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 Back when  

the world was grandma’s couch 
of comfy sun-kissed plush 
that would dispel our biggest ouch 
while springs sang softly, “Hush...” 
 
Back when 
the teddy bears weren’t toys, 
but pals, when you and I 
shared tons of troubles, tons of joys 
and one enormous sky… 
 
Back when  
beginnings had no end, 
before the why and how — 
we used to know the truth,  
my friend.  
 
All that we have is now. 
 
 

January  
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Kids, busy living, 

have no use for our 
big grownup words — 
they know a better way 
(the best there is) 
to spend this precious hour, 
so bite your tongue 
and let them fly away. 
 
Let them be children, 
though it will not last. 
Just let them be. 
They’re in that magic place 
where time is stalled— 
no future yet, no past— 
just happy now 
shines on the old clock’s face.  
 
 

February 
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When we grow young 

we find that on upside 
to getting wrinkles 
is our happiness. 
 
We try no more 
to turn the ocean tide — 
we ride with it, 
and readily confess 
that there’s one thing 
we ever understood, 
one truth, yours for the taking: 
 
life is good. 
  
 
 
 
 

March  
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It is 

(Won’t you agree?)  
a dream away — 
that filled with spring and promise   
fun sun day 
where we can touch the wind, 
and taste the air, 
and be the way we were,  
without a care, 
free to reclaim  
what fleeting time can’t steal, 
where we can hope once more, 
and laugh,  
and heal. 
 
 
 
 
 

April 
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I know… 

Still, be that as it may, 
I’ll bloom my heart out  
come sweet May,  
then petal-light 
I’ll fall and flow 
where all spent hours  
and flowers go… 
 
Yet till the end 
my fate I’ll tease 
while days of May 
will past me breeze. 
 

 

 

May 
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Good night, sleep tight,  

the sky is bright, the Moon is lit, 
your dreams are light… 
The fairies bring them on their wings 
along with other magic things, 
like childhood, wonder, innocence.  
To grownups they  
don’t make much sense, 
but you, you do know what they are. 
You wait for creatures from afar 
to come and dance  
on your front lawn 
all night, until the break of dawn… 
but they will not come out and leap 
until you, kids, are fast asleep. 
So, close your eyes,  
and count to ten, 
and I will sing to you again… 
 

June 
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We knew from the start 

that the game wasn’t fair, 
yet we played anyway, 
pretending that childhood 
would always be there, 
just a bike ride away. 
 
But where is it now? 
It’s over, 
over the fields of clover, 
beyond the white cloud, 
atop the green hill… 
It is there still. 
 
It lives in that place— 
non-existent, abiding— 
where it’s always July, 
where cross the lush summers 
two bikers are riding, 
just two kids: you and I. 
 

July 
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I would have said,  

no, we could not explain 
the physics of the lightning,  
or the rain, 
stars galloping  
across the endless sky… 
I would have said, 
no, we could not tell why 
the world would trade its green 
for gold, and fall 
onto the earth  
we treaded with our small 
bare feet of childhood. 
 
No, we surely could 
not ever tell.  
We simply understood. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

August 
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I’ve no weight,  

I’m a kite, 
fly me high, 
hold on tight, 
don’t let go of my hand, 
bye-bye, land! 
 
I’m air, 
I’m light, 
I’m day, 
I’m night. 
Watch me how I go whee! 
Fly with me? 
 
Burning bright, 
burning clear, 
from this world disappear 
in the blink of an eye 
you and I. 
 

September 
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Holy is this fall 

with its sparkling leaves 
coming down on us 
from the maple trees. 
With its dazzling smile 
midst the clouds of gray 
holy is this sun... 
Blessed is this day. 
 
Carpe diem, friend, 
for they come and fleet— 
yester days and leaves— 
dust beneath our feet. 
While today is here, 
let us simply be. 
Carpe diem, come,  
catch this day with me. 
 
 

October 
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Keep this November 

with its farewell cry 
of wild geese flocks  
against the ashen sky, 
with rusty gold  
beneath the shaking trees, 
the smoky air 
the rain — 
pick all of these 
small tales of autumn 
that will soon depart,  
press them between 
the pages of your heart. 
 
For this day too 
will join the leaving skein 
of days that were, 
will never be again. 
 
 
 

November 
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They’re few,  

so hold them close — 
the final hours 
still clinging to the calendar, for ours  
are those short-lived bright moments  
that we touch  
without a hope of keeping them. 
They fleet, 
and yet remain,  
and reappear with such  
stark clarity — 
it sweeps us off our feet, 
when in the midst  
of winter’s endless plain  
we glimpse our summer,  
children once again. 
 
 
 
 

December 

 

 


