YOUANDI

We have coffee in the earlg morning hours. You bring to the table the scones you
made the night before with thejam we }Jought last month in Char]eston’s Black Market. Thc
cicadas sing on humidity’s wings. And | can hear the not too distant ocean ca”ing out its
sanctimcging grace. The dog waits, both for a morsel and the routine that is our custom:
cogce, Pastries and a walk which is followed by a da3 ofzgoocl and Productive work.

We are mindful of our lives and the circumstances which have brought us togcther.
Bluestone Patlns, once winding tl—xrough life’s difficulties, have faded gcntly into white sand,
softened with borders of Pink morning g]orics; their gragrance a baci«:lrop to our love and a

life made good by you and ]

Y:ric[aﬂ Nig]ﬁ’t Opus (ona Saturdag nigl’l’c)
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Kcene, New Hampshirc

79 dcgrccs outdoors, clear & star filled 5‘49

fireworks in the distance



