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A TOUCH OF ME
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If you cut a rose while still in full
bloom,

hold it in your hand to smell the
perfume.

The rose will soon die, my words are
true,

but you’re left with a sweet smell to be

remembered by you.

If you take a butterfly from out of the
air,

and place it in a frame with loving care.

The butterfly is gone, will never again
fly,

but its beauty is there, that will never
die.

If you take rain before it melts into the
sea,

generously give it to a small dying tree.

That water will never ride waves or touch

the shore,

but will be held by the tree that’s not
dying

as before.

Life, as well as things can be touched in
many

a way,

two hearts can be touched by things we do

and say.

If my heart is with yours for just a short
time,

a touch of happiness I’ll leave you, this
is

something of mine.

 



 


 MY HEART SPEAKS
SOMETIMES

 


i used to cry i sit pretending

for lonely i am a

was my time, gentle breeze,

now i cry free

for to journey places

lonely I is wish i could be.

no longer mine.feeling cool

when ever on a warm day,

a drop warm on a day

of happiness that is cool.

escapes my eye, tasting

only then the salty sea,

for a moment catching

i sigh. autumn leaves,

then you smile holding them

and a short time,

softly touch or

my hand, stealing a scent

and from a flower.

happiness i feel

i understand

 



 



MY BODY

 


My body is a seashell,

beautiful,

delicate,

wan.

My heart, the rhythm of the sea,

never stopping,

always returning,

touching shores.

My spirit floats on waves,

sounds of love,

sounds of eternity.

 



 


 WHEN THE TIME HAS
COME

 


I wonder when it’s time to die…

Does the soul seek the sky?

Does the body relieve a sigh…

When the time has come to die?

Does the body know it’s time…

When it should die, is there a sign?

Does the soul wonder what it will find…

When the body knows it’s time?

So, I wonder when I die…

Will my soul upward fly

And see the earth from the sky,

When it’s my time to die?

I wonder when I die,

Will it be me thinking it is I

Who will be wondering why

Time has come for me to die?

Does my soul know it’s me

When it leaves my body to be free?

Will it wonder and look back to see,

It was me that had set it free?

When it’s my time to die,

Will I tell myself a lie…

And from the truth will I shy,

When it’s my turn to die?

Let me wonder, let me sigh,

Soon it will be my turn to die.

And I know my life was not a lie,

When time has come for me to die.

When it’s my turn to die,

They’ll be no regrets, I gave it a try.

For my life was not a lie,

And I will be ready…when I die.

 



 


 AN AFFAIR TO
REMEMBER

Written for a friend.

 


At first it’s just a polite and casual
smile,

a few words are added as you linger
awhile.

A flirtatious wink, what harm can to do?

You feel flattered, he’s attracted to
you.

A cup of coffee for break, then maybe
lunch.

you think he’s married, but it’s just a
hunch.

So, if he is, why should you give a care?

You’ll only let this develop into a small
affair.

Standing by the water cooler, you look for a
chance,

that he’ll walk by to give you a special
glance.

You must be careful so no rumors will
start,

you must be careful, you repeat in your
heart.

When possible you steal a touch or a small
kiss,

then hurry back to your desk before you’re
missed.

By the end of the day your adrenaline is
high,

but it’s worth it, you tell yourself another
lie.

This small affair, you no longer can
control,

you’re becoming unglued, you’re starting to
unfold.

You meet after hours on the other side of
town,

your world has become a merry-go-around.

Knowing now that your love for him is
true,

you wonder if he feels that way too.

You tell him to choose, it’s his wife or
you..,

that’s a mistake, something you do not
do.

His love for you was not the same,

he had his fun, enjoyed his little game.

Now knowing you were wrong from the
start,

you are all alone mending a broken heart.

Your soul now scarred with a permanent
mark,

will you spend the rest of your life alone in
the dark?

For it was you who slowly turned the
screw,

and in the end, you were the one that had
hurt you!

 



 


A FREE GIFT

 



when passing strangers ...

greet them friendly ...

give a smile ...

it is free.

this will not cost ...

you’ll see ...

and they will return it happily.

 



 


THINGS TO TOUCH
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A baby’s hand, soft and tiny,

a red rose, velvet and shiny.

Tears on a child’s sad face,

whiteness of bridal lace,

Salt water out of the sea,

hands that belong to you and me.

The back of a turtle moving so slow,

wetting fingers, feeling the breezes
blow.

Sand on the summer’s beach,

minds that are hard to reach.

Soft lips of a lover’s kiss,

sleeping grass holding morning’s mist.

Warmth of a new clear day,

freshness of just cut hay.

Smiling freckles on a nose,

counting piggies on small toes.

Black fur on a purring kitten,

sweetheart’s notes secretly written.

Grey hair of an ageing lady,

movements of an unborn baby.

Sweet smells of a maple tree,

the closeness of loving tenderly.

A fresh corsage worn to a ball,

soft shoulders draped with a shawl.

Touching things is a simple way,

of expressing feelings that tend to lay.

So touch things big, and touch things
small,

when you’ve touched a heart, you’ve touched
it all.
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