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Samantha 
 
 

 
Many years ago I taught creative writing 
To children during summers on Cape Cod 
Lesson for this day 
Things that go away and come back 
Birthdays and holidays 
Seasons of the year 
Tides that lapped Cape Shores 
 
The class settled down 
Wrote their lines and finally 
The pens and pencils stopped 
Lesson nearly over 
 
Then ten-year old Samantha 
Beautiful freckled-faced redhead 
From the State of Rhode Island 
Came forward and rested her head 
On my shoulder, her arms around me 
Saying, “I’m glad you came back.” 
 
Thus ended the lesson  
With a forever hug 
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The Lesson 
 
 

 
As a brand new teacher 
I loved recess best of all 
I shared that special time of day 
With the first graders 
The children became teachers 
And I joined their class 
 
One morning we sat quietly  
Studying a colony of ants 
A picture of industry 
For those precious moments 
And became our world 
 
Until a second grade boy 
With a devilish gleam in his eye 
Squashed all of them with his foot 
 
We were at a loss 
One little observer exclaimed 
“He deaded them!” 
 
Thus ended the day’s lesson 
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My burden 
 
  

 
The beginning of the school year 
I had assigned an essay 
To my new ninth graders 
 
Their first effort of the year 
Deadline arrived as did the papers 
Among them was one so illegible 
It surely caught my eye 
And slowed my reading to a crawl 
 
So I returned the essays 
When I came to the messy one 
I assured the owner 
I would not struggle all year 
With such unacceptable work 
 
I called a name and the boy answered 
By raising his withered arm 
The boy’s smiling eyes 
Burned a hole through me 
Through the years 
I have borne that withered limb 
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Wooden Screen Doors 
 
 

 
They don’t make ‘em any more 
Wooden screen doors 
That swish and bang and clatter 
And speak on summer days 
 
Homemade lemonade 
The ragman coming 
Calling rags for sale 
The iceman delivers 
Blocks of winter past 
Orange popsicles 
The good humor man 
 
Childhood memories 
Evoked by wooden screen doors 
 
They don’t make ‘em any more 
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A death in the family 
 
 
 

Our whirlpool wonder is dying 
I have heard its gasps 
And its morning sputter 
 
There were death rattles 
An old friend’s parting words 
After years of faithful service 
 
Its innards are tired 
Worn by removing ketchup stains 
And barbecue smears on napkins 
Grungy begrimed sweatshirts 
 
All this time I took it for granted 
It never complained or 
Demanded overtime pay 
 
Day in day out it spun 
Soaped and rinsed to perfection 
Now its time has come 
 
It’s off to the great Laundromat 
Up in the sky 
Our whirlpool wonder  
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Little Rascal 
 
 

 
In my growing gentler years 
I shunned the goody goody image 
I craved the villain’s role 
 
As a five year old, my time came 
Of all places…kindergarten 
Miraculously I procured a weapon 
A shiny lethal looking knife 
 
Truth be told 
It was just a rubber replica 
But in my nasty little paws 
It felt just right 
It was just the sort of item 
To drive innocent little female classmates 
To blood curdling shrieks and tears 
What a great game it was 
For a sinister fledgling hunter 
 
Each day at recess time 
I raced out to the playground 
When I cornered a victim 
I screamed I’m gonna getcha 
 
What greater joy for a young lad 
To send girls cringing crying 
Until one terrible informer 
Snitched to the authorities 
 
My sentence was a week’s detention 
 
The years have passed 
But still I miss the rush, the power 
Yet I remain……..unrepentant 
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A Day at the Fair 
 
 
 

On a day at the fair 
With a girl so perfect 
A centerfold in waiting 
Never in my fourteen years 
Could I believe my good fortune 
 
“Let’s go on the whirligig,” said she 
in a trance I followed 
 
we shared a small car 
she sat behind me 
cuddled against me 
those perfect breasts 
pressed against my back 
 
we spun and whirled 
as I in ecstasy 
I was catatonic 
 
Not only guilty of love 
But of pure teen age lust 
Too soon the moment passed 
But the memory … 
 
 
A real humdinger    
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Love’s dilemma 
 
 

 
Fourteen years old 
And in love 
Hopelessly in love 
With a blond dimpled girl 
 
Holding her at school dances 
Gliding across the clouds 
Just one thing missing 
 
The goodnight kiss 
 
Painfully how often 
I thought of that moment 
My lips touching hers 
Heart pounding, eye closed 
 
But shy bashful me 
Lacked the courage of my desires 
 
But tonight’s the night 
I can do it, I can do it, I can do it 
 
 
I can’t do it 
 
 
 
Postscript:  finally I received the KISS at my 
50th high school reunion. 
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Scruffy 
 
