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Dedication

| dedicate this book to my beloved husband, W™S, my
children, family and friends, who accept, support and respect
my individual Life choices. And to the Ancestors, whose Spir-
its are remembered within this collection.

My hope isthat athought contained within these pages
may open the readers mind, and heart, to the possibility that
being different does not mean being wrong. It smply means
being different.

& Blessed Be.
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Family Gathering

I miss the family gatherings.

The Elders of our Irish clan

Seated at the round oak table.

The Ancestors, divein Spirit,
Though absent from the room.

| remember the camaraderie

Of cousins playing,

Scrambling for alook

At Grandmas ragged, Sears Roebuck catal og.
Crumpled pages, full of dreams,
Identified by red crayon circles.

A bond, born of Blood,

A genetic memory of generations past.
The hour grows late.

The conversation turnsto Ireland.
Great Granddad Michael’ s anguish
As he makes a choice.

He leaves his volatile homeland,
Boards a ship bound for Ellis Island.
Wife Mary, with child in hand,
Follows two years later.

To the captains surprise,

Mary speaks English,

Learned in domestic service

To pay passage.

Skill astrandator earns them extrafood.
They make adjustment to the
Rigorous restrictions

Which immigrants endure.

In the dark hours,

Michael and Mary make the crossing,
Back in time,

To the round oak table,

To the gathering of Clan Hanahan.



Family Traditions

Ten cents an hour,

Ten hours aday,

Seven days a week.
Grandma made good money
At supervisor’s pay.

Perks of the job,

Zippers,

Remnants and ribbons,
Snaps, and hook and eyes,
Priced by the pound.

Seventy-five cents an hour,

Ten hours aday,

Six days aweek.

Mother did piece work on the line.
Perks of the job,

Zippersfor anickel,

Remnants and ribbons,

Snaps, and hook and eyes,

Priced by the pound.

Three dollars sixty cents an hour,
Eight hours a day,

Five days aweek,

Time and a half, over forty.
A daughter’ swage

In a Union shop.

Perks of the job,
Zippersfor aquarter,
Remnants and ribbons,
Snaps, and hook and eyes,
Priced by the pound.



Aileen

I have my Mothers toes,

And backs of arms, and elbows.

My forehead' s not as high,

But hair, much like hers,

With very little gray, just at the temples.
At eight, or ten, | was aghast

Aswell as caught with fascination
By the purple sunburst spider veins
That graced the back of her left knee.
Or wasit right?

As| glance down the violet blue
Road map that is my own leg,

My memory is quite clear.

She wore ared wool jacket

And gray plaid pleated skirt,

With silk scarf at her throat.

Maybe the coat was gray

And skirt, red plaid.....

Yes, | remember clear as yesterday.
She said to never wear white shoes
After Labor Day,

And always, dways“Act just like alady”.
| can't say that | always have,

But can say that | always should.

She taught me how to sing and dance,
And cook and sew.

In my youth,

| looked for what | wanted her to be.
Now in my fifties,

| see her as she was.

And gratefully,

| see her every morning in my mirror.



Going Home

Apprehensive about the journey,

| linger at stop signs

Along the steep mountain road.

I go back to my country home,
Sensing somebody impatiently
Waiting for my return.

| stop by the wayside

For a quiet, mellow moment.

Sun shines on asinglered tulip,
While a storm cloud

Peeks over the horizon.

| remember hisfirm parental control,
His generous laughter.

I do not think of the polished gold urn,
Silent, on the mantle.

I will missyou, Dad.

Mist of Mornin'

|® tell you, it®what it was.

The greenest green fields,

That were gently kissed

By the mornings sweet rain,

And spread out before my eyes, it were,
And then beyond my imagination.

A window, iswhat it was,

Looking back through the ages of the time,
From long before.



Thereit was,

That fair and shining Warriors

Man the mighty walls of the Clan dun,
Elevated in the Sun,

Shrouded in the mist.

Ever watchful.

Ever waiting.

Forever, and ever.

White armed women

Tend the healing of wounds,

Won in yesterday®glorious fray.

A fair Son of Erin betrays no grimace,
Asitis, that his shoulder is cleansed.
His nurse, with white brow

And flamein hair,

Forgiven, with a smile and wink.

He stands, to stir the Fire

From after the black of night

With his father®@shillelagh.

