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May you find love like a rose bush,
Brightly illuminating your day!
Not cut and placed into water,
With added potions causing delay— 




Of the inevitable fate of a clipped rose,
Soon to have a withering bloom
That will eventually dry up rapidly,
While you feel the weltering gloom. 




The leaves of green on a cut rose
Outlast the petals, dry and dead;
Fillers of white baby’s breath
Memories that illuminated the red. 




Are these fated to last longer
Than the cut rose with their array?
Slowly observing decomposing,
Knowing they too will fade away. 




So, think before you cut the rose,
That deteriorates in every case.
Seeing the florist’s aspirations
Spilling rapidly from the glass vase. 




As the long stems lose their nurturing,
Put into water once again,
Losing the original rosebush presentation,
Giving it all new chagrin!  




May your love be like the rose bush,
Where the roses never leave!
Firmly attached to the thorny branch,
Pricking love and flowing free. 




Knowing how it secures its vitality,
While by the roots it is sustained;
Nurtured by the seasonal rain—
As this happens, it remains. 




Anchor and feeder roots provide
For all things, far and near,
Stable, resilient, and assuring
That the rose to the heart stays dear. 




While decisively touching the love rose,
A thorn protects it from haste
Consider handling rose love carefully—
Its fragrance, time cannot erase!  




Remember everything that looks beautiful,
Bought and sold for display,
That shows your love for another;
Make sure it’s not to enter the fray. 




May your love, when the thorn pricks you
While reaching for the rose,
Be a reminder that artificial arrangements
From a rose bush never grow!

***
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“Take time for your personal wellbeing,”
“Take time to relax your mind,”
“Take time to enjoy your family,”
“Take it one day at a time.” 




“Take time to say I love you,”
“Take time to take in the scene,”
“Take time to smell the roses,”
But what does “time” really mean? 




Whether we’re slow or we hurry,
Or whether we stop or move,
Whether we wander a long winding path,
Or just get with the groove… 




There is one thing sure about time:
It doesn’t wait for decisions at all,
It doesn’t negotiate or placate,
No matter how big or how small. 




And one day you may suddenly look up—
Time has moved swiftly, you see.
It will never agree to come back to you,
No matter how hard you plead. 




What can you really take from time,
As it presses on without your consent.
The most you can do is use time,
And evaluate how it is spent. 




Now, what if I were to tell you,
It is conceivably true,
That you never really had time,
But time really had you.

***
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To My Precious daughter—you are my treasure, I love you




My Daughter’s Heart, a precious treasure,
Preeminent right from the start.
Exquisite beauty in full measure,
Within her true, ethereal heart. 




It is filled with all of life’s soul-longings,
Just like the rush of melting snow,
That turns into a moving river
Of love, where others can grow.




I celebrate how unique she has been,
Ever since she was a child,
With poems and music she’d compose,
And with the way that she self-styled.




A soulful and angelic voice,
Captivating many hearts.
Effortless talent on display,
The gifts of her many rare arts.




She shared so freely of herself,
With love in heart and mind,
Believing it was give and take—
No loved one left behind.




The sentiment within her heart,
So wonderful, yet pained;
I tried to keep her spirit safe,
And see her hurt restrained.




I feared the harm that it might bring,
To wear her heart upon her sleeve,
while others came to steal her joy,
Like some bitter, silent thieves.




They took her open candidness
As a chance to gossip trials,
Forming in groups that left her out
To walk those lonely miles.




We share the blood but not the grace,
A truth I’ve come to realize—
A daughter’s trust, a sacred thing,
Now singed by kin and fraying ties.




Yet, she is a leader in her life,
With traits I must declare—
She guides the way on others’ paths,
With a heart beyond compare.




The constant pouring of herself
To the children she holds dear,
She gives them all the love she has
To cast away their every fear.




Despite all she so quietly endured,
From those who shared her name,
She builds a home of steady light,
And guides a different flame.




I know all have been moved by her,
That smile that can warm the soul;
When she walks into any room—
You’re touched by her radiant glow.




I cannot quite express my thanks,
That deeply, she’s a part of me;
Yet she has stayed so true to self,
With grace for all to see.




As mom, I was the true witness
To her ethereal, guiding heart;
I see the sacred path she’s taken—
The one she walked right from the start.


***
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Our journeys are not always clear,
As we travel this road called life.
Some lessons learned are held dear,
While others bring us pain and strife. 




Comparing paths to those around,
Why doesn’t understanding show?
Perhaps our sisters and our brothers
Simply don’t know until they know. 




But when a shared experience strikes,
We suddenly find we are enlightened.
The same scene takes a different shape;
Our compassion has now been heightened. 




With knowledge gained through every step,
We will find more room to care.
In our own “personal college,”
We study ourselves—and we share. 




Now, with this new teaching subject,
In life’s classroom of truth, we can grow.
Our homework is corrected and checked;
Still, they don’t know until they know.

***
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Is God always responsible? Wild whispers fill this world,
Of desperate prayers and frantic pleas, confusedly being hurled. 




The fickle framed provider of all good things, some believe;
Yet, broke and grateful for the meager crumbs we receive. 




In crowded spaces panic strikes, where one lives and one dies;
If the survivor is called “blessed”, what’s the victim in your eyes? 




Is it best to credit every deed, the good or bad, to God,
Shunning our clear duties, so we don’t seem deeply flawed? 




Do you pray for wings to fly away when drowning in your dark,
Yet cling to earth when climbing high to leave your self-made mark? 




Now, let’s examine religious clichés spoken all too endlessly,
To soothe away our deepest doubts while acting deceptively. 




“God told me to tell you,” is the phrase that some will use;
I guess that sleepy listener’s clock was simply set on snooze. 




Then comes the proud decree, “God told me what to do,”
But when they change their human minds, does God not have a clue? 




“I’m blessed and highly favored, all prayed up and ready to go,”
But, “Not today, don’t try me,” when my patience starts to blow! 




“I love you with the love of God,” is a phrase so smoothly said,
But only if you bend to fit the standard in their head. 




I make sure to read my Bible, quote a scripture every day,
But if a neighbor needs my help, I turn and walk away. 




“I miss you, sister, haven’t seen you sitting in the pew,”—
Is the church directory only used for those within the view? 




“I’m the pastor, hear my doctrine; I’m the shepherd, you’re the sheep.”
Search and learn on your own—and my anger you will reap. 




Pray, hold hands, close eyes, bow head—let us all agree:
If you refuse to pray this way, you’re cast out from the “we.” 




When I’m doing wrong, “God is good” is the phrase you observe,
But in conflict, God will give my rivals what they deserve. 




He only fits the narrow image crafted in my head;
I will talk about this idol, is that the gospel instead? 




Sitting here at my own table, quite facetious in my say,
But I’m writing what I’m thinking, just addressing it this way. 




In my mind, I often grapple with their concept of the Divine;
The only thing I trust is that these thoughts are strictly mine.

***















