A Menopausal Morning

Freeze with hot flashes

Sweat eruptions

Ache my elbows and knees, 

Numb fingers that burn

Muscles that stiffen when still

Ringing in the ears 

So loud that other sounds

Are nil.

“Got to get out of bed”

I say, 

“I will turn to stone if I stay.”

Hot coffee, a crumpet and some quiet time

Hearing the chirping

Of awakening birds

And rain on my porch so sublime. 

No voices from the sleepers are heard,

A nightgown is a comfort.

Too early to get dressed?

So, I’ll write a poem

Start a painting

Sew a bed skirt 

Then I’ll take a rest!
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