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Embrace
2000
haiku

we stand arms entwined
grown-up sunrise by seashore
washing over us

Seafarer
2013

Old salts surviving the rough
seas of progressive disease,
we’d anchor and plan our escape
whenever a new symptom
thundered in the distance.

In the dusk that shrouded
new-day problems, we’d pretend 
full sails to some undiscovered 
isle for exotic cures to halt 
the attacks on your brain.

The latest weather report
tosses me into murky 
waters, my head struggling
to stay above prognosis,
avoid threatening rocks.

Test results disorient me –
my old nautical charts useless
in these new, more dangerous 
waters. No previous markers
matter so dead reckoning is 

impossible. Fresh assaults 
sting my distressed eyes, but
I try to steady my gaze
at sea level, hope the horizon
reveals a way to navigate.








Intimacy
2014

I am your hands 
to bathe your weary body 
   as you lose your reach,

your eyes 
to avoid unseen dangers 
   on your unleveled path,    

your voice
to interpret your whispers
   as you fall quiet,

your ears 
to sift chatter falling from sky
   as you misconstrue noise

your feet
to cushion your rocky journey
   as disease progresses off course,

your shoulders     
to buttress slack in your sails
   as you grow weary in the storm,

your sky
to remind you to look up
   as you discount successes.  


Life’s Boat
2016

Brittle ship of bones 
submerged, warm
water soothing its palsied planks,

only to resurface 
to the pummel of familiar
gale winds. The singular breath

of relief below deck 
promises no future
but the stolen moment. The vessel once

navigated dangerous capes 
with steady
rudder, but bruised years 
have bled

to critical mass, 
to the white flag of long-
suffering wounds, routinely ignored.

No salvage 
for congenital ache, she
contends 
with turbulent waters 

by basking
in the occasional clarity 
of sunrise at sea,
in the calm 
before the next storm.

Mutual Displacement
2019

How do I write about what I cannot speak 
I grab our wedding picture
grandkid photos   his band CDs   his easy chair   
to fill his private room 

in the locked unit
for wandering loved ones

My rush in head-controlled mode 
an emotional blanket that     weighs down 
gut-wrenching loss of   my one true love 

I tell myself we’re too young   but 
he doesn’t notice
age   gender   race   day   place

We don’t eat beef or pork   but 
he now eats     anything
even lukewarm canned green peas

I prided in repairing his Gibson   but
he can only hug his decades-long guitar buddy
His CD was shared with other residents   but
I may be his only remaining fan  

Living alone   apart   together     a complicated
     emotional journey     caves of confused
     thought   ruts of depression   anxiety ambulances
     absolute chaos for me

Living alone   apart   together     just another day 
for him        
