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License Notes

Thank you for downloading this ebook.
Although there is no charge for this book, it remains the
copyrighted property of the author, and may not be reproduced,
copied and distributed for commercial or non-commercial purposes
without permission from the author. If you enjoyed this collection
of poetry, please encourage your friends to download their own
copy. Thanks for your support.

 


 


All of these poems were first published
during National Poetry Writing Month 2014. Thank you for taking the
time to ponder these verses, written from the depth of my heart, if
not always from the edges of my gray matter.

 


 


This volume is respectfully dedicated to
Dietrich Bonhoeffer and Maria von Wedemeyer-Weller. And to my
husband, with much love.
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 Have You Seen Me?

 


 


 


Christopher Vigil

From: Poudre Park, Colorado

DOB: 08/24/68

Sex: Male

Age: 45

Hair: Brown

Eyes: Green

Height: 4’8” (at age 10)

Weight: 74 lbs. (at age 10)

Date Missing: 04/30/78

 


Christopher Vigil has been missing for nearly
36 years. A picture of him from 1978, as well as an age-progressed
photo, caught my eye as I ate dinner this evening, reminding me of
a poem a day in April.

Is he alive, long dead?

Regardless, people remain who remember
him.

My prayers are with them all.


 The Following Way

 


 


 


Ah St. Paul

and his letters;

those Pauling treaties

exhorting the Romans, Ephesians,

Galatians, Philippians,

Thessalonians and Colossians.

To Timothy, Titus and Philemon,

and to those at Corinth.

Two letters to the Corinthians;

Saint Paul had something to say

no matter where he went

or to whom he spoke.

But even he noted,

in 1 Corinthians 12.31,

that they best way is the following way.

 


Yet love, love; what does it mean to
love?

Paul denotes self-sacrifice, restraint,
clemency.

But those are mere phrases,

for the underlying message is more
subtle.

Not about clanging bells or noisy gongs,

nor the speech of angels.

What is that which withstands all time,

forever hoping, trusting, persevering.

What sort of love is this?

 


It’s the love of warm quilts,

gentle smiles,

tender hearts.

It revels in simplicity

soothing anger, calming fears.

It rejoices in the smallest triumphs,

and comforts with honest tears.

It is the best way,

Paul tells the church in Corinth;

it is the only way.

It is everlasting,

regardless of technology

and time

and pestilence

and disaster.

 


Poems will come and go,

even Paul’s many letters may one day pass
away.

But the best way,

ahh…

 


Let me show you

the very best way.


 The Non Sequitur Quilt (and its
accompanying poem…)

 


 


 


Jack doesn’t know what Meg had for
breakfast.

I don’t know where the quilt on the wall

is supposed to go.

 


To whom, I should say,

for every quilt needs a home,

just like a boll weevil.



For Richard…

 


 


 


My hands hurt.

I’ve been sewing, in one form or another, all
day.

I quit just ten minutes ago when yet again I
was stabbed by an errant pin,

with a mind of its own.

Fine, you win, I muttered under my
breath,

wishing that pin had a burly cousin I could
kick,

preferably in the shins.

 


Damn pins, but

you can’t quilt without them.

 


For Richard Brautigan



Breakfast

 


 


 


Grape Nuts and Special K (regular and some
oat-honey flavor)

in three-quarter cup 1% milk.

And four dried apricots, on a separate small
dish.

 


Followed by

half a small cup of

cranberry juice

washing down

10 mg of Lisinopril

and

12.5 mg of hydrochlorothiazide

to control my hypertension.

 


I am writing this as I finish the Grape
Nuts/Special K

which were accompanied by St. Paul

and those Corinthians

(the 15th chapter).

But I thought of this poem

a couple of hours ago

after making love with my husband.

 


That’s my Saturday morning for you.


 Better To Not
Watch

 


 


 


I want to be a good fan, but I needed to take
a break from quilting.

That’s how I could explain my timely exit
from the living room

as Hanley Ramirez hit a home run, then
another hit was made.

And now Matt Kemp has hit his second homer of
the night.

 


Maybe there are other internet-based
activities I could pursue.

Better than watching my team get beat by
LA.


 The Scrappy Quilt

 


 


 


Just big enough for me.

Well, me and one more, if they are suitably
small.

Some quilts are like that; intimate.

Some are like Buicks,

but not this one.

 


The front is compiled of fabrics bought from
different places,

the back from a chain store.

The front suggests boldness,

while the back calls to a young heart.

I made it while cool rain fell on California
ground.

I finished it as summer broke down the
door.

Started by hand, it was completed in the same
manner;

I hid most of my stitches fairly well,

tucking threads between mitered corners.

I even managed a practically invisible
join,

save a few lavender hints of thread

if you look hard enough.

 


But I doubt anyone will, for it’s a
beginner’s effort,

not that of an expert.

It’s for staying warm,

it was for practice.

It was because I needed to fashion a piece
of…

What is it a piece of anyway,

besides my heart and soul and the initial
learning process

of a woman who hasn’t used a sewing
machine

in a very long time.

 


It was to get my feet wet.

And to keep them warm

when this brief spate of hot temperatures

has passed through.

 


It was to rattle the door of a long corridor
which I am just starting to explore.

 


It’s for cool nights, snuggly cuddles,
and…

And a way to tell a story

through fabric.

 


I can’t wait for the next tale to begin.
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