Sweet Sleep: Big Wind and the Sea

It is a glorious thing... to have sleeping children.

They are gone to peaceful places, undisturbed.

And all at once your time is, “WOW!” your own!

Moontime. Windtime...Whispering words await

your hand on pen - Life holds its breath

for you to hear again.

Yet there they are...your seed.

Growing in their flower beds of sleep,

to  wake and  keep you dancing on your feet.

Your joy...Them.

Your tears...Them

Your life flows into those dear hearts

as  river  runs to sea.

Keep loving, Child grown.

Keep laughing like the little ones!

Keep playing like the wind in flutes

and through Australian pines and Coc’nut trees,

the  “WHO!” and clapping hands of all of these!

Rejoice in elements that have been here

long before the first children appeared.

Rejoice in simple elegance of Green,

of  Blue above and Indigo between

the flashing turquoise and the silver sea...

My life goes by so quickly now.

My God holds hands to keep

the rhythm of the tides in tow.

He knows the children sleep.

He knows the questions in my mind,

the lack of time I keep.

He knows  intentions in my heart,

and that temptations sweep

away the focus of my prayers and send them out to sea,

maybe to be found by someone searching, much like me.

Oh, Time, you dance so quickly by!

Do not misunderstand...

I love your dance.

It’s just that I, alas, am only I,

constrained by what I comprehend

and, yes, by circumstance.

I want to FLY! A warrior eagle woman!

But my pinion sword is in the sheath

for Peace’s  sake.  Peace.

Saying yes when no is in my heart?

Going through love motions, far apart?

I think so: It is a laying down

of self to gain the greater good.

Pain will cry out when sacrifice is made.

But with it freedom bought. Wages paid.

Baptism time...Hey, Baby, take a bath!

Let’s do some death along the garden path

to all the “stuff” this world would love to wrap

around the wings of one who longs to fly.

“Freedom! Hey Freedom!

Come ignite the insides of my soul!

Freedom! Heylaw! Freedom, come!

Come recreate! Your precious peace is missing,

for my tempted heart’s been kissing

fleet footed  illusions of this world.”

Smoke curling, tickling Moonqueen up above -

Smoke and mirrors, counterfeiting Love.

Hey ho, Big Wind, You caught me way off guard!

I love you but you know sometimes it’s hard

to up and go, just Up and Go with God.

And anyway...

These dreaming darlings have their ways

of serving wilder waves than surfers dare.

Ok… I‘ll be a dolphin in the air.
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