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DEDICATION

 

This collection of poetry dedicated to my sister, Monique Renee Hogue and her daughter, Casondra Conrad.  In loving memory of Monique's son, Joshua Craig Strosnider, who left this world too soon.  His journey, a lesson to live life to its fullest and his heart, taught us all.  Josh became the wind which caresses our cheeks and to dry our tears.  His rebel soul touched many, and in all my years I had never seen such an outpouring of love.  Ride the wind Bud, and carry our love with you.  We will see you again.  
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INTRODUCTION

 

Inspiration lurks in most unusual places.  Perception is key.  Finding our way back from despair is a journey we have all encountered.  Signs of inspiration when the darkness is unrelenting, tests our human resolve.  However, there are signs.  Whether shadowed by grief or simply unfamiliar, we have all traveled this road.  When a mother's nightmare enters reality, and unimaginable sorrow present, love still triumphs.

 

Death points its finger at life, and while raw emotion discouraged, we must continue on for our journey incomplete.  Loss of a loved one positions us in the forefront of our souls.  We begin to acknowledge truth hidden within and question what is beyond.  Perhaps that is why we are forced to experience it…

 

May you find peace in your darkest hour.
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TEARS OF GRATITUDE

 

No shame in tears

Cry as you might

Every pearl a whisper

I love you.

 

Love the goal

Mission of the soul

With depths of eternity

Wondrous world, to behold.

 

To feel the grandeur

a gift from beyond.

To feel the pain

a price of love.

 

The Universe gives

but must receive

and every tear

says thank you.

 

 


TO TRULY LIVE

 

A wild child

from the get go

with a mind made up

and a spirited soul.

 

Routines and schedules

deemed shackles of life

and try as one might

he'd wiggle away.

 

No bondage for the soul

conformity kept at bay

for somehow he knew

to live, meant this way.

 

To exist, insufficient

for life, an adventure

and true to himself

he lived.

 


THIS WAY MAMA

 

I see my lessons

in the forest.

Not among

man made words.

 

My spirit

guides me,

the beaten path

goes unheard.

 

I thank you Mama

your gentle hand

but my answers lay

within the wind.

 

Your heart my beacon

for weathered storms.

Your love my savior

when my soul torn.

 

Try as I might

cannot conform

for the ways of this world

broken, and unsure.

 


YOU MADE OUR HEARTS SING

 

Strummin' his six string

his path foretold.

The road he followed

a gift bestowed.

 

Passion at his fingertips

Music from the soul

Shared with this world

Compassion he holds.

 

His gypsy genes

On he'd go

Embraced the hearts

of all who got to know.

 

Our ramblin' man

Our breath for life

The musician who brought

song, into our lives.
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