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Love of the Mother
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Palms cradle cheeks
Soft with sobs 
As Heart throbs
Bridging spaces unmet.
 
Forever after, voiced the night owl.
To the ends of time, the omen chimed
When all bore from another
And child returned to nurse.

Sips spill from cracks rarely sought
Adorned by ferns, worn as a crown.
The mountain laughed, jolly with the naïve
Who mask; their own folly.

Remember, the question bears an answer
And every answer begs to be questioned.
Pardoning the Decided
Unconvinced, so they preach.

But those who wander from the oft-traveled,
Venturing, a risk for the ancient future,
In an infinitely impossible possibility
Of being touched by an angel
Protecting the sacred,
A vitality, milked and lavished. 

She wore red to her funeral
Like the phoenix 
In her ashes.

 


She wore red to her funeral
Swore to never look back
Nor teeter, nor tolerate
Anything resembling a fake,
Manufactured to elope with ego.

Question, tugged the student.
Have you every idea, 
Every single singularity,
No part abandoned in trouble?

Question, tugged the student.
Where did the seed come from? The original seed…
When did God decide 
To see opposite attracting?

Tiny universe in baby’s first breath,
Nested in a hive of the queen, 
Born with a destiny.
 
My child swore me here,
Promised to every feeling unmet,
Wiling to carry on what I could not hold.

Her betrothed planted an orchard,
A maze of assurance,
Protecting mother and child
And grandmother and grandchild.





Love of the Mother
Speaks to the Father
Adorns heavenly vapor
In her radiant welcome home,
Merging contact,
Rippling through a meadow
Of perennials,
A seasoned favorite,
Picked by child
Then pressed as a relic,
Stored in a forever moment
Because Mother tasted her own nectar,
Received what she always craved.

Dearest child, you who shall teach me
To command a softening,
Harness a love with no agenda,
Gather bouquets as gifts…

You, a love that knew not of hurt, 
Of a next time, 
Nor selfish motive.

Crystal light, shine my womb 
Free of the judge,
Ample with arbitrary verbatim.
Return me to the center of peace,
To the beginning, middle, and the end. 
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