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LIGHT WAVES 

(Riverside, R.I., October 1993) 

Light shimmering, glimmering, 

dancing across the water, 

holds rewards for those who anticipate. 

With a longing look  

stars are riding the waves 

like surfers waiting for a break. 

All is dazzling brightness 

transfigured by the sun. 

A solitary boat melts into brilliance  

and dark caves linger. 

Jagged pier timbers wave in the wind 

hearkening to a former time 

of riverfront prosperity. 

Sabin Point like a tropical reef 

reaches out into the channel. 

Northwards all is deep mystery. 
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Downriver the darkness dances  

in the brilliance. 

At the center smiles the lighthouse, 

picture postcard perfection, 

a parable of life 

with its mysteries of light and dark, 

of play and struggle 

in the autumn of October’s golden sun. 
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DISCERNMENT  (January 11, 1996) 

We make our plans 

and set our goals 

but don’t hold too fast. 

The future is darkness, 

I think, a good darkness 

that we might not control. 

Discerning is trusting 

and getting to know you, 

past, present, and future, 

seeing how you work 

and play and learning that  

all will be well –  

more than we might expect. 

God is sufficient yet. 

You are enough for me. 

The future is cloudy; 

 the Spirit prays with me In poetry. 
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EARLY MORNING RUN 

(Slater Park, July 30, 1988) 

A gentle hush in the morning air 

as the dew rises  

into mist among the trees. 

The sun-god Apollo shines 

his full radiance upon my face. 

Nature like a young child awakens 

with sleep in her eyes. 

footsteps, breathing, heartbeat 

share a rhythm with the fading traffic. 

Only a bird sings her melody 

as the broken pathway leads into 

a forest of seedling firs. 

 

Apollo plays hide and seek 

Amongst  the trees. 

How I like it here while the world sleeps! 
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Evanescence and holiness are in the air. 

The remnants of a party are here too, 

With five out of six stacked neatly 

 on the ground and one bottle mouth 

broken cuts my finger, as I clean up.   

Someone else usually bleeds 

before responsibility is taken. 

 

My body feels alive. 

the sun behind me now. 

There is nothing that can make me fall 

except the shadow which crosses my path. 

Meantime, go forth in poetic strength. 
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ODE ON A BIKE PATH 

(July 8, 1995) 

Whoooooooooooooooooooooooosh! 

It passed me at a clip 

two young legs pedaling, 

proclaiming their invincibility. 

The river opens before me and  

I am free once again. 

Such expansiveness to heaven 

preludes a stroll with God. 

 

The cranes are quiet on the shore. 

the empire monsters wait on their tracks 

besides the iron mount, waiting  

to fill a hungry vessel with scrap. 

 

Swans, egrets, a stork or two, 

red-wing blackbirds, robins and a cardinal, 
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our companions for the journey. 

Hello, good morning … How’s things? 

A  smile for the young woman who 

dances with glee on her skates. 

Where does such joy originate? 

Just saw a four foot snake 

says the GI 

who married an English gal in ’45. 

Fields Point, Watchemocket Cove, 

the Squantum Association, 

the P & W train chug on by. 

 

Honeysuckle is sweet, my love, 

but not as sweet as you. 
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JOY 

(October 1, 1996) 

Joy is her name 

rare these days. 

Rare is the experience, 

too much down, down, down. 

She has fiery red hair 

a Pre-Raphaelite woman 

flashing as the sun 

catches her in rays 

from the beginning of time. 

She has air in her feet 

long before Nike. 

When she speaks to you 

she touches a blissful moment  

in the soul: ah, Beatrice! 

Joy, joy, joy, 

in my heart. 
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FREEDOM 

(November 4, 1996) 

I’m free! 

Long years in prison 

inside, inside …. 

the prison of depression, 

the prison of expectations, 

of a narrow theology, 

of spiritual anomie. 

Now I see the hills 

and sky and water wide, 

wide open to my heart 

and mind and soul 

to breathe and yearn for God. 

The world is a jail; 

thy soul is thy palace. 
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THANSKGIVING 1996 

No turkey today but it was delightful 

to eat and relax and play cards. 

Cezanne would have painted it. 

The football game is an alien field 

and competitive spirit abounds. 

