Poems

Celebration

This morning early

| saw beyond the flowers
in my window, colour
floating into my room.

| saw history being made
in America,

there on the screen

in my room.

Tears filled my eyes,

a joyous relief

as hope gleamed.

Outside red leaves celebrated,
birds sang, and on my shelf

fourteen orchids danced
along their stem,
like ballerinas.

Jean Clark
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