Melancholia
Poems by Rachel Evelyn Nichols

Time

Death of Day

Contentment

Pastel Prairies

Prisoner of the Glass

Mother Mirror

Small One

When I Love Rain

(Our family cat had)

The Cockatiel and the Sparrows:  After the Manner of La Fontaine

(We met in the waning autumn)

Standing on the Corner

Ugly Women

(Since you have scorned my love)

Growth in the Garden

Look at the Rainbow!

Seize Eternity

Time

I tried to catch a sunbeam.

It slipped between my fingers.

I tried to gather starlight.

The stars refused to linger.

I tried to catch tomorrow,

But it soon became today,

And slowly yet relentlessly

It changed to yesterday.

And so I said, “Since this is so,

Each memory I’ll keep.”

Yet these too drifted far from me

Like half forgotten sleep.

Each day must die as creatures do

And I have still to see

When those dead days shall open up

Into Eternity.

Death of Day

Before I go to bed, I say my prayers.
Who knows what may come during the night?

A stroke, a heart attack, or I may stop breathing.

I lie in darkness, like a restless corpse.

Dreams come….


Then the waking….

Everything is made new.


Contentment

By day she wreathed her aching heart


In smiles.

“Don’t try so hard,” her friends said.

“When you’re not looking, It will happen.”

She tried looking the other way.  It didn’t happen.

“You should be contented.  Then It would happen,”

Her friends comforted her. 

“God rewards contented people.”

Like us, they didn’t add out loud.

Finally she married.

Now she spends Sundays gossiping

In the nursery about how rotten

Men and husbands are.

Commiserating with other women,

She is contented to no longer be alone.

Pastel Prairies