Young eyes search the stands 

for acceptance; faces saying, 

“Adore me.  I’m beautiful, 

Am I not?” 

Failure is devastating. 

No joy in jock homes today. 

35 – 0 and they are still  

on the way to a superbowl. 

There’s irony in the losing. 

Joy is in the game of cards, 

a spitting, roaring fire, 

pumpkin pie and laughter galore. 
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GOD IS DARKNESS 

(December 31, 1995) 

God is darkness  

In whom there is no light at all. 

Every threshold is a stumbling forward, 

not knowing. 

Every dawning is a cache 

of surprising turns. 

Who knows what eleven o’clock 

will bring 

or three o’clock or nine o’clock? 

This month, next month, the year after? 

Why wish away life before living it? 

 

There is no satisfaction  

in knowing what will happen. 

It is being filled with the unexpected 

that brings joy. 
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Go by a way that is unknown 

to reach a place of unknown joy. 

Do not possess for  

that is the way of hanging on 

instead of dissolving into union 

with love unknown. 
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TRAGEDY 

(1998) 

How can this be? 

Tears don’t come 

because I’m too afraid 

it might all be true, 

not a nightmare, 

nor an illusion to be awakened  

from sleep mode. 

Do not gaze into the bitter glass 

but what else is there 

for a family struck  

by the outrageous 

shafts of misfortune? 

What can we do? 

Grieve and accept the reality 

live with it 

as long as it is given to us 
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and  ask mercy for the journey. 

Is your saving help known 

in the land of forgetfulness? 
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THE HERMIT 

(Bike Path, September 20, 1996) 

The turning light 

beckons from its tower 

to bring the traveler home 

Piercing the darkness. 

in 1896 a hermit trimmed the wick 

and readied the lamp 

always prepared by the waiting, 

for a lover to moor at the dock. 

Time to ponder, time for silence 

and solitude at this juncture 

of heaven and earth. 

Here the veil is thin 

between past, present and future. 

Here the arrows of desire 

are shot into the mist 

to pierce the unknowing cloud. 
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But now who seeks for us 

in the holy places? 

Progress has replaced the hermit 

with automation 

that does not hallow silence. 

Contemplation is not productive, 

but God will find another way. 
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A HOLY CHRISTMAS 

(December 23, 1996) 

A Holy Christmas to you, 

said the elderly woman 

in the nursing home. 

How will it be holy? 

I asked myself. 

A visit to someone in pain, 

reflection on times past, 

what might have been and what is. 

A sense of serenity 

watered by deep wells. 

Following the desire for God 

which is God from beginning to end, 

looking for surprises. 

 

An old friend called from Ohio. 

A nice touch. 
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RESERVOIR 

(January 12, 1997, Glastonbury Abbey) 

Fill the reservoir of my soul, 

God most gracious, full of mercy. 

Canals are nostalgic, but not practical, 

weedy and blocked, frozen in winter, 

not the flowing deeps Bernard saw. 

Reservoirs keep plenty for the drought, 

plenty for others too. 

Fill the reservoir of my soul. 

Kiss me with the kiss of your mouth. 

Draw me after you as you walk by water, 

scent of your beauty mingles with pine. 

The south wind carries the fragrance 

of ointment and perfume. 

Baptize me in the overflowing waters. 
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TEARS  

(January 14, 1997) 

Tears break through the wall 

even though the boy 

plugs his finger in the dam. 

Tears empty into a flood 

which threatens to destroy 

but makes the fertile plain. 

Occasional flooding restores 

the soul to birth. 

Flowers bud, weeds too, 

broccoli is ready to cut. 

Luscious tomatoes, 

sounding bell peppers, 

apples and clementines. 

The earth, the body, 

becomes a garden again, 

restored to its natural graces. 
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THE CHAPEL 

(January 15, 1997, Glastonbury) 

The chapel plays its own concerto, 

sounds of the spirits around us. 

The perfect pitch of the north wind 

whistling and calling 

for huddling and cuddling 

to end the isolation of winter 

in a warm blanket. 

The memory of a distant sun 

shines in the East window 

lightening my soul. 

Walls creak with voices of the ages 

while chimes sound an intimate call. 

The human heart is tossed about 

by the exterior storms 

but comes to rest 

in this chapel of contemplation. 


