s memorial
service.  For a year that included
drunken nights, vivid
remembrances & tears –
his ashes sat on the same
kitchen counter the undertaker
put them on.  I often stroked
the velvet bag.  Liver cancer
killed Arthur; we were married
36 years.  Today, for my 61st

birthday, I’m scattering his
ashes.  I really need to stop
having these memorable 
birthdays.  Afterwards, Terry & I
went into The Bucket Of Blood
saloon.  She was with me the day
Arthur died in our living room.
A cowboy band was playing
and Terry wanted to know
Arthur’s favorite song.  I couldn’t
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remember & just clung to Terry for
five minutes.  Ten minutes later
I said, “Sunday Morning Coming Down.”
Terry went to the band & requested;
soon we heard Sunday Morning &
the lead singer announced, “this song is
in tribute to Arthur.”  I’ll never
hear that song again without
tearing up.  Grief is
the price we pay for loving.

Dec. 29, 2013
(Arthur would have 
turned 76 today.)
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Three Poems 
by 

Arthur Winfield Knight



Shining Bright

Fitzgerald said 3 a.m. is
the dark night of the soul,
but when Kit and I get  up
at 3 she always looks
out the window and says,
“The stars are shining bright,”
then we have a glass of wine
and watch an old western.
Fitzgerald got it wrong.
Before going back to bed,
we look at the stars again,
still shining brightly.
Life in the high plains is simple.

April 13, 2011
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Somersaulting

Because we were
out of strawberries,
I put bing cherries
into each of our
champagne glasses.
Kit and I watched
them spin and bob
in the effervescent light.
She said, “Cherries
turning somersaults
and bubbles in the air,”
and we ate them,
sucking their juice
and champagne
from our fingertips.

May 21, 2010
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Dancing Barefoot
For Kit, with love

I haven’t danced since eighth grade
because my parents made me go
to dancing school.  I hated it.  Later,
I missed my high school prom
and was glad.  Missed dancing
at weddings, whether they were
my own or someone else’s.  Now
married to you thirty years,
we’ve never danced, although
you’ve repeatedly asked.
When I refuse, you chide me,
and I say, “You hate tea because
your mother made you drink it
when you had the sniffles.
What’s the difference?”  But
listening to a big band broadcast
on an oldie’s station tonight,
you ask again, and , miraculously,
I agree.  We move, barefoot,
across the carpet in the soft light.
I take you in my arms, Kathleen.

September 21, 1998  
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Kit Knight wrote for nine
small newspapers, six in
California and three in 
Nevada.  She wrote front
page articles, feature 
stories, human interest
pieces, was film critic for
fifteen years and had her 
own poetry column for two years.

Kit’s earlier collection of poems, Women of
Wanted Men, was published in 1994 by Pot-
pourri Publications.  The “persona poems”
speak in the voices of the women in the titles.
People may know about Billy the Kid, but do
they ever think about his mother?  Catherine
died when Billy was fourteen and never got 
to see what Billy became.  She speaks in the
poem through the eyes of a very young and
very ill mother.  Most of the poems in Women
of Wanted Men deal with the wives, mother,
mothers-in-law and sister of Frank and Jesse
James.  Kit was thrilled to get a fan letter
from Judge James Ross, the state superior
judge of Orange County, California.  He took
huge delight in signing “Jesse James’ great
grandson” on his official judge stationery. 

Address mail to ---
Kit Knight 303 Sherry Way, Yerington, NV 89447

kit.knight@hotmail.com
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