
A New Friends Wedding

As a young man, weddings attended, inebriated and forgotten

But as an old man, weddings are beautifully painful 

Reminders of my first chapters early from pages turning to the end

The opening crescendo to symphony of your joined souls

Beginnings of things to big to understand

Feelings so strong and beautiful overcome the fear

Wishing them well, remembering that certain joy 

Mourning the passage of my time and loss of certainty

Will I attend my granddaughters wedding?

Can my grandson rely on my advice awaiting his moment?

Have I done what I meant, when I said, “I do”?

The bride is sooo beautiful, groom handsome and eyes bright

Her dress, his uniform, their embrace radiant for all to see 

Vows said, toasts and dances made

Begins this magical journey of love, time and circumstance

40 years ago this week, mine began

A toast to beginnings of long lives lived together

Music, people, and settings different

Joy, celebrations and dreams the same. 

Dreams do come true, hopes of happiness and love

As long as our souls live to beyond our children’s hearts

Thank you.


