The Rose

Petals soft and delicate like fingers grabbing the heart.

Cold and wet are the dewdrops upon the silken surface-

A tear from a sad eye.

Red like passion that engulfs the body.

The rose wilts and dies-

Along with love.





--Mary Nolan

Angel

An angel appears-

Floating, drifting, watching

Beautiful in its grace

Sweeps me off my feet

Taking me to places I’ve only dreamed of.

Up into the soaring sky-

High above the usual burdens of life

A soft hand on my shoulder-

Guiding leading, watching

He looks into my eyes

The angel disappears.





--Mary Nolan

