In this life 

for Barbara Thompson Godard

In another life she lifts her 

slender arms up, up, and 

flies toward the stars, long 

silver hair streaming behind

her, diamonds glittering 

across the blue black sky.

A nightingale cries.

In this life nightingales cry
all night long in the 

rose trees, piercing the

withered bushes with their 

song, their longing, urging

the spurt of new sap, buds,

blossoms, blush, spring.

In this life she is not so

much warrior as grandmother,

goddess, sister, queen,

smiling benignly over

her sleeping garden,

the trembling hibiscus,

lilacs, breathing,

amaryllis, alyssum, 

clematis, magnolia, white

petals wavering, moonlit,

in the slight breeze.

Scent of hydrangea 

wafts through the windows

of her many mansions,

temperate, tropical,

igniting the dreams 

of her thousand children,

asleep, inflaming them

with passion, poetry, love.

In this life, she is not so much

warrior as queen, there is

not a war on, neither between

rich and poor, women and men,

light and dark, beige and brown, 

there is more a swirling, 

whirling, unfurling 

of the dream of beauty 

and laughter…

There is more the dance 

of yin and yang, as the children 

wake up, one by one 

by one by one, a spiraling, 

a slow unfolding of 

what is yet to come, 

the hopes of the grandmothers 

bearing astonishing delicious 

fruit, bright blossoms, 

new seeds –

In that other life she is 

warrior as well as queen, 

there is a war on, there are 

many wars on.  She sails

through the ranks of her 

numerous armies, her women 

warriors, handing them 

canvasses, paintbrushes, 

pens, dancing shoes, 

handing us tactics, and 

arguments, and inspirations,

handing us blueprints 

of that other life, the one 

we are moving toward, 

together, in whose garden 

we are sleeping, perfectly, 

and coming awake
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