Welcome to The Zest of the Lemon

The Zest is a collection of poems and prose answering the
questions:

‘What is the essence of life?
‘What brings you joy?

‘What have you learned?

The publication is ereated
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The joy of living comes
m connection.

Some find the source of
that connection in nature.
For others joy of the
connection is in life itself
and people they love. Still
others find the greatest
source of joy is in
connecting with Spirit.

The work of our poets and
writers has been sorted
into these categories:

Nature

Life and People
Spirit

We begin with Nature.

In an effort to share the
wonders of the world we
live in, each issue of the
Zest will include a photo
essay of one magical place.

This premiere issue
features the Pacific
Northwest, a place where
green forested mountains
meet the sea - a place
where vibrant fields
radiate beauty.



In all things of nature
there is something of the
marvelous

Aristotle




I am the Fern -
Catherine Sipher

Pushing through the dirt,

the fern persistently

makes 115 way mnto the light.
Remaining tightly curled into itself
for protection, the ferns gains

strength from the warmth of the sun.

With time, the fern grows stronger
and begins to unfuri -

putting on display the fullness

of its beauty and purpose.
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Mist Rising -
Lea Millay

bright trillium there

amidst the fierce storm’s wreckage
on the forest floor

delicate aganst all odds

gift of renewal and hope

ceaseless wind and rain
March 1s a long dark tunnel
heartless monochrome

then one day we wake to see
a world awash in color

morning mist nsing

anxious birds flit to and fro

fragrant plum in bloom

in spring it is the evenings

when the wind blows gently through

obscured by hazy clouds

full moon in the dark spring sky
fills me with wonder

memories of the distant past

as though they just had happened

what 15 this feeling

warm soft glow in the midnight sky
Sakura in bloom?

a thin veil of fallen snow

covers the cypress-bark roofs










An Hour OQutside Seattle
In Novemher -
Kristin Roedell

All mght in the city
Jazz drifts out to the sidewalks
Neon lights buzz above the bars

A car ships its clutch and grinds uphill
But here in the stillness

The rain blows by like a drawn curtain, mice
disturb the fallen leaves

My husband whistles for the border collie and
shuts the back door.

This 1s Northwest farm quiet:

a lone, far train rounding a bend its headlights
tracing the barn roof, an owl ruffling its feathers,
the falling dark

touching the fields.




Seize the moments of
happiness
Love and be loved

That is the only reality in this
world All else is folly

Leo Tolstoy
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Dancing With The Family -
Melissa Poulton

Dancing with the family with games that are fun.

The music playing is up loud and out of this world.
Enjoyment all over the family's bright shiny faces.

The youngest in the room, a little girl with silver teeth braces.

The music is pumping to the sound of the dances on the telly.
Alcohol flows from the bottle and into the family's mouth.
Giving a false illusion that the family are really happy.
Except the yvoung little girl, she is just really crabby.

The mother prepared the food for everyone in the house
The adults were doing other stuff to make the night go well.
Setting up games and listen to each other trying not to sing.
The young on her own pretending not to do a single thing.

Dancing feet were all over the shop, gliding across the floor.
Shaking their bodies towards the sound of beat coming through.
Laughter was rife through all four walls of the big house.
Before the twelve o clock bell, they were quiet as a mouse,

The bells at the big tower rang out across the country,

The new year has arrived and brought in new material

The display of fireworks lit up the London sky at night
Smoke covered the but we knew things will be alnght




Challah -
Wilda Morris

1 made all five of my children happy
on those days they came home

to the scent of fresh-baked challah
which I sliced and served with honey butter
or peanut butter-honey spread.

The recipe that made four loaves
was worth the price of the cookbook.
Twice a week, | made eight loaves,
four white, and four whole wheat.
My children are grown and gone

but those eight glass bread pans

still sit in my cupboard,

no longer all used at the same time,

Generations -
Wilda Morris

My daughter creeps into our bedroom,
whimpering that she’s scared.

1 toss the extra blanket on the floor,

and give her a pillow so she can lie down.
I tumm so I can put an arm down

and hold her hand the way

my grandmother held mine

when | woke from dreams

of fires, I could not escape.

As my arm begins to ache,

I realize for the first time

how much sacrifice Zam made.

1 hold on until my daughter sleeps,
releasing my hand, and I know
these are sacred moments,

that someday she will do the same
for my grandchild when she:

is frightened in the night.
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And now we bid adieu.

I hope vou enjoved The Zest. It has
been a labor of love. Talented writers
- amazing images - slices of life and
beauty; who could ask for more.

Volume 1l will be out mid July 2o25. 1
hope vou will be there.

I leave you with words penned by
George David Weiss / Robert Thiele
and made famous by Louis
Armstrong:

And I think to myself

What a wonderful world

Ooh, Yeah

Dave




