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  Dedicated

to my parents, whose love and support was never ending

to my husband, for all the lifetimes of love

and to my daughters, who are my finest legacy
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    March 1


    My Mother’s Hands
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    I find comfort in aloneness


    where I can let my thoughts drift


    like a discarded love letter


    fluttering in the breeze


    inhale deep gusts of imperfect memory


    or contemplate my hands


    I have my mother’s hands


    their shape, texture, and dexterity


    not finely manicured but


    working hands


    helping hands


    loving hands


    I hold her hand and we are one


    in silent communication


    pleading not to let go


    reassurance I’m still here


    speaking love through


    entwined fingers and kissing palms


    With my mother’s hands


    I stroke her face and hair


    willing her to know through my touch


    that I love her more than she ever loved herself


    that her best was good enough


    and she deserves so much more than life ever handed her


    I find comfort in aloneness


    for I am never alone


    My mother is always there


    in my hands


    and in my heart


    


  


  
    

  


    March 2


    Down the Highway


    Wrapped tight in self-control,


    propelled down crowded highways


    with scores of duty to untangle,


    I silence vague notions


    of driving into the sunset


    as far as the cash in my pocket will take me,


    wondering how far that would be,


    and what


    would I be


    running away from


    or forward to.


    Too timid to take the steps


    to advance or retreat


    I stick to the tedious route before me.


    Reflected in the rear view mirror,


    pallid and monotonous life


    that seems to simultaneously


    race ahead


    and lag behind,


    yet leaves me standing still


    looking for guarantees


    of a trip worth taking.


    Knowing full well life holds


    no such promises,


    I keep hands on the wheel


    and head for home.


    


  


  
    

  


    March 3


    Pre-spring Malaise


    Weak and apathetic


    nothing feels right


    even my favorite things


    taunt with malicious intent


    nowhere I want to go


    nothing I want to be


    except


    alone


    and even that’s only a maybe


    Don’t want to inflict myself on friends


    they deserve the very best


    not this dull bovine creature


    staring back from my mirror


    spouting soporific nonsense


    guaranteed to raise a yawn


    spring is coming


    time to be reborn


    dress up my soul


    in pastels


    and hunt for leprechauns


    and colored eggs


    but oh I’m so tired


    and full of the blahs


    and I don’t want to follow


    the bunny building a hutch under my bed


    I might find my track shoes


    and have to join the race again

  


  
    March 4


    A Lifetime of Love


    (Lady Lost in Shadows)


    Her eyes flashed


    and defiance shielded her doubts


    on the day I proposed.


    Marry someone without a history, she said —


    someone young and untouched.


    All I could say was I love you,


    over and over again,


    until her soft shell cracked


    and she said yes.


    We spent a lifetime holding hands,


    with me saying I love you


    over and over again —


    when her eyes flashed defiance,


    when bravado and my love


    were her only armor


    against a world with too much history


    trying to repeat itself.


    More than a lifetime ago,


    I thought her spirit indomitable —


    that nothing could dampen the fire in her eyes.


    Until her steely gaze turned soft,


    and I watched gray mirrors reflect empty rooms,


    I never realized how much


    you could miss someone


    even when they’re still there.


    


  


  
    

  


    March 5


    Hands tenderly stroke


    head resting against my heart


    Butterflies enter


    The delicate dance begins


    Float away on fragile wings


    ~~~~~


    breezes whisper love


    I bathe in their soft caress


    wishing you were here
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