
Her Grace Returns 

When one's Muse returns 
from a multi-year absence 
in undisclosed locales, 
the avenues in the mind 
host a parade of images. 
 
The inner church bells ring, 
confetti flutters down 
from open windows, 
mothers hug the children, 
fathers hug the mothers, 
and it is just a dandy time. 
 
Her Grace rides elegantly 
in the back of a convertible, 
waving, throwing candy 
to eager running children 
and kisses to everyone else 
on both sides of the mind. 
 
After the parade is over 
she enters one's abode 
and seats her welcome self 
within the heart of the soul. 
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