Clematis on the Pergola

Scored by thorns and paled by weather
Like a ship’s mast, the ancient pergola stands
Arms spread to catch the twisting, binding stems.
Shafts of bright sunlight dart through the foliage
To brush my arm with warmth and pleasure.
I stand transfixed as the blossoms like captive birds
Shiver and lift, heads to the sky, seemingly intent on escape,
But falling back, contented sun worshippers, as the wind dies.
Hanging low enough to touch, one perfect bloom
Reaches out to me, trembling as though fearful.
Paper-thin the petals throw opaque purple shadows,
While the yellow ranks of stamens with their black match heads
Shield and protect the precious nectar held within.
Momentarily my soul flutters with the flowers.
I am at once delicate and beautiful as they are,
Yet strong enough to withstand the vicissitudes of life's weather,
Stout enough to shelter the young of tomorrow,
Vulnerable enough to fade and fall when my time comes
Like the glorious blossom that drops from the branch
And lies dying in my outstretched palm.


