
On Awakening 

That wondrous moment  

That comes as slumber ends  

and leads to knowing. 

Vacant puzzling 

Empty. 

Suddenly a  filling 

of memory 

of events that were  

of those to be. 

Of smiles  

A touch. 

Of blue skies 

and blue eyes. 

A smile. 

Beauty tinged with 

Its companion 

Joy  
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