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Forward




If there is one activity in this world that
I love, it is to make words dance. They have been my playground for
as far back as my memory can stretch. In the beginning, before I
could write, I lived in my stories. Everything had a story. I could
sit perfectly contented with a box of pencils while I dreamed up
personalities and backgrounds for each one. Math class, for me, was
a continuous numeric war wherein 7 was meek, 8 quite vicious and
evil, and 9 far too lordly. And of course, I learned at last to
write my stories down.

 


Everyone told me I should be a writer. So I
wrote. Looking back at my earliest work, I must admit I was not
that particularly gifted. I was imaginative, definitely, but I was
young and I wrote like the child I was. But I kept writing, because
I was encouraged. I was encouraged by my parents and teachers. I
was encouraged by the librarians who ran programs at the Emily
Fowler Public Library. I was encouraged by the universal dance
group my father took me to on Fry Street. I never stopped
writing.

 


Eventually, I began to win awards for my
poetry. At school, at the library, 1st place ribbons and
trophies started to appear. Now I’ve had about twenty years of
experience writing, and continue to win awards, my latest being
1st place with the NCTC 2011 Regional Poetry Contest
with my poem ‘Dance of Birds’.

 


For this book, I have selected the best of
my poetry written in the later years. They are my playground, my
journey, my dreams, and my soul. Whether you find in them wells of
wisdom or trivial delights of speech, I hope you enjoy the
dance.
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Dance of Birds

In ruffled dress of brightest hue,

or silvered gowns of white and gray,

in styled suit of earthy brown,

or solemn black, all greet the day.

 


The sunlight wakes the morning ball,

and sharply breaks across a floor

bedecked in dew like silver stars

left over from the night before.

 


The dancers come, in threes and fours,

bow to the wind in flurried flight,

joining once more on feathered wing,

walk out upon the rays of light.

 


The choir erupts among the leaves;

the sky has turned from black to gold;

the music thrills upon the wind,

the oldest language ever told.

 


And how the dancers leap and sway!

Now bold, now shy, now high aloft,

as throats give voice to first of day,

piercing and sharp and sweet and soft.

 


And all of life awakes once more,

in that song devoid of words,

primal praise to dark’s defeat,

within the dawn of dancing birds.
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Drums

Bare feet stamp the earth

dancing to the rhythm

of ancient drums.

 


The fire leaps high

all the way to the moon

and burns holes in the darkness.

 


Ancient spirits swim the waters

looking back on the cold

before life and dance

and sweep about the ashes.

 


They lift their voices high and free

defiant to the empty dark:

 


Here am I

Now

Now

Now

I am

 


There they rise and there they fall

leaping flames in shadowed night.

 


And now

Now

Now

I am

And I dance

Dance

Dance
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The Light Bulb

 


Childhood is always a time

caught between two worlds;

between dresses and grass stains,

between dragons and bedtimes,

sitting, legs crossed, as straight as an
arrow,

and trying to stand on your head.

And sometimes one side wins;

when you remember your pleases

and thank you’s,

to cover your mouth

when you sneeze.

But there are always those moments

when something must break out,

and one world collides with the other

so that anything can happen.

There was a party,

of a sorts,

in which many great aunts

and ancient family friends

gathered around in the evening,

as the great lords and ladies must have

in the olden times,

and I was permitted to stay up

in the background of their talk.

I was sitting idly in my chair

as the great lords and ladies around me
droned on

with so many meaningless words,

growing quite drowsy,

and as they spoke,

carefully holding their cups,

I looked up and saw

on the table a lamp

trying its best to light the room,

but it was dim and flickered

just like a little firefly

caught in a jar.

I dreamed of millions of fireflies

let loose all at once from a Summer’s
Night

into the room

as I dosed in my chair

until my mother nudged me

to sit up straight

and some great Aunt discussed her birds

that were long dead,

and I stared at the flickering light

trying so hard to do its job,

as I slid back in my chair again

when suddenly it struck me,

clear as day:

it was no light bulb flickering there,

but a captured being of light

trying to escape the globe!

I saw it flit about

like Tinker Bell in Peter Pan,

now bursting forth in brilliant light,

now falling back, almost dead,

and my uncle, I think he was,

talked about a party long past,

amid polite laughter,

while the light became quite desperate,

and each flicker was less intense,

like a star fading in the dawn,

or the moon hiding behind the clouds.

And I just knew that all the world would
end

should it go out.

And a friend of my mom’s

rose up to refill his cup,

and the light made one last attempt

flaring bright and brilliant,

but I could not let it die,

ancient and withered into nothingness.

I leapt from my chair,

reaching out to save it,

knocking the lamp in my haste,

so that all leapt from the table

in a glorious dive,

and the globe burst into a million
pieces,

with the lamp.

And I cried,

“Look, look, the light is free!”

And the light fled away

to wherever lights go,

to Neverland or Summer Nights

all rolled into one,

and I wanted to leap for joy,

but all they could see

was the broken glass upon the floor

and completely missed its flight.
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Roses

 


If I live until tomorrow,

a year older I will be,

but if I should die today,

tomorrow will never know me.

 


If I plant a hundred roses,

and all but one of them die,

is it the same as planting but one,

and never the ninety-nine?

 


And yesterday the roses were not,

and tomorrow they are no more;

if only today do the roses bloom,

then what are the roses for?

 


And in a hundred million years,

when all the roses are gone,

does it matter that my rose lived,

and who will remember its fall?
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Beyond

Beyond these walls a fair day calls,

a joyous afternoon;

the wind does play in the trees today,

whistling a merry tune.

The grass is soft and high aloft,

the billowing clouds float by;

the Church bells ring the birds all
sing,

beneath a clear blue sky.

Beyond this room the flowers bloom,

a sweet scent on the air;

beneath the sun the children run,

without a single care.

Beyond this glass are hills of grass,

a glorious day of spring,

but in a chair from the desk I stare,

and must miss the entire thing!
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