
Recovery

       Michael McManus

This quiet night subsumes me

as I lie in my bed

seventy years deep

in a stream of contentment

 as moonlit water.

A flotsam of memories drifts by,

the wreckage of days ruined

by willful claims of stature

and blindness to the miracles

that were happening all around.

I can see those wonders now

with my washed eyes,

how love met my ingratitude with 
forgiveness,

how it patiently revealed

the transience of my victories

and the lessons that failure teaches,



how it distilled my assent to life

from floods of cynical resistance,

how it brought friends to me,

even in my unworthiness,

and how primordial

was the devotion of my mother.

Hand in hand with time and me,

love led me with resolve

to this harboured bed

– to this illuminated eddy of peace –

while I sought other shores.
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