
Mother Mantra 

 

 

 

thorns gate my flesh 

each prick a hinge 

each drop of blood 

a seed I plant 

 

hours and minutes 

rise sparkling dew 

in open palms 

knowing no drought 

 

my heart petals 

fragrance floating 

unbounded by 

the garden’s verge 

 

one bloom becomes 

a grove of trees 

one shattered star 

a trail of light 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

galaxies pulse 

fulminating 

I lend my spark 

and join the storm 

 

rain showers flood 

the waiting soil 

ferns and flowers 

choke out nettles 

 

the soul you seek 

is not found here 

begun in clay 

it ends in light 

 

inhale, exhale 

universe breathes 

us through our grief 

through the next door 
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