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“Words From The Heart” A collection of Poetry and Prose, is a title that just flowed out of me as I looked over the candidates that were on the short list for this book.  

The majority of these works were composed during two specific periods in my recent life.  To lighten the mood a bit, I have also interjected a couple of whimsical pieces as well as two about my four legged furry companions.  They are the glue and tape that often put me back together again when I begin to come apart at the seams.

In actuality, the aforementioned two periods, did become an entangled mass of stress and anguish in my life. However, my plan is to keep the co-mingled works separate in this book.  I have divided the works into four sections. Section One; “Reflections” Section Two; “Depression”, Section Three; “An Unexpected Arrival” Section Four; “Whimsy & Furry Friends”

I introduce each section, with some background information about the inspiration for the poems.  This book is also about taking a very big step in my life, laying my inner self out in the open for all to see.
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The story is highly personal and emotional, as are many of the works of poetry contained in this book.  Most were composed during a relatively brief period of time, during which my wife and I suddenly became care providers for a woman, known to her family and friends as “The Energizer Bunny”.  A Woman, who at 93 still lived in her own home, drove her car, tended her gardens, and met friends for lunch as often as she ate at home.

While my love and wife of almost 50 years, has dealt with this book first as a reader, and then as it editor after she read it, her mother has reached a state where I am not sure that she would comprehend what I have written.  Which for me; is probably the number one effect of her illness that is so sad to me.

A Woman, who spent the vast majority of her life as a voracious reader, WHO’S car knew how to find every library or bookstore in town.  One who’s bedroom light, spent many a night, burning into the early morning hours because she had a new book she couldn’t put it down.  Now unable to read and comprehend even the simplest of statements.  A vibrant and open-minded woman, who even in her 80’s and 90’s, lived for each new “Scarpetta” case, or the next adventure of Stephanie Plum.  Now instead, one who is terrified, by the most innocent of stories.

So hard to watch, as the woman I’ve called the “Energizer Bunny” for as long as the Energizer Bunny has existed, no longer can hold a charge.  A trait shared by the majority of the women in her family, one that allows them to live well into their late ninety’s. For now I fear that that blessing might be a false blessing, as this once vibrant, and fun loving woman continues to lose her power, not unlike the transistor radio I found buried in her dresser drawer.

I have watched the effects this has had on my wife, not from afar physically, but at times from mentally afar.  I truly believe that in the early stages, before the onset of her mother’s vascular dementia, my wife was actually enjoying the quality time that she was spending with her mother, as my wife transitioned into retirement.  

Initially, Sue’s mother seemed to be just slowing down, and in need of some additional assistance, which most who reach ninety-three do.  Together they relished the ability to be able to share each other’s company at Sue’s lectures and other social functions.

Gradually, that began to change, as her lapses in memory and confusion continued to worsen.  Unaware to us at the time was the fact that she had been having what she called spells, which were actually mini-strokes that brought about the rapid change in her mental and physical abilities,  changes that were so swift, that we both acted on instinct, and quickly got her out of her house, and moved into ours.

This move that with a bit more warning, or the twenty-twenty hindsight we have today, might not have been the best move on our part.  The stress on us both was hard, but on my wife the most, for not only were her dreams for retirement dashed, but she also had to deal with having her mother becoming a ninety-four-year-old, often time angry and defiant, two-year-old.

MARJORIE, I have been blessed to have you, both as my mother and friend, for almost fifty years.  And equally blessed to have, the pleasure of your only child as my wife, all these many years. While I do not visit as often as I should, you are always with me in my thoughts.  It is hard on me, for I am weak you see, because I miss your laughter, and vivid mind, which were always a delight to me.  So instead I have put WORDS THAT you unknowingly inspired, on paper, for all to see to what extent your illness has affected me.
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Expelled from within, with each muscles’ squeeze

Nouns and pronouns along with a preposition or two.

Mingle with verbs, adverbs, and colorful adjectives too

Reds and yellows mixed with brilliant orange hues,  

Flowing in streams, driven by a continual breeze.

While the method of conveyance is equal on each side,

Some opt to ride the cells going to the right, 

The shy and secretive, for there is stability and safety there.

While the majority take the highway that leads to the left, 

Eager to move on, to experience the adventures that lay outside.

The right side filled beyond its capacity back a few years. 

To the point where words and phrases long hidden there

Began to wiggle and squirm looking for a way out.

Some were small and found the opening called the keyhole.

While others formed a chain, and slipped under the door.

The words and thoughts from the secretive and reclusive right,

Suddenly mingle and mix, some seeing their first rays of light.

Stories gel and form, often with characters totally new to me.

Poetry or prose, I never know which form of composition will show

When the words from the heart begin to flow.
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Reflections

Poetry 

Image

Same Old Dream

A Gift from Whom

Caution Weird Mind at Work

Happy Place

New Life Ignited

Ponder

Time or Wine

The Tightrope of Life

Laze Away a Summer Day

Thanks to the Unknown

Prose

Reflection  

(A Source and a Tool)

Image

I hold an image within my head.

A special image of peace and tranquility

An image of a beautiful rising sun

An image of a new day just begun

The globe isn’t visible, the lights just begun

Still below the horizon, rays rising like a fan 

Ribbons of light signaling the end of the night.

The birth of a new day, emerging from the night.

The rays light the tops of distant hills.

Slowing drifting down into the valley, 

The ball still tucked behind a hill

Not ready to go to full bright.

I sit and enjoy the dawns’ early light

So peaceful and quiet, not a thing in site.

No pressure, or stress, just relaxation and rest

This is the image I keep to balance my head.
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Same Old Dream

My dream is never new  

It’s the same every night.

I see you there, in 

The soft, flowing light.

The dream never fades

I just seem to wake.

I’ve watched us lie,

But never for a night.

I’ve seen myself asleep,

With my arms across you.

But I’ve never 

Made Love to you.

What powers this dream?

I really don’t know.

It
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