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Dedicated

To all those who struggled to find the light in 2020--

To those who survived 

and

to the memory of those who didn’t.
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Introduction

They say hindsight is 20/20 and most people would tell you they couldn’t be happier that 2020 is behind us. It didn’t get off to a great start and by March when the pandemic really began to take hold, it was mostly downhill all the way. Things looked bleak with the constant barrage of political unrest, hate speech, death counts and all things related to Covid 19—and let’s not forget the murder hornets. I’d hear people say it couldn’t get much worse, but the universe seemed to take that as a challenge because sometimes it felt like we were all living in the biggest disaster movie ever made.

Everyone tried their best to keep going and get things done through quarantines and shut downs. Some handled it better than others, but even for an optimist like myself it was hard going. Planned vacations had to be canceled and it was pointless to try to reschedule when we had no clue when things would be “back to normal” again. It felt like there was nothing to look forward to. We couldn’t even visit family who lived far away. The worst thing for me was the sense of isolation and not being able to hug my loved ones. Video chats and virtual hugs, while better than nothing, just aren’t the same.

We all have our coping mechanisms, mine is writing. The poems you’ll find in this book are the results, and while there are some solemn poems that deal with what I was thinking and feeling on down days, I think the majority of the work is just me trying to escape from the grim reality of the time as best I could. The truth is I was looking for the light in what seemed a very dark world. Some months writing just wasn’t a priority, but in other months it flourished. I managed to complete both of the April and November Poem-A-Day challenges for the first time in several years, and that productivity lifted my spirits, giving me a real sense of accomplishment that helped me keep going. By the end of the year, with new vaccines released and a new administration ready to take control, I felt like I might be seeing the light at the end of the tunnel. Like everyone else on the planet, I was happy to say goodbye to 2020 and hello to 2021.

2021 won’t be perfect either, but I think it will be better. There’s a resurgence of hope and life is hope. There will no doubt be glitches along the way, but it is my hope that as you read the poems in this book you will know that even in your isolation, you weren’t alone. There was someone thinking and feeling the same things as you were. Someone who laughed, who cried, who remembered, who cared.

May we always look for the light together.
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break through to the street 

shoveling finally done 

until the next storm
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1/15/2020

Sadness Seeping In

Rain hammers the windows

and wind whips the trees;

others may relish the storm sounds,

but she does not.

Gray sadness seeps through the cracks

she has tried so hard to fill with joy.

Wrapped in a blanket,

she feels like she will never be warm again.

She would like to escape from it all,

to run free in the sunshine,

to dance in a field of wildflowers.

But there is no sunshine, no flowers,

and her inner song has gone silent.

She wants to fly away in search of joy,

but she cannot.

She is tethered to the sadness

carried on the wind,

and drowning in the sound of the rain.
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1/24/2020

Time Piece

I asked my mother what time it was

before I knew what time was;

she laughed and asked if I had a hot date.

I need to know the time.

I don’t know why, but I’ve always been that way.

I always wear a watch—

if by odd chance I forget

I drive myself insane glancing at my bare wrist.

If the clocks around me aren’t set correctly,

I will reset them myself or

silently seethe at the inaccuracy.

I am an analog soul in a digital world,

envisioning the whole of the day

rather a single moment silently winking out of sight.

Analog time lacks the rigidity of digital time,

it doesn’t seem to push forward in the same way.

When asked the time, the person with the analog watch

might say, “It’s about quarter to three,”

but you will never hear that from the lovers of digital.

“It’s 2:43pm,” would be more likely.

I don’t need that in my life.

I need to know the time,

but I don’t need that sort of pressure.

It’s not like I’m racing to stop a bomb

or firing a rocket into space.

Life moves too quickly as it is,

old fashioned clocks let you savor the moments.

Sometimes they even seem to slow time.

Try watching a timed sports event these days,

with the athletes racing against digital time to hundredths of a second;

there’s no savoring the moments at that pace.

Let us take some time to sit quietly,

side by side, with a cup of tea and a good book.

We can listen to the soft tick of the clock

and find time for peace.
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2/2/2020

I’ve Been Doing This Too Long

I’ve been doing this too long

and I’m tired.

I’ve been letting things pass

and I’m tired.

I’ve been doing my best

but it’s never enough

and I’m tired.

I keep fighting the good fight

but the blows keep on coming.

You’re wearing me down

till I just feel like running.

But to leave you now

I don’t know how I’d exist.

But I’m tired, so, so, so tired.

I know someday you’ll be gone

and there may be things that I’ll miss,

but I’ll be happier, just knowing I’m free

for the first time in what seems like forever.

But I won’t be tired,

no, I won’t be tired.

I’ve been doing this too long

and I’m tired.

I’ve been letting things pass

and I’m tired.

I’ve been doing my best

but it’s never enough

and I’m tired.
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2/22/2020

Hello, It’s Me

Todd Rundgren came on the radio,

and there you were too.

More than forty years gone

and I still see your third grade smile

as we walked across campus laughing.

Our friendship was fast, but never furious

and in the pre-internet world

it was easy to drift apart and lose contact.

I had the luck to meet another friend

who hailed from your neck of the woods;

she found your address the old-fashioned way--

in the local phone book.

With pen in hand, I wrote pages

filling you in on all that had happened

in the three years we hadn’t connected:

I was 24, I was married, and we bought a house!

Not too long after I found a letter in my mailbox.

The elation I felt was soon followed by despair.

You’d passed away in your sleep two years before,

due to causes still unknown.

Your mother’s letter broke my heart.

You were only 22, had a life and dreams ahead,

were planning a trip to Finland with your mom—

and then you were gone.

I wept

for you and your life cut short.

I wept

for your mother and making her revisit

her pain two years after that devastating blow.

I wept

for myself and the loss of my friend.

You used to love Todd Rundgren back then.

But his words have new meaning

when viewed with ancient eyes.

You know that I’d be with you if I could,

is possible only in memory.

Hello, It’s Me will always

make me think of you,

smiling your third grade smile.
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