A spark comesrising

From the red glowing embers.

And it®the bells ringing,

Over the dark distance

That draws his attention back,

To the hallowed walls high,

To thefray at hand.

Anditisthat he will rightly plant himself
Atop the fortress.

To protect the Land.

Today.

Throughout time.



Warrior

Mighty warrior,
Licensed to kill.

The flame of valor
Burning in his eyes.
Frighteningly beautiful in
Full dress uniform,
Laden with ribbons,
Medals,

Brass buckle,
Polished round buttons,
Folded white gloves,
Steel sheathed saber.
Spine straight,
Shoulders back,

At ease...

But, not.

Impatient,

He waits

For someone,
Anyone,

To validate the gift,
His dedication
Toflag,

To country.

No longer in vogue,
The civilized world
Would modify

His behaviour,
Tame him for
Peace time,

Until someone else
Needs killed.
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It'sMy Joe

Grandma, | am so afraid,

| don®know what to do.

Thefirst thing that | thought of

Was to come and talk with you.

| don®think | can say good-bye.

| cannot let him go.

So far, it®just been someone else,
But now, Gram, it®@my Joe.
Grandma®smile was touched with sadness,
As sherocked back in her chair.

The sorrow in her wise old eyes
Told me that she@ been there.

"My Daddy died in World War I,
Leavin@/la and me behind.

My Ben came back from World War I1,
But it never left his mind.

Your Father lost hisleg in Nam,

Y our Uncle Pete, he died.

| thought that 1@ run out of tears,
But still, | cried and cried.

Cousin Danny, he served in the Gulf.
He made it home okay.

Y our Joe, he® answer duty®call,
And you, you® wait, and pray.
Sweet Baby Girl, it®just begun,

So don®you pine and fret.

[t®only your first War, my child.
Trust me, you aren®done yet.
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Yesterday'sHero

Sleepless nights,

And dreams of

Cel ebrity past,

Tax his memory of
Early days in the league.
Slightly advanced

In team standings,

He will painfully submit
To diligent,

Repetitive workouts.

A shadow of his prime,
It will tax him

To keep pace.

But today,

Hewill feel

The brief laughter,

The expectant murmur,
As he stepsto the plate.
Today,

He will be returned

To hisyouth,

Asthe ball

Flies over

Theright field wall.
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Remembrance
(From Dickson Mounds, 1llinois)

Walk the Memoria

Observe the Graves.

Cry for the Children of the Land.
Seethetears

Feel the pain.

Cry for the Children of the Land.
Smell the Blood

Hear hearts breaking.

Cry for the Children of the Land.
Wise Old Father,

Chief and warrior.

Cry for the Children of the Land
Grandmother, daughter,

All the small ones.

Cry for the Children of the Land.
Feel vibration,

Join the mourning.

Cry for the Children of the Land.
Return to Earth.

Sing the Death Song.

Cry for the Spirit of the Land.
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| know you are here.
| feel you like Spring crocus
In the dying snow.

The Hollyhock soldiers
Stand sentinel from
The corners of my dream.

Purple petals blanketed
In Autumn leaves.
Violet star rising.

November roses
Blooming in silent withess
To the waning Moon.

Moonlit morning snow
Reflects the silent shadow
Of Mather Crow’swing.
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WWW .KISS.COM

"Stick to the Kiss principle ",

My dear old Daddy always said,

"Keegp it smple, stupid. "

It iseasy inthis Hi-Tech age

To complicate our livesin a keystroke,
Faster than a heart beat.

We interface with computers,

But are not able to interact with people.

Hal isalive and well.

It isasimple thing, this machine.

All it know ison and off.

On and off.

The Web of Lifeis not the net,

Though wetrust it with our private thoughts
And most intimate secrets.

It plans our vacations and orders our groceries.
This machine, this simple machine,

Wakes us up and answers our phones.

It reminds usto call Mom,

Then dials her number.

Yet, dl it know is on and off.

We are now more faithful to it

Than we are to our mates.

We are more dedicated to it

Than we are to our families.

We are more honest with it

Than we are to our friends,

And we honor it more than our Gods.

We have forgotten that it only knows on and off.
What will happen on the day

When this simple machine only knows off?
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Flight 401

Flight 401 to Atlanta
Will be departing

St Louis Lambert Airport
At 8:56 am.

