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Nursing the gentle curve of afternoon,

She lets the road guide her through reverie.

How many times has she passed through these woods,
These hills, imprinted firm in memory?

Today felt like the same familiar rite

Toward home, home’s safety, home’s security.

But thoughts were intercepted in mid-flight,

Jarred by today’s misguided move

That slipped from practice common and well-proved.
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Mind to Mind

Life’s liquid was alone not lost today.

Her confidence was also washed away.

The sutures closed by unfamiliar hands.
Revealing doubts that before had no sway
Now shake an ego on which courage stands.

Soft sun sends shimmers through the sharpened swirl
Of scarlet leaves that clamor and unfurl

As she drives by the turn to comfort’s place,

Seeking a way to warm her bone-deep chill,

Drawn by the call of the transcendent grace

That saves the heart and guides the hands that heal.
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