 

 
My little dog is growing old 
She sleeps more these days 
There are no more long runs on the beach 
 
Sometimes she needs a boost to board the 
car 
But there is still love in her eyes 
She grows slower but more attached to us 
I grow impatient with her many trips to the 
door 
 
She is growing old 
Like all of us 
A little frightened 
A little less sure of herself 
 
But when she hops up on my lap 
And rests her head against my chest 
I look into her eyes of love 
And know we are growing old 
Together 
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Jeter #3 
 
 

 
Sometimes in the middle of the night 
I lie awake and listen 
there is a soft humming 
and the gentlest of snores 
 
from another land 
it is my dog jeter dreaming 
perhaps he’s running to the beach 
or playing tag with his pup pal 
bailey who lives next door 
 
jeter talks in whispers 
and in shadows from a distance 
 
There is peace and calm in this place 
His presence is for me 
A pillow I rest my heart on 
 
I know he is near 
And he knows I am near 
And that is enough 
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As one 
 

 
 
The little boy sits alone 
Lost in his dream world 
Shrouded in a silent cloud 
Of downs syndrome 
Till a blonde Labrador retriever 
Cautiously approaches the boy 
 
The boy stares at the visitor 
Like a unsolved mystery 
A new sight for his naïve eyes 
 
Gently tentatively the dog 
Touches the child’s hand 
Beauty on beauty 
 
Shyly the child responds 
Caressing the lab’s velvety ears 
A dance of unlikely partners 
 
A holy communion 
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Withheld love 
 

 
Being temporarily out of love,  
an intruder visited us last week.  
A labrador retriever stopped by, 
And spying three dancing children, 
The dog pranced into their hearts 
Casually, just the way love begins. 
 
 
When I came home, I discovered the 
Happy foursome 
And hesitated joining their company, 
 
For I knew better…… 
Older, wiser……fearful 
I withheld the love I meant to give  
For I’d lived long enough 
To know the fragile heart 
 
 
And sure enough, two days later 
The orphan’s owner called on us 
To reclaim his wanderer. 
so difficult for three young girls 
To learn the way of life and love….. 
 
They gave one last hug 
And retreated to the house 
To hide their quiet tears 
 
 
I returned to my evening paper….. 
No tears to shed 
Just the emptiness 
From not having given my love. 
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The tooth Fairy 
 
As I sat lazing by the pool 
A child stopped by to visit 
She perched on my knee 
 
She was just five years old 
When teeth come and go on a whim 
She smiled and poked a finger 
At a small gap exactly 
In the middle of her mouth 
“It’s broken,” she exclaimed 
 
we talked of tooth fairies 
and the economics involved 
 
“what is broken on you?” she asked 
where do I begin??? 
I almost confessed, “my heart” 
 
But for a young child 
Some things can wait 
 
She smiled again 
A radiant gap-toothed smile 
And I was five again 
In love with the world   
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Signs of Love 
 
 

 
A most unusual wedding 
Both bride and groom 
Were unable to hear or speak 
 
The minister stood and led them 
In their vows of love 
While an interpreter 
Repeated in sign language 
For many in attendance were part of the  
their silent world 
 
The grace of the woman’s signs 
Gave added meaning 
To their silent vows 
 
And then for the hearing 
The soloist sang 
Of love and commitment 
The couple focused on the hands 
 
Not often 
Is love so visible  
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Argyle Affair 
 

In my college days 
A pretty coed 
Knitted me one argyle sock 
Just one 
Mateless 
When she gave it 
 
She promised another 
 
A sole mate 
 
But the love affair faded 
Like a fire that died 
For the lack of another log 
 
Years passed 
Seven presidents came 
And went 
 
The sock lay in a dresser drawer 
Alone 
Until one day it was gone 
Just disappeared 
 
Gone 
 
It was a beautiful argyle 
But alas, it was gone 
 
A one-sock romance           
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Gordon 
 

 
Our last night in England 
After a year away from home 
I’d promised to meet Gordon 
One final time at the white lion  
 
Last minute details delayed me 
When I arrived quite late 
Gordon was sitting there 
Wearing a crooked grin 
 
“sorry I’m late, Gordon” I said 
Gordon just smiled and replied 
“Richard, you said you’d be here 
so I knew you’d be here.” 
 
Later after a pint 
One last hug 
And then goodbye 
 
On Sunday a few weeks later 
Our telephone rang 
From three thousand miles away 
It was Gordon 
 
“I just took Mitzi for a walk. 
When I got home I turned on the telly 
The Boston symphony was playing 
 
Richard, aren’t you near boston?” 
 
“Yes, Gordon, is everything all right?” 
 
