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  This book is dedicated to Jesus, My Savior, and to friends and family who have cheered every writing endeavor, long or short.








  
  Preface


For the second edition of Light Reflections, I have only changed these small details: a few poem titles, a few commas, this preface, the book cover, and a bit at the end about me, the author. I've also added an ISBN so I may sell it wide throughout various bookstores. I have also added one bonus poem at the end. 
Since I've written this book, I've grown as a poet and an author. I have discovered how much I need poetry in my journals, on my phone, and on scraps of paper. It is a way for me to wrestle with emotions, thoughts, and ideas that aren't seemingly able to be spoken or written in any other form in a way that satisfies me. 
Of course, these poems are as a famous poet once said, "not finished, merely abandoned," because that is the way of poetry. In my upcoming poetry collection To Speak, some of these poems have been reprised with new versions, and older poems from my teenage and childhood days have been recovered and added to that collection. If you like this one, you might like that one, but I digress. These poems all hold meaning to me, still, just as they are. Not all may resonate with you, and that's all right. Poetry is meant to be read more than once, and I don't like every poem I've read the first time. 

The Old Forword Which Should Have Been a Preface
I never set out to write poetry. I started poetry as a writing exercise to bring life to my prose. One day, in college, I perused the student newspaper and thought that some of my poetry might fit in the poetry section. I submitted three poems, and two were published within the week. It was a heady responsibility. I sent two more poems in and had both published. Then, I waited more than a decade to try again. My poetry has found a home online in various places like Figment, Bewildering Stories, Every Day Poets, Moon Drenched Fables (no longer in existences) and Haruah (no longer in existence). Some of the poems in this collection have been previously published, and some are new to print of any kind. All of these poems were written between 2008 and the end of 2012 (with the exception of the bonus poem I included in the second edition). I included one short story, because, somehow, it seemed to fit with these light reflections. 









  
  Into Spring









  
  March Snow Hare

Previously Published by Every Day Poets



My beagle finds
A rabbit hole.
Alice, are you there?
White-etched ferns
and blackberries crowd
to hide the quivering hare.
Full flakes of whirling
March snow fall thick
on my tongue, my breath
hangs quiet in the air.






  
  Weather's Argument


Hail from March skies 
turns to wonder-filled snow
then pitters into rain.
Sun breaks out to blaze
down on us, blessed warmth,
for a single hour.
Gray clouds gather again,
pour rain, fluff into cold snow 
slushes on the street.
Rainbow moment ‘til
dark disperses the argument 
until tomorrow.






  
  March Writing Weather


March writing has been 
like the weather this year,
first warm, then cold, ever
changing with sun, wind, rain,
hail, snow, and sun again.
Frost on the ground for days,
then flowers bloom in bright sunlight.
Starting and stopping growth, never
content with a blank page. 






  
  Grandpa's April Fools


Thirty years ago today 
I watched a man die.
We were praying,
My family, the priest, and I
When I peeked through my eyelashes
At the walls, the calendar, the window sashes,
The sunshine outside, and finally,
The bed, and my grandpa’s quiet face
His eyes were closed, at peace,
Then his raspy breathing seemed
To disappear, and his chest stilled.
His hand lay on the blanket
Where I could see his fingers
Fade from pinkish to bluish,
And I tugged my mother’s arm.
She hushed me,
And I tugged again.
Finally, she listened,
The pastor finished his prayer,
And they knew what I knew.
My Grandpa was dead
on April Fool’s day,
and I saw him take his last breath.
I think sometimes that he
would not like the fact
that I have never played
an April Fool’s joke.
I should honor his memory.






  
  April Second

Previously Published by Every Day Poets


My aunt didn’t believe us 
when we told her
Grandpa died
on April Fool’s day.
In her hatred,
she thought it was
some kind of sick joke,
no matter our tears.
On April second,
she finally knew.
She said, “Thank God
that d@#n b@%$@*d’s dead.”
I hated her for that,
but thirty years later
she breathes life with gasps.
I wish I could play at April Fool’s
but never learned how
and
she never learned
to laugh.
Yet, that must be wrong,
 because once
 I heard her husky
laughter pour out like
rain after a drought. 
I have to hold onto that,
not allow grief
to trick memory,
a fool’s joke gone wrong,
a funeral song 
at Easter.






  
  haiku - daffodils


daffodils trumpet 
their wide maned beauty, reaching
up from the green grass






