If I
By William Snead

If I were, never again, to write a story or poem
Or know the freedom of being on the roam
It would be a closed door to the real world.
This world is so emblazoned with awe; to touch; to smell; to feel,
To bring to life its splendorous beauty
What a privilege to paint God’s world with a pen,
And to make it move, even spring-to-life.

Walking down Pa’s pasture
On our old farm back in the Lemont, Illinois.
“The House of the High Hills,” certainly instills memories.
The smell of crack fresh cowpies in the midst of a west wind
awakens my senses.

I hear the squawk of frenzied chickens from the little brown hen house.
This brings me to full alertness.
In the near distance one can see and smell the majestic pine trees
And pollen carried along by the strong west wind.
I hear the awk and screech of a chicken hawk!

She’s still in my memory as I peer down the south end of the pasture.
I see her once again.  I see her raise her head to look at me.
She’s my beautiful freckled fawn.
Here is where her memory is frozen forevermore.

The geese will soon be on the move again.
Their honking and haunting sounds are an enigma,
As to what is their destiny and where do they go.

Bill Holden once said, “Love is a many splendored thing.”
If so, then, this morning on a faraway river,
Two otters embraced and kissed, and their world stood still.
And I said, “Let it be!  Look like I’ll keep my pen handy!” 

