A Meditation the Day I Walked to My Chair Again (After 5 Pertinent Months in Purgatory)

False eyelashes strung with red beads
A necklace or a rosary?
The former in my comfort zone
The latter dormant in my vicinity
unlike my chair 
so today it must be a necklace 

Ducks dancing gracefully 
serendipitously
on ice 
A nameless green crystal teardop
penetrates the surface 
cracks multiply 
I am so grateful for simple pleasures
and to reconcile with the source
and for my friends 

Undulating soft pink 
Why do they seem plumper than the hills?
What material are they? 
Who dares to walk them? 
Topped with tiny grey turrets
which cannot be rooks 
I can see the crenellation
is it emancipation? 

miracles appear
miracles appear 
miracles appear


Written 12 March 2025, late evening (8:15pm - 9:30pm)
Meditation around 5:50pm 12 March
title edited 13 March, morning


