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Dedication

For Scott, Zoe, Abby & Alan 

who fill my life with light





The Absent Rainbow

speaks to me

from the charcoal sky

and hunter green silhouettes.

It screams silently,

I am missing

I should be here after the rain

but I won’t show up

before my time.

I know where to look for it

but it stays cloaked in clouds.

Maybe I can manifest it

call it forth

like a creator, imaging my power

until it slowly fades in

and glows,

but waiting is not my strongest skill.





Light

Since the first day

there has been

a state of existence

where all beings

in flesh and in spirit

dwell. Inside us,

binding creator and creation,

we are all capable of

illumination.

Still shadows appear

in brightness

so we must step carefully

consciously

to retain the glow and

move through our soul journeys

enlightened.





Matisse Room

Colors step forward and back

rocking and rocketing into prints, designs

like bright slaps of ice water,

his masked women eye us

through canvas windows all his own

simplified

caught in still life.

All in the room become nude.





The Music Box

My eyes crack as the light

smacks on at 2 a.m.

but I had to reach for the bedside lamp, had to

open the drawer to get the music box, to cradle it

in my own hands.

The sweet tune made my mother feel better

when she was a little girl sick with

polio, a little girl in bed like

me, longing for comfort.

I need it to lessen my fear.

There now, I hold it next to my pillow,

winding the tiny tarnished handle

to make the engine roll, and

little prongs make music.

Too old, too slow to please,

it plods through its melody.

The corroded handle is loose and turns

faster than notes come out,

and I ache to speed the dragging.

I wind faster with my thumb,

but each ping is left alone so long,

stale, dusty.

It sat in darkness in my nightstand drawer,

wrapped in frayed beige cloth which I peeled away like petals,

praying, please me, please, sing me to sleep.

But it makes the nightmare audible,

musical accompaniment for the 17-year-old driver

who crashed onto the sidewalk and

hit the 5-year-old boy

riding his tricycle, the little boy

with the blue baseball cap on Action News.

I watched it over the rims of my glasses,

over the dog-eared pages of Sophie’s Choice,

and wondered why, on this hot day,

someone didn’t take that little boy

for an ice cream at the DQ.

Someone should have taken him,

and my neighbor’s children too,

to choose a treat, not taste terror.

I watched, with my book shaking in my hands,

and I wondered –

Why did Sophie have to make an inhuman choice,

and why was she sent to the concentration camp?

Why was my hardworking, kind neighbor

taken away last week by ICE agents,

armed men in black masks hiding

their unfelt shame,

while her sobbing children went somewhere

with unknown adults?

Why was it so hot today and that 5-year-old boy wasn’t

getting an ice cream instead of

an ambulance ride?

And why do I watch the news?

I don’t know

any answers,

my raging and resisting feel useless.

But the music box was supposed to help, soothe.

I turn the handle

backwards

to restore the song

and to put the boy back on his tricycle,

and my neighbor back with her family, and Sophie in Poland,

but the handle unwinds, falls off.





Nostalgia

Autumn,

life dances away with maple leaves

all becoming snowflakes.

Suspend her now in branches

of flutter light and green glitter,

never to crisp on the edges or dry.

From the patio she watches time

fly by

a sixty-year tail on a jet

still soaring.

Frame her now

before she turns

into a collage of purple feather-flowers

and gold wrapping paper,

before she arranges the silverware

knowing how many places to set,

before the whole beach

umbrella, towel and all

drops through the hourglass.





A Hopeful Poet Goes for a Walk

After dinner

along Keswick Avenue

as sun sets behind my left shoulder.

There must be a poem here somewhere

in the broken green parking lot glass or

the gift shop window.

Just old-looking pavement

and double-parked cars,

past the theater,

and the pizza place

where the haunted house used to be.

Maybe the pizza oven is haunted too

and that might make a good story, but

I only want

a good poem.
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