Runway 9.

One hundred people,

Shoulder to shoulder.

Destinations, and destinies, unknown.
What stories do they carry

In their carry ons?

Seat 9A.

Thin young man.

Denim shirt, pants.

Baseball cap.

Nervously clinging to the seat.
Furtively watching out the window.
Alone,

Isolating himself from other passengers.
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Seat 12F.

Tall, white haired, elderly man.
Grey pin striped suit,

Wingtips.

Stern, serious, tired.

Highlights passages in his magazine.
Articletitled

"My Lord Called On Me,

And Found Me Wanting".

Seat 15C.

Middle aged, dark haired woman.
Blue business suit.

Navy pumps.

Quietly watches her fellow travelers.

What do they seein her?
Do they see freckles
Dusting her Irish face,
Thelight in her blue eyes?
Do they see awoman,
Mother, Grandmother?

Do they see her easy laugh,
Her open heart?

Or do they see

A middle aged, dark haired woman,
Blue business suit,

Navy pumps?

Destination, and destiny, unknown?
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Crazy Stick Man

| saw him again today.

A bearded man with cami hat

And Army surplus jacket.

Walking.

Walking.

Walking where most men wouldn®
Most men couldn®

Some days walking briskly

With sticks tucked neatly under hisarm.
Other days at a dower pace,

Sticks occasionally brushing the ground
For brief support.

Then there are the days

When hisfaithful sticks

Bear both his weight

And that of the world.

| pass himas | drive to work.

I watch him out the window of my building.
Walking.

Walking.

A friend of mine named him

Crazy Stick Man,

With Seinfeldian affection, not irreverence.
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| have come to depend on him.

He reassures me things keep going.

In sunshine and in shadows,

Warm summer days and crisp fall mornings,
| watch for Crazy Stick Man.

On one particular afternoon,

As| struggled with the day,

And packages | carried,

| happened to see him

Looking back at me through a glass door.
His eyes sparkled in his pleasant face.
He gave me aquick salute

And generous smile,

Then went on walking,

Walking.

In the magic of that moment

My day was better, my load lighter,
And everything was just okay.

So when you see a bearded man

In cami hat and army surplus jacket,
Sticks tucked neatly under hisarm,
walking,

Offer him awave and smile.

Life keeps going and it©fine.
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Memories

The song says, "Misty water colour memories.”
"Arethey real, or are they Memorex?"

Why don®we try as hard to remember happiness
Aswe do sadness?

Why don®we work as hard expressing pleasure
Aswe do pain?

We want to own our misery and confront it,
Rather than embrace our joy and revel init.
Can you tell me one good purpose

Served well by anger?

Can you show me one true heart

That has been nourished by fear?

It is politically correct to be avictim,

So we expect to be victimized.

We live in an equal opportunity world,

So we demand our fair share of

Hate, prejudice and discrimination,

But are unwilling to offer an equal share

Of kindness, tolerance and acceptance.

Our parents and our families do not

Have to be our enemies.

They are people,

Doing the best they can with what they know.

If we give up expectation

It will take disappointment with it.
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Our Timeis Short

Our timeis short,
The days are numbered
And quickly slip away.

Don®spend now
Worrying about tomorrow

Or what happened yesterday.

Lift up your Heart.
Lighten you Spirit.
Right now isreally grand.

Don®mourn your past.
Don®fear your future.
[t®just aone Life stand.
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Reality

Exquisite pain
Echoes

A collection

Of shadows
Entangled in

A web of
Permanency.
Each encounter,
Likeaprim
Reflection
Intime,

Broke the pledge
Of immortality.
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Beyond the Fifth Day

Beyond the fifth day,

In the third month

Of the thirteenth year,

A tear inthe veil

Between the Worlds
Causes a shift

In the consciousness of

The Universal Heart.
Arcane minds freeze,

Like ancient clockwork,
Stoic, silent,

In the miasmaof Time.
Arid Spirits bob in seas of rebirth.
A guartet of sirens serenade,
Enchanted visions of

Deep accommodation.

The Star Child knows
Sheisin her Mothers care.
The ocean waves

Lift her to soft sand.

