


Elizabeth speaks

All spring I watched my belly rising
Week by week I pondered words I’d said:
“blessed is she who has believed.”
Mary proclaimed magnificat and
Zachary kept silent watch
And anchored us in hope
--a hope I’d barely felt till something
(still I know not what)
overshadowed him in prayer.

As solstice tipped the earth toward winter
My water broke like living springs and when the child came forth at dawn
“a son” she said and laid him on my breast.

His warmth evoked another day
some forty years ago when we were young
and gave ourselves into each others’ care
promising a lifetime or maybe two
recklessly exchanging signs
finding our voice
making our way in and out of love
discovering what was and wasn’t true.

I rise from revery
Remembering the dearness of his voice
Revealed more fully in the silences
Of nine long months
I look into his eytes and wonder
“Does he know my thoughts?”
He rises like dawn
And shines on me
And we are one like bread and wine consumed.

     (for Frannie and Jim’s 40 anniversary)th 

Robin Stratton OCD



              Epiphany
                                                                                (for Owen)

                                                                Crowned
with Cornsilk
Clutching
a scepter
of daisies
bestowing
blessings
with kisses
and healing
with touch
Small hands
outstretched
to the woman
in a hospital bed
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