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  Blizzard


  The world


  walled and weighted in white


  buried in winter


  beauty that leaves me cold


  inside


  hearts etched on frosted panes


  crack in hoary glass
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  At the Zoo


  Mountain gorilla


  stares thoughtfully through the glass


  his soul in his eyes


  His mate and children cuddle


  as if no one is watching


  Another Saturday Night


  He sits on the sofa


  with his legs propped up on the coffee table.


  He doesn't care that the TV is blasting


  a rerun of a movie he's seen a hundred times.


  All he wants is to be free of the world for a while,


  to let his mind and body go limp


  and just relax.


  She sits beside him on the sofa,


  not at all interested in the beaches of Normandy


  blowing up on the screen in front of her.


  He stretches a leg across her lap


  and she massages his aching knee,


  until her arms grows tired.


  He takes her hand in his,


  their fingers entwine.


  From the corner of her eye


  she sees his eyelids droop.


  It isn't long before soft snores fill the room


  and she reaches for the remote.


  “Alice”


  At first, I thought it was bad luck to fall


  down the rabbit's hole; in a way it was


  lucky too. I merely ended in a sprawl


  without damage 'cept to my pride which was


  lucky indeed, since I had to give chase.


  How could I not pursue such a bunny,


  dressed as he was in ruffles and fine lace?


  His associates, too, were quite funny:


  talking caterpillars and grinning cats,


  hatter's, dormice, and an army of cards.


  The Queen of Hearts' repeating caveat,


  “Off With Her Head” I could not disregard.


  But lessons I've learned from my bizarre dream,


  nothing's impossible or too extreme.
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  Breaking Day


  The rising sun gleams through the window;


  it waits for no one.


  It cares not for the whims of man,


  whether he has worked hard--


  or played harder,


  or has the day off


  to spend as he wants.


  Even when storm clouds


  block its brilliance,


  the sun always rises


  on its own schedule


  and takes its rest when it chooses.


  Sometimes I wonder


  if the sun ever feels like sleeping in,


  but some greater power


  that will not wait


  forces him to break the day.


  A Mistake Has Been Made


  A mistake has been made.


  Whoever is in charge


  of the grand scheme of things


  screwed up royally.


  My dream house was meant to be


  perpetually clean--


  i.e., self-cleaning.


  I was meant for better things


  than cleaning toilets,


  dusting, vacuuming,


  washing dishes and scrubbing floors.


  I keep putting it off,


  expecting someone else


  to take care of it,


  (the Brownies, maybe?)


  but they never do.


  Something is very wrong here.


  The housework is not taking care of itself.


  The clutter grows deeper and


  if it's true what they say about dust


  being largely composed of human skin,


  there's enough of it here that


  I should be able to create


  a butler,


  a couple of maids,


  and a hunky lawn boy


  to take care of things.


  Maybe I should make some time


  to research the possibilities


  tomorrow.


  Blonde


  Let me speak very slowly


  so you won't have any trouble understanding,


  and I'll try not to use words


  you'll need to look up in the dictionary.


  I'm not stupid


  and I've never been promiscuous


  or needed a brain transplant


  in order to change a light bulb,


  or confused a Porsche with a porch.


  In fact, I graduated with honors --


  and I didn't have to dye my hair to do it.


  I have to wonder,


  if blondes are so dumb,


  then why does everyone want to be one?


  Seems to me all the famous bombshells


  were blonde wannabes --


  does that make them stupid


  or just jealous?


  If you want my opinion


  -- and maybe you don't


  'cause I'm just a 'dumb blonde' --


  I think the ditziness is just one side effect


  of too much bleach seeping through to the brain.


  Beautiful Words


  She wasn't glamorous like showgirls or celebrities,


  and even though she met few of society's requirements


  she believed she was beautiful.


  She saw her beauty in the faces of her children,


  whose smiles inspired awe and could bring tears to her eyes,


  and knew their beauty was part of her.


  Still she wished to hear the words, freely given,


  whispered in her ear,


  and read their truth in his eyes.


  Acknowledgements


  I would like to thank Lisa Norman, my friend and publisher, for all of her hard work and patience. Without her, having two books published would still be a wish saved for starry nights.


  I would also like to thank my fellow writers at SectionSixx and TCU for their support, encouragement, and generally nudging me to write more.


  And a very special thank you to Diana Gabaldon, whose wonderful books led me to a community of writers at Compuserve that changed my life forever. Her talent has been an inspiration; her friendship, encouragement, and generosity, an invaluable gift.


  Also By Elise Skidmore


  Poems from the Edge of Spring
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