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Waipuilani Tuesday


The court, all set; the balls all stacked. 


 Straw hat rests on happy head. 


 Tan bare feet on new mown grass.


 He sits back,


And breathes in the sight serene.  


Perhaps it is the best time, before the players come,


 Before the carnage starts;


 Before the shouts of glee and sorrow, disappointment And surprise.  


 The sound of the palm trees furious rustle; 


High pitched voices shriek from the pool,


 Flapping sails of careening kite-boarders 


All join in but don’t disturb.   


 But change is the only constant; 


He sees his serenity about to end. 


The white-clad players, laden, smile and wave and start Off across the lawn.  


He rises up and grabs his mallet, now his fun begins.











