LOVE SEASONS: AN EPIPHALAMIUM

Acrostic for Amanda Marjorie Essner and David  Stanley Merritt Andrew Legore

SPRING

During the fifty-two weeks that make each year

Rest totally for one; during the seven days

That make each week, rejuvenate for two.

Two becoming one becoming one with the

Glory that unifies all becomings and goings

     Master the relentless beat that beats all hearts.

Each season joins its song with the next—

An unbroken chord plucked from many strings,

Reverberating in endless cycles around one star.

Spring raises all to new heights--green shoots,

Rivers, hopes and dreams and joy embraces

Joy as awakening forces combine—all rise,

Arousing all others to wake and dance and be.

SUMMER

                                                                                                                                                                         As towers of hours rise to zenith and

Northern apex lets stair stepped fingers twine and

Mix each wave of heat into a litany of

Enfolding arms that vanquishes all cold,

Ice is ruled by fire; cleared stone allows

Steps to climb higher, each a ruling of judgment

Miraculously modified toward one goal.

Let the clear heat of passion burn the haze

Eternally from stormy crags of doubt

And accumulate a fiery trove of wisdom that

Vanquishes all fear of difference and

Integrates acceptance into each and

Every beat of the heart.

FALL

Rest and rejuvenation are harvest fruit

Renewing and refreshing their essence

Eternally renewing new sown seed,

Renewing fertile receptive soil.

 All things rise and fall

Each by its own cyclic nature.

Songs in praise of harvest loudly sung

Deliver  inspiration to plow and plant,

Water and weed, harvest and preserve

New varieties as well as old

After frost comes no more.  Spice is

Luxury enjoyed long into the future

After need and necessity fade.

WINTER

Now the fire’s kindled on one hearth

Now no ice will ever extinguish heat.

Your two hearts dance as one like

Two tongues of flame licking one log.

Outside, snow piles deeper,

Inside fires are banked higher.

No season will mute the music

Delivered from the whispering spheres,

Intertwining notes woven by fingers of the heart

Reverberating through every canyon of the mind

Delivered from springs, falls and summers

Eternally listening to the Great Silence and

All the great noisy silence that it contains.
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