HELLO'S

Hello's . . .  Hello's and people

Snowflakes glistening upon pristine ground

Soft and feathery, creating a haven

And then people, friends, to join me and my solace

Hello's . . .  and then inevitable goodbyes

As they discover I have nothing more to give

Of what they wish to receive.

Goodbyes and forlorn looks

Why can't I give to them?

Perhaps my need does not balance with the gratitude

Solace again, alone in my glistening, feathery haven

Now not glistening, but glimmering

As the truth comes through –

For it is cold

Yet the cold snow stays and asks nothing for its presence.

Glimmerings weighed against gratitude

Leave me with

Goodbyes

