Daily Poem Posts

Here are the poems from March 2022.
Thank you to our contributors to this special section:

Jennifer Brown Banks, Daniel Cleary, Jane Cooper, Gail Denham, Jennifer
Dotson, Janz Duncan, J. K. Durick, Regina M. Elliott, Maureen Flannery,
Mardelle Fortier, Paul M. Jamar, Richard V. Kaufman, Joan Leotta, Terry
Loncaric, Lennart Lundh, Joan Luther, Ge orge Markoutsas, William Matrr,
Adrian McRobb, Wilda Morris, Susan T. Moss, Carl "Papa" Palmer, Phyllis
Patterson, Marianne Peel, Marilyn Peretti, Jenene Ravesloot, Marjorie
RlIssman, Alice Marcus Solovy, Gwen Van Velsor, and Lynn West.

Thursday Begins

The sun has washed the streets of fog.
Geese call overhead, the cat wants food,
the dog barks to be let in, my wife wakes.
Good morning once again, thank you.

~ Lennart Lundh

Winter Does Not Mourn His Passing ox P

By Joan Leotta
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Branches, seemingly bare

scrape away at a still chill sky,

wave in the lusty March winds.

All along when we thought

there was nothing,

winter was cocooning the buds

readying the trees

for an onslaught of green buds.

Winter does not mourn

his imminent passing.

He rejoices in his fulfillment —

life, hope, the coming of spring.




Climate

So weird to see
Snowflakes fallling,
But not lasting
On the ground,
The air too warm
For them to last.
Climate, climate
Is everything.
What we do

In the conditions
Around us is
Influenced

By the climate
We experience.
Climate change
Is all too real
And what we

Do in a moment
May not matter
Until another day
Comes and
Meaning shifts.
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~ Alice Marcus Solovy
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Mask for my Grandson

2020 Qﬁv/f.
I sent him a Star Wars mask MIGHLAND PARK
not for Halloween

for virus protection

2021

His trick or treating costume
was Chewbacca

wearing the mask I sent

2022

Too old this year to dress up
he'll hand out candy

I hope without the mask

~ Carl “Papa” Palmer




Shadow ' v
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A good man, true,

but there was a darker side

he tried to camouflage,

to hide among colors

of his humor and his smile.

All the while,

though suppression usually worked,
a barely discernable shadow lurked. Plhotogsaph by Steve Geer

Collaboration from the P2 Collective

by Maureen Tolman Flannery




March 11, 2020 ~ by Phyllis Patterson

I wrapped my hands around a warm cup of hot coffee

while seated at the kitchen counter.

I had put on a sweatshirt to ward off the chill

even though the weather channel said highs in the sixties; lots of sunshine.
I soaked in the view from the picture window.

My daughter had put colorful butterfly stickers on the glass

to warn the feeding birds not to fly into the pane.

Sun fingers staggered their way across the hillside

and traced their path through bare branches hinting of buds.

I smelled the soil from the freshly plowed garden with sprouts of crocus
and gazed at the forsythia bush’s yellow tease.

My open journal beckoned for a creative thought

from the pen | held in my hand.

Maybe this mini vacation would stimulate my senses

fill me with anticipation of a bright tomorrow.

I had glanced at my pocket calendar earlier, filling pages
with plans.

I paused to watch the squirrels at the feeder, gathering seed
wood birds had dropped.

Finches, robins, and a pair of bright red cardinals

flew from the forest and fed. Taking turns,

The female cardinal took flight and hit the glass

falling to the earth, dead.

I held my breathe frozen by the thump.

My daughter gathered the lifeless creature in gloved hands
carried her to the woods for burial,

as her mate frantically searched.

In an instant, a breath
life changed.
And so did mine.




Sunny Day

The sun is out, the day is warmer
my spirit lifts,  am much calmer.

I can venture out through the mud
take a trip to town and spin in the crud.

Catch up on groceries and the mail
forget it’s winter for a minute, and exhale.

If only a tree bud, or a flower bloom
would appear announcing Spring, | assume.

Yet I am thankful for the sunny day,
and pray many more will come my way.

~ Paul M. Jamar
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Graphic design layout for this poem by Marne Glaser

On Facing Parents

There will not be...a trial.
It does not have to be
a big, fat, hairy deal.

But there will be...observations,
a silent up and down glance,
a frown of consternation,
some back peddling to keep face,
an oversized sigh.

It gives them...

a chance to show CL: :
theyre doing their job. 3 {@
-Gail Denham
..published in Distilled Lives, 2014 A cekbialon of woid
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Universe i
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The Milky Way full

of burning stars y

like clouds, my black Cogszm?n

shoes leave their mark P2 Collecti

on earth, made of latitude
and longitude, squares

and rectangles. I am a circle.
Heavenly bodies move

like they did so long ago
during the Roman Inquisition,
the shadow side of the Church
that condemned Galileo

to secrecy. I spy buildings

full of glass in a copper sky,
my face a globe, thirsting

for knowledge as I learn

to say I'chaim to both

science and religion.

