
      The Hopeful Step


      

      
      
         A steep to climb, to meet my lovelorn prowess

For years be-teased, now duly pride-shorn prowess!



Like giving up old instruments for new—

Old hill for new—a fresh-cloaked, back-borne prowess.



To reach the top a mere eight-hundred feet,

And nothing much!—this dewy, thread-worn prowess.



But folks that pass make light of such a stunt.

…With talk and jibe, “Let’s grab some popcorn,” prowess. 



And switch by switch I hide to catch a breath

From college students’ sweat and limb-porn prowess.



Pretending it’s a deer see 'skance the slope

Which makes the test of Chris’s heap-scorn prowess. 
      

      
   
      Feeling It Out


      

      
      
         One by one

Words rise into place

To imprint the white void

Like stones emerging through the mist

Just under the traveler's feet

To validate their chosen path.
      

      
   
      Always the Hardest


      

      
      
         This is the part where you don't think

You pause on the brink of something new

If you knew what's beyond, what's awaiting you,

Would you back off or start without thinking too?



Now your leg's got lift off, left the ground

Flies right through that threshhold, future-bound

Then your foot falls down with thunderous sound



And you're there, and it's great, and it's done.

And that's just the first one.
      

      
   
      Those Were the Ways


      

      
      
         The exercise bike just sat with dust

In the guest room, 'til I took disgust

And moved it out to the living room

So it could not be ignored in gloom.

And she took heart and the pedals turned,

And up went the count of the calories burned.

Such was a way that we would take

A tentative step for each other's sake.


      

      
   