A Color Wheel from Dawn to Dark


A rainbow’s arc  called out to me
when I lost sight and could not see.

It painted life—a vibrant stroke

of many hues, meant to evoke

a change in me—from outer clothes

to inner thoughts and new plateaus.
While blood-red curved o’er all the rest,
its heat and passion was a test.
Then orange flamed across my sky,

the spark to do, and always try.

Next, yellow’s warmth is what I chose—
near blind, I’m blest as insight flows.
Green’s destiny is not a pot

of gold, but lands on trees, a lot
of memories of horseback rides,

up mountain trails, down mossy slides.

The “Blues” I get are from the skies.

It’s beat brings joy, the “blue note,” sighs.

Are there dark moments? Yes, perhaps.

but turned to Indigo, they lapse.

The violet of Liz’s eyes

completes the arc. It underlies
the rainbow colors of my life.

Would I go back? Not on your life. 

*

With darkness, night lights must allay

some thoughts that may have gone astray.

Reflected through my antique glass,

the brilliant ruby-reds surpass 

the champagne pinks and cobalt blues—

but not the greens, their varied hues.
With Jadite, Custard, Vasoline,

Depression, irridessent sheen

on “Carnivals” of orange—streams 
of light shine through, fire up my dreams.

While some with sight do not see far,

I think I caught a falling star.
