ODE TO MARY MESSMER SMITH

Gentle souls ...

No storms. No thunder.
Rather, always, warm smiles.
Welcoming.

Quiet Calm.

Why, when we seek to emulate,
Do we look to the famous, the great?
Deserving, sure.

Yet here,

Here still,
Among us here,
All these years ...

A gentle soul.

No storm. No thunder.
Rather, always, a warm smile.
Welcoming.

Quiet Calm.

And here still,
She remains.
Among us here,
Forever ... still
She remains.

A Gentle Soul.

No storm. No thunder.
Rather, always, a warm smile.
Welcoming.

Quiet Calm.