-
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by Caroline Johnson

Fall Seed Fireworks

HIGHLAND FANRK
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From flowers to flaring fall fibrous-technics,

Seasonal seeds share the air and send
Seeded messages to multitudes of messengers.

Energetically exploding into the essence
Of the future, the flows of existential existence
Grace the grand skies and feed the future.

Fowl feathered friends flock and flourish,
Spreading their sterling, wondrous wings,
Now nourished with fall seed fireworks.

- Joan Luther

Photo by Joan Luther




Trailblazer

My grandmother was

a DC attorney

when few women were.
She was the only woman
to pass the bar exam

that year and worked for
the Department of Justice
in the Lands Division.

Armed with a pen and

a yellow legal pad, she
was a master of the
argument. She left DOJ

to join a private practice.
Her certificate for service,
signed by Bobby Kennedy,
sat for years in a frame
above the piano.

~ Jennifer Dotson







Regina M. Elliott

his jeu d' esprit still glitters.....in filled moon's gift

of jewels in eve tides

In Ireland

In Ireland it rains, "betimes” as they say

Every fifteen minutes for a quarter of an hour;
Great gentle weepings from out the sky

Or, sometimes, a sudden sprightly shower
Rippling with sunlight..." 'Tis as unpredictable,
Said Simon Daedalus, regarding the sky,

As a baby's bottom." Ah well

Maybe that's where we get our soft

Intonations from, our ability

To cajole the birds from the trees, if need be,
And nestle in the palms of our hands.
Outwitting the faeries, befriending the furies,
As Marianne Moore has it; in the meantime,
Having a great deal of fun rhapsodizing about all.
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~ Daniel Cleary Okt RY1




On a Dreary Day

Little girl holds onto Kite string
Her toes lift ruby red slippers
She flies above a rainbow and lets go

Sliding down she hears a sound
A choir of angels sing carols
As she falls into the pot of gold

Lynn West

Mother Nature Weighs In

Snow kept falling.
It covered branches
& roofs, jeeps & barns.

I asked, "Could someone
please take back this stuff?"

A deep voice came from above:
"No returns.”

M
~ Mardelle Fortier
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&f’ el = S Gulf Coast Meditation

. ¥ - b I came for the donuts,
o ' - I stayed
% : . Fogty for the exotic black birds,
: : W the stillness of the water,
. Wiy oxd o . the streaks of a pink horizon,
- the absence of people.
I stayed,
I listened,
in the gentlest
breath of the wind,
I understood. : v

--Terry Loncaric L.
Photograph by Terry Loncaric oA cckibSolin of weldh

Mapping A Life mmxtnv'mm

by Susan T. Moss oA iebiilon of o0V

Sometimes it’s like that: the kind
of journey when I walk

where deer prints mark a path
fringed with scallop-bottomed
mushrooms and speckled stones—
a microcosm of beauty and solitude
at each bend and in every breath
that reminds me I am not even
halfway to anywhere

with so much to examine, hold onto
before the urgency to repack

for life’s next destination, another place
to meet myself at the still point.

Image by Alexa Frangos

Collaboration from the P2 Collective




Skin to Skin

My aged hand rests between her shoulder blades
skin soft as air

she closes her eyes and sighs

as the pads of my fingers glide across her back
she is only five years old

if she were a tree

the rings would be infinite

She knows nothing of my identity outside of the circle of ot
| always wondered who | would be if everything were
stripped away

and she has shown me who | am

the blank page of my soul

and | am love

am capable of love

soft as air
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~ Gwen Yan Velsor

Snow

This is the snow. | remember it
Know it, feel it. The same snow

[ felt years ago. I was a child and
Knew things in that new way that
Children know things - new, fresh
Clean, ready to go on to inform
Other new experiences. This was
Back in the 50s, back when things
Were in black and white, back when
The world was simpler, ready for us
To discover new things, like snow,
Like being knee deep in it. I recall
Making snowmen, and forts and
Angels and snowballs, choosing up
Sides, trying to outdo, trying to go
Faster on my sled, further than
Everyone. The world has changed

But this snow is the same, has been \
Waiting all these years. N\ 22
oA coklllon of wolds

~ J. K. Durick




HOW TO FLY OVER THERE. ..

Open the gate!

Step through here where misty fields beckon and inversions are infused with pink dawn light.
Follow the trail through sun-clad clouds

until you reach the pool where green mermaids sing

of tales both harsh and tender;
and of the mysterious rainbow whose colours swallowed their songs.

) . .
Be qmck. (HICHLAND PARR]
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Inhale those words and

lose them not to the rainbow.

They weave the magic of truth that will set you free
to fly to Over There.

~ Janz Duncan

Photo by
Janz Duncan







