A New England Snapshot

Gulls sing happily, as they fly

from wave tips to my hand.

The bits of chips crunch in their beaks

as crumbs drop on the land.

The sea salt air whips through

My hair and deposits on my lips.

The sting of salt stays on my tongue

And on my fingertips.

Thunder hole booms fill my head

With sounds of ocean’s rage.

The beaming light atop the house

Enclosed within its cage.

A seaman’s guide to safety’s shore;

This sturdy structure’s duty.

The lighthouse keeper’s watchful eye

Protects his rightful booty.

Pictures of Poetry
Pictures created, emotions evoked;

A lingering kiss; glowing embers stoked.

Warm luscious thoughts and romance abounds;

All brought to life with words and their sounds.

“Peace”

Outward I gaze into the starry night.

The lush dark hues of evening envelope me

like a velvet robe of purple.

I dream.

Daylight breaks in Summer’s morn.

The sweet smell of plum intoxicates

like a full glass of wine.

I sigh.

A day of worship is set before me.

The papal robe entrances

like a true follower.

I pray.

“Love”

Green is the grass on which I lay.

My lover has come to spend the day.

He searches through the fields of clover

Plucks one free and rolls me over.

His kiss is soft with breath of mint.

His touch is warm with his heart’s imprint.




          His eyes are filled with adoration.


      



                 A sea of fancy of this I’m certain.        

We lay in bliss, ‘neath towering tree.

He rises up upon one knee.

My face is cupped within his hands,

My mind and soul his heart commands.

“Rage”

Father’s beat down, mother’s scorn;

    Angry expression on visage, worn.

They see in him their histories torn.

He’s sure they wish he’d not been born.

Ripping tearing through the hall,

his fist looks like a bloody ball.
He seeks to ruin, ruin all.

Again, his fist goes through the wall.

His mind is now a seething storm;

erupts and fumes he is transformed.

He’s not himself he’s not the norm

Indeed he wishes he’d not been born.

Father’s beat down, mother’s scorn;

 angry expression on visage, worn.

They see in him their histories torn.

He’s sure they wish he’d not been born.

Snow Angel
Icy bits of winter’s lace

Brushed about in one child’s haste

Flurries here and flurries there

Flakes abound; enough to share!

A burst of giggles come from his mouth

He flails his arms and legs about

Back and forth and to and fro

He makes impressions in the snow.

A final push from side to side

With glee his eyes are open wide

A mother’s hand outstretched to lift

His tiny form reveals the gift!

Memories of Christmas

Packages set out ‘neath the tree

Wrapped in Christmas colors.

Gifts for brother, sister and me

And a few other holiday comers.

The fire’s warm with glowing embers;

A father’s job - to warm and calm.

Memories in making for all of us.

Mother recites a Christmas Psalm.

Standing in snow flakes to choose a tree,

I think about my druthers.

A stately pine on which I agree ---

It looks just like my mothers!

I reach to dial, and hope she answers;

The number to call my Mom.

Her voice is full like holiday bustlers.

Mother recites a Christmas Psalm.

Toys lace the floor beneath our tree

The wrapping task upon us

He wraps and leaves the bows for me

Our packaging is seamless

Our joy-filled children are lying dreamless

While in wee morning hours we lay ‘neath the balm

Cherishing the memories gone before us

Mother recites a Christmas Psalm.

Holiday pageantry adorns the altars.

The name for readings are now drawn.

She stands before us all so ageless;

Mother recites a Christmas Psalm.
















