CANDLES AND BULBS


My home 
sits on a hot humid lot 
Of bent palms, and giant ferns, 

My home 
sits with the other small homes, 
little boxes for liberators of Buchenwald 
Each filled with friendly....strangers. 

My home 
Is a bright refuge 
A cool comfort 
Like all the 3 and 2's to their owners 
But unlike the neighbors. 

In my home, 
Candles burn 
a warm glow, 
The soul's heat. 
They do their daily dance, 
Their testimony to 
Endurance. 

Outside, bulbs brighten this balmy December 
night, 
Draped over shutters and shrubs 
Wrapped around columns and palms. 
I shiver 
As we stroll around the block 
Rating each design. 






