Return of the Mourning Doves

In loving search … the doves soar high
in the majestic … blue white sky.
With winds that shift … they dive for sticks
and grass … and threads that last.
While mulling remnants … from the past.

To weave their best … to form their nest
and hence include … in their weave …
their love … their knowledge … their empathy
 … to form and sew it intricately.
So, it shall last … as time will pass.

Some birthing eggs will crack … someday …
when soft grey heads appear … so dear … and
peeps from beaks … shall chirp out loud …
their laughter, love, happiness 
and readiness … for their life’s flight.

They shall leave someday … but always return …
as pre-arranged … and never estranged.




