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“In Proverbs of my Seasons, the voice of poet Pat Stanford rings clear. A longing for love and a yearning for answers fill her poems with haunting words that stay with you as though lyrics of a particularly poignant song. Spring shows us love, both won and lost. Summer lets us into the hearts of friends, tried and true or fair-weather.  Autumn sings of change, when what we know can become something entirely different. Winter brings memories of youth when happiness was sometimes elusive, and despair was not yet a part of the song.”


—Lyla Faircloth Ellzey
Peregrination, the Poetry of Travel

“I have tried to write about love. Pat Stanford captures its sweet agony in the poem “Key to my Heart.” I have thrown away the key. When I was a young man, love was a lark. Pat Stanford sees. Old socks are more than simple comfort.  I’ll kill you later ...when it’s really good. Two poems that tell me how I’ve felt. To try and understand, take each and every stanza in your hand, and taste it. Pat Stanford makes me want to believe.”


—Dee Christensen II
Even Bad Poetry is Good

“Our modern society has been criticized for not honoring life’s many transitions with sufficient ceremony. Transitions are often limited to birth, graduation, marriage, and death, but we undergo so many more events in our lives. They also mark gradual changes in our emotions, personal growth, and shifts in our perspective about things from the grand to the mundane. Pat has created ceremony with her poems, honoring her transitions. Using rhyme and rhythm she provides insight into one woman’s seasons.”


—Linda Whitefeather
Cats Speak (feline poetry)
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I have been writing poetry practically since I could first hold a pencil. It always just seemed natural to me. My mother had several of those little clothbound write-in books filled with her poems. They were mostly simple little ditties, but she still had fun with them and wrote them, matching the ink color to the color of the cover. That is what poetry is to me—just having a bit of fun with words. I never laid claim to being a “serious” poet and I doubt mine are “for the ages” yet there are a few gems here, so say friends. 

Much of my poetry rhymes because I like the added challenge, and the fact that many of them came to me as songs back when I could still play the guitar. (Lopping off a fingertip stopped my career as a troubadour.) Most appear in quatrains, couplets, or similar formats, because that is the influence that most stuck with me, although I have been stretched a little by several local poetry groups where we explored new and obscure forms. I most like writing “off the cuff” as we sometimes do in our meetings, but I always go back and “mess with them” some more, simply because I can’t help myself. 

Here, I present thoughts on many topics written throughout my “seasons” of life. Some thoughts have changed along with those seasons and I may no longer embrace what was written in the same way. Rather than destroy some poems, I either left them totally alone to remind me how far I have progressed since they were first conceived or have edited them to be more contemporary.

I sincerely hope you enjoy this collection. 

Fair warning: I have more.
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A Warm Glow of Hearts

Love—real or imagined is equal in its surmised glow
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Inside of me, deep down therein,

love was locked inside my heart;

kindness wouldn’t pry it; sighs wouldn’t move it,

yet it was always there from the start.

Once, my soul grew so lonely

that it crept out; slowly came to show

itself on the surface for all to see,

but they did not care or want to know.

Then, all the pain and hurt it suffered

made it retreat further into me.

So, I doubled the chains, locked the locks,

and then threw away the key.
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You said, “I love you, will you marry me?”

though it was long ago, I remember it well.

Now you run from your weekend wives

like a scorched bat out of Hell.

What have I done that you turn me away;

why did love die after so few years?

What did you love then, that you don’t love now;

why don’t you ever tell me your fears? 

Life’s lonely roads are yet lonelier still,

knowing your loving thoughts aren’t of me.

At times, I think hard of the day I’d leave,

and how I’d live alone, being totally free.

Your soft brown eyes have grown hard;

they used to say, “I love you so.”

Without a single word spoken,

I knew love would continue to grow.

I’m frightened by our love’s end as 

the life we now lead seems so very fake.

What should we do—cast it all away;

sell the home we worked hard to make?

I still need you, I still want you.

Isn’t there anything at all we can do?

I don’t want a divorce, or move away,

so, I walk my lonely road, with you.
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Touched by Love 
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As I touch you and you touch me,

I wonder what it’s like to be


touched by love.


We make love, always in the dark,

and it’s only for a lark—


not with love.


I hear snores from you instead of sighs;

you don’t know how my heart dies


for your love.


You seem so damn well satisfied, 

only when we’re physically unified, 


and not by love.


Once we were close, I saw your eyes

on me through the night, ‘til sunrise.


Then we both knew love.


Now that’s been so long ago

and I’d really like to know

what it was like to be ...


touched by love.
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