“Yes, Richard, I just called to tell you 
 
I love you.” 
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Love 
 

 
Down through the years 
Lovers have carved their mark 
On rough hewn bark of trees 
 
So I in looking back 
Of loves I confessed secretly 
In my timid heart 
Gathered in my heart of hearts 
 
No jackknife to a tree 
Did I take 
 
Yet surely 
The sharpest knife 
In all the land 
Had left its mark 
Known only to me 
 
Do you suppose  
The girls have wounds 
As deep 
As painful 
As beautiful 
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My Heart 
 
 

I’ve told my heart 
Lighten up 
 
Life’s too short 
To let wounds fester 
To put past injuries to rest 
Let the scars heal 
Why keep them alive 
 
They, like me, grow old 
Perhaps lose their edge 
 
 
Why is it  
We keep sharpened knives 
In our hearts 
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Letting Go 
 
 

 
My friend lies dying 
Her bed a waiting tomb 
The beautiful blue eyes 
Once full of life and love 
Stare weakly up at me 
 
The daffodils she once tended 
Long for the touch of her hand 
 
The cardinal will flit ‘cross the yard 
Unaware of the mystery 
Of what lives beyond 
 
This day I have no gift to offer 
No answer to her suffering 
Just my silent wish to end her agony 
 
This is the not the friend I knew 
Just a shell 
 
clinging to the remnants of a joyful life 
Truly I could not wish her one more day 
 
 
Only a prayer  
When letting go 
Becomes an embrace 
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Together……….Apart 
 
 

 
The husband was a snorer 
Not really a nuisance, 
But maybe a little bit 
 
So the loving but light sleeping wife 
Always retired to her own bedroom 
 
Yet come daybreak they were as one 
Friends, sweethearts, lovers 
 
Through the years 
The husband’s gentleness 
Brought warmth and comfort 
To his faithful wife 
 
Common tasks were shared 
At the supermarket 
Together they pushed their carriage 
Loaded with their shared favorites 
Even on some occasions 
They finished each other’s sentences 
 
They loved to look out the window  
at the impatiens they planted 
and thus they lived 
life, in love 
Like cupped spoons 
 
Until…… 
 
One blistery winter morning 
The husband stepped out 
For his ritual run 
Till his heart stopped 
 
Later the police found him slumped in a 
snowdrift 
 
The wife, as one can imagine 
Was shocked, stunned, bereft 
 
That same night 
She left her own bed 
To live in the husband’s 
Comforted by his essence 
 
 
Apart……yet together 



	
	

	 21	

 
For Michael 

…and crevice his cat 
 

The little cat is lost 
Alone in this world 
For his master has left 
Left too soon 
Far too soon 
 
 
The master snatched from earth 
In a breathless moment 
A moment too oft remembered 
Seared into the hearts 
Of those he left behind 
 
 
So now each morning 
The cat goes out the back door 
And pads to the woodpile 
Where once his master 
Split and neatly stacked the logs 
To warm heart and hearth 
 
The cat seeks out the woodpile 
For it holds a secret 
Deep in the stacks 
Is a remnant… 
The stub of its master’s cigar 
 
It holds the stub twix tiny paws 
And nuzzles it with whiskered nose 
Recalling small moments 
Moments shared 
 
 
Love’s secrets are infinite 
 
 
 
 
 
Postscript:  Michael, the son of a good 
friend, died at the World Trade Center.  His 
cat Crevice missed him too.  I wrote this 
poem for Gail, Michael’s mother. 
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At a Loss 
 

 
One calm September morning 
An old friend walked a faraway shore 
Waves sparkled beneath the sun 
Just another day of the sweep of years 
 
While I, at home, hung wallpaper 
To brighten a tired room 
I only wanted to improve the view 
In this part of my world, my own 
Unmindful of distant shore and waves 
 
But suddenly time stopped 
A fatal heart attack for a friend 
Dropped in in the warm sand 
 
Unaware, happy in my papering 
I continued my chore 
And now the room is good as new 
It has a cheerful look 
 
Sometimes ignorance is bliss 
 
If even for an hour, a day 
But, still 
I miss my friend 
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Home Wake 
 
 
 

The Father’s body lay at rest 
In the open coffin by the window 
 
The new widow and the three sons 
Shared the silent, Somber house 
For three days and nights 
 
Friends and relatives stopped 
To share their grief 
For a loss so tragic 
A man dying before his time 
 
And the youngest son 
Paraded back and forth 
Before the father’s body 
Chanting, “He’s not dead, 
He’s coming back. 
He’s not dead, 
He’s coming back.” 
 
Casting off the curse of death 
The innocent child 
Defying the dark mystery 
 
Of life and death 
A mystery he couldn’t understand 
Perhaps………. 
 
 
 