The Earth accepts

The gift of Life, and smiles.
Timeisrestored,

Hope returns to shore.
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Eternity

Ashen lashes
Shadow the
Nearsighted Moon.
Each Lunar revolution
A sacramental oath
In breathless,
Classical relief

From the shrill
Epitaphs of

A Bohemian people.
Sheis

Silent and till,

The Magical museum
Named Time.
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Sleeping Beauty

Waiting.

Waiting.

Like Sleeping Beauty
Waiting for Life®kiss.
Numb to the changes of
The physical world.
While in her dumber
Failing to address
Man®desecration of
Her flawless face.
Time,

Like a sad, blind man
Cannot forecast what
Dropsin histin cup.
No morethanran

Anticipates the frequency

With which it falls.

So she waits,

Sweet Mother Earth,
For man to see.
Waiting.

Waiting.

Like Sleeping Beauty,
Waiting for Life®kiss.
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Insight

Time,

A reflective kaleidoscope
Of neon blue electricity,
Parallelsredlity.

Bound in the nuance,
The interminable craze
To enlighten man,

The Gods recuse,
Rejecting

The age of reason.
Preferring to

Trust the visions

And fix

Their signature

On the future

With a strong,

Sapient hand.
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Fadeto Life

Watch provincial optimism fade
In part, do to the discovery

That dominant genes

Can limit man’s evolution.

Let the mind wander.

Meet the Other world.

Slip through the translucent veil
Into the Ream of Spirit.
Embrace Life beyond living.
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Transition

In the bluster of
TheVernal Night
Corpse of crocus
Provide a shrewd

Sign of Winter's
Waning dismay.
Irrelevant now,

He eloquently retreats,
Making way for
Springs sweet reign.

30




Tulip

Blood red petals
Unfold atop
Earth green

Stem and leaves.

Spring®

First voice
Callsmy name,
CriesHope

In it®promise
Of rebirth.
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Natural Order

Arms and legs akimbo,
Cloak and cap askew.

Like a prepubescent novice
The Earth needs help.
Regardless of

Theradical dissension

And discontent,

It would be more appealing
To collate Nature into

Neat photographic order.
Experts are afraid

That won®work

They areright.

Nature alwayswins.



TheMirror

People who greet

The world with contempt,
Are contemptible people.
People who disdain

The mundane,

Miss valuable lessons.
Life mirrors Spirit,
Reflecting back

Each persons heart.
What you see

Iswhat you give.

Walk agentle path.
Speak a soft voice.

Look with open eyes.
Listen to the silences.
Reach out,

You may find

Hope.
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The Offering

Do not use the gift
Against the giver.

Do not use the prayer
Against the sinner.

What | send to you
Comes from open heart.
Takemy Love,

An offering to your soul.
Itisnot atest,

Or acondition.

It is not reward

For work well done,

Nor isit aprize

Y et to be won.

Takeit in pure spirit,
Perfect trust.

Accept my Love, my Lord,
And the greater gift

Is given me.



Akasha

Dance in the Moonlight.
Brandish your sword.
Call on the Lady.

Call onthe Lord.

Guardian of the Watchtower.

Elements are King.

Gather at the Witching hour
In your magic ring.

Stand before the altar,
Cadlling down the Maoon.
Honor Ancient forces.

Read the Sacred Rune.
Hold your celebration

In the dark of night.

Asyou perform your rituals,
| am the Rite.
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Dark Lord

Wrap mein your cloak of Night.
Hide your passion from the light.
Burn my breast with cold, stone eyes.
Scorch the land between my thighs.
Teeth that mark my neck and throat,
Claws that rake my back and coat.
Race through time, through forest deep.
Stir my heart and steal my sleep.
Take me over, take me through

To the Ancient Lands with you.
Wrap mein your cloak of Night.
Dark Lord, keep me from the light.
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Shadow

Y ou are my Shadow,

With me until the end.

My guardian,
My Spirit guide,
My lover,

My best friend.
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Paula S. Collins, aWiccan of Irish descent, is anative to
Central Illinois. She and her husband, W™S, are long time mem-
bers of Poets & Writers Literary Forum.

Paula sfirst chapbook istitled ‘ Poets, Pagans & Other
Playmates . Shadow isher second. From time to time, you may
catch her work on Writers Round Table, in Penchant, or Prism
Galliard.

Paulaisthe mother of two beautiful people, and three
adorable grand daughters.

Along with crafting words, Paula enjoys reading, the
study of things metaphysical, cooking, knitting and crochet.
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