
One Plus One Equals One







Scene in a coffeeshop






She was alone.  He,






On his own.  She






Caught his eye.  He






Breathed a sigh.  She






Blushed crimson.  He






Was winsome.  She






Threw a glance.  He






Took a chance.  She






Came nearer.  He






Saw clearer.  They






Left as one.  Love






Had begun.     

September





September was cold that year.





As I stood in sorrow





and bid you a silent adieu,





my tears became a stinging reminder





you would not rise with the sun





from this night's slumber.





And in my grief my heart ached





at the thought of you lying still,

lifeless.





How unlike you




The single red rose was clutched 





tightly in my hand and I kissed it





before tossing it gently to where you lay.





The clouds became dark





and the autumn winds blew stronger,





drying any remaining trace of tears.





I turned and walked away, thinking





how cold September was that year.

Beatitude




     Before the door of your heart I lie in wait




     A beggar, in need of love




     And I am blest




     For I know my hunger shall be satisfied

I Once Dreamed




I once dreamed of  life




and was born again in your eyes




Needing love




I took your heart for my own




In desiring joy




I lingered blissfully in your presence




and felt the tenderness and warmth for which I longed




in your gentle touch




But when I dreamed of death I suddenly awoke--




and found you gone

Like a Flower





Like a flower in the garden





She colors my days





And brightens my life





With a thousand suns’ rays





As petals unfolding





Her smile appears





But as dew on bud vanishes





So, too, the years





God in His kindness





Allowed her to bloom





Like a flower in the garden





Of this mother’s womb





Her beauty shines forth





She’s a joy to behold





Her love is a gift





More precious than gold
Sustenance
(For Jodi)

Our daily bread





Is not food alone





But that which nourishes the soul.





It is the very manna that falls from heaven





And seasons our lives, filling the hungry





With the sweetness of an embrace,





The richness of a kind gesture,





A hearty smile.





It is the cool, clear water





Flowing from the heart no longer a rock,





Quenching our thirst for love,





Giving us purpose





And a reason to believe.

