RED OVERCOAT

i remember that recurring dream

so far away now, it seems…

i saw you last night as i slept

i held you tightly, Mother, and wept

promises unspoken, and promises unkept

You would come and live near me

i’d work in the city, but live in the country…

we’d take walks, pick wildflowers

chat all night, ignoring passing hours

dreams dissolved, and sadness sours

i’d dash off to work in my fancy Red Overcoat

You’d be so proud of me, even reason enough to gloat…

You would dote on my children, i do believe

but heaven called, and You suddenly had to leave

empty hearts – oh, Mother, for you I grieve
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