A Miniature Sonnet

Trace the world, entire, upon your palm,

Feel lines of rivers, mountains, hills and seas,

A map of countries, cities, towns, a realm

Circled by gorgeous galleons, sailors small as fleas.
Leviathans are plunging in and out of billows,
Whales out of scale are showing off their spouts,
Gulliver is pinioned on doll’s house pillows

And church towers, matchsticks, bell the changes out.
But it is a palmer’s trick, a counterfeit, a charm,
Miniatures intrigue in intricate collections

They bring delight and though they do none harm
We need more life-size intimate connections.

No palm is an island, squeeze rosebuds warm in May,

Let this pen, in restoration, psalm us on our way.
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