DANCING ABOVE THE RAINBOW

By Simin S. Wong

Preview of the Book

"Dancing Above the Rainbow" by Simin S. Wong, Persian American researcher and health scientist; author and artist and poet: (http://www.ebookstand.com/m/siminswong), is a diverse collection of poems and short stories based on years of life in many parts of the world; a life with people from all cultures and background; an outcome of a search for the meaning of life. Simin writes that this one is about what we all wish for; work for; and wait for; and in this book, she, too, has, and she has so much to tell us. 

"Dancing Above the Rainbow,” tells a story about us all and what inspires us to use the fleeting years for purposes that hopefully would outlast us. This is a story about what is most essential to the survival of the soul, that one thing for which we choose to live and die!   We hope you all read “Dancing Above the Rainbow.”  Your lives could be touched.  And if and when you respond, you will be responding to you; you will be responding to us all!

The book cover is a copy of one of the author's oil paintings, a self-portrait.  


Sample poems:

The Blind Beggars of de La Tour

A rather simple-minded person I am.

But tolerating this war? 

What a brazen world.

The searching souls 

Struggling to find a mystical light,

Unenchanted,

To the discontent of my heart and that of Zurbaran’s, *

For there is no point of light

In the world of war.

 What a harsh reminder of pain and nothing else.

And pain, 

A dark shade of gray, 

And I sit still, 

Quietly.

In hush,

Think about life, mankind, and me.

Shouldn’t life be let 

To be lived to the end? 

For life belongs to God,

And only love for all mankind,

And myself shall live to the end with courage to love.

And in the midst of that dark gray,

A bright red and brave heart, 

A golden spot,

The Cross, the Star of David, the Crescent Moon

Must be looked for and must be found,

O yes, love must be found,

For love does exist in all hearts,

And like shamrock green,

Love is part of the nature that goes with everything.

And with love comes lots of patience and faith,

For no compulsion in matters of love, 

For love is holy not a war,

And there is no such thing 

As a holy war,

For there is nothing holy at all about war.

And I am deeply humbled 

By the great Lord God’s love for all,

And I am humbled 

By those who can love,

And there are those who love from a distance,

And that is the holiest love of all.

And those who love in spite of everything,

Even in the midst of Persian blues,

Are the haves,

And the rest, barely surviving, 

Fighting for their corner,

Like the Blind Beggars of de La Tour.
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Over Raspberries and Tea

When I Met You

Over raspberries and tea,

In the midst of a confused and dimly defined land,

The path was foggy,

Though the sun season was starting

With kisses on the delicate hands, 

When the eyes were speaking

In the heartland.

He had come a long way,

From a very far place in the east of the world,

And I, from some other place 

In the middle part of God’s land,

And we had no money

And we were so young,

And it was the time of rainbow,

When the heart had arrived at the cathedral,

With nothing, 

Except love,

To get by.

They said old and new are the reasons,

Pity a love of rainbow,

For it would not survive,

In this complicated highland.

Then imprison it like a blue butterfly

In a golden tin can

And leave it in that distant land.

And Yu knew everything there was to know,

So I asked: “Should we pity love?”

And I listened to his replies,

And I tried to understand.

And I thought:

Pity a world without love, 

For it would be rocky, full of tombs and thugs.

Pity one, who fears the power of the rainbow,

For there is nothing 

In a flat heart and mind for anyone to buy.

Do not spend a second 

Thinking about the word of blindness,

For it can’t see, even when the glass is full.

And pity not love, 

For love can see what is invisible to fools. 


In the Wallet of Brown Leather

In a March late, late afternoon,

He was planting hyacinths 

Under his beloved Alabama moon.

In a May early morning, 

Or was it before noon,

His heart was out-of-tune.

His journey ended 

When he dropped and died 

In his garden near a dune.

I buried him in his Persian tomb.

One year later,

I still couldn’t take them down from hangers

To give away his suits and ties,

To let go of his room so soon. 

O not so soon. 

Around the time of blooming rhododendrons,

I found it all,

In the pocket of his favorite coat of maroon,

When I came across his written words

He carried next to his heart,

Inside his wallet of brown leather

And this is what he wrote,

“I lived only to love!

If I ever did otherwise,

I beg your forgiveness

In the name of God.”

I cried and kissed

Those words of my dear old dad, 

Under a crystal rain of June,

I got them carved in gold 

On the green marble of his tomb.


Three Kisses

And then I shall kiss you

Only Three times!

The first time,

Over raspberries and tea,

 I shall kiss

Your heart,

For it is a beautiful heart,

A heart of gold,

So rich it makes my life,

The second time,

In the middle of the stars,

I shall kiss you upon your eyes.

Your eyes,

Gentler 

Than the reflection 

From the moon,

Setting on my heart,

The lifting light,

Pure, noble,

Your eyes,

Reading my soul.

And the third time,

O the third time,

Above the rainbow,

I shall kiss you

On your lips,

And that kiss 

Shall not be a simple kiss,

But the kiss of healing,

The kiss of oneness,

The kiss of peace.


A Gift for Jonquils

A wish to keep him safe,

 In any time, 

In any case.

A light

To see 

When lonely and distress,

That there is love,

And there is one, who cares.

A shine to lift him high,

To protect his life, 

Dignity, order and grace.

A gift

For jonquils to bloom

To remind him

Of the passion, and peace, 

To talk to him of the promise,

And the kiss.

 The Cross. O yes, 

The gift! 


