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 I Saw You An original poem by ©Martha Stevens-David

 

I saw you in the clouds today
As they slipped beyond the sun
I saw you when they went away
And when the day was done! 

I heard you in the wind last night
As it sighed around the trees
I heard you as I said my prayers
Down on bended knees!
 

I felt you as you held my hand
As I walked a lonely road
I felt you as you took my cares
And lightened up my load!
 

I held you on that summer’s day
As you softly caressed my face
I held you and you pulled me close
In a Heavenly sweet embrace!

 

I kissed you as I watched the stars
When they slid behind the moon
I kissed you and I dried my tears
For you had gone too soon!

 

breaking down in another fit of  coughing. Once he had overcome 
the spasm, he turned abruptly and commanded Tommy to follow. 
“Now, come along. The piano is safely wrapped and tied to the 
sled. We shall take turns pulling it.”

“Why must we take the piano?” Tommy asked.
The Captain shuddered. “We can’t leave it here,” he stated quite 

forcefully. “It’s too valuable to be left on board. My father treasured 
the piano. He picked it up in Denmark many years ago and pre-
sented it to my mother as a gift. She had a real talent for playing the 
piano. She taught my brother and I how to play. My brother took 
little interest; but I loved it. Music can be so relaxing after a stressful 
day. I could not possibly leave this family treasure behind. Some 
day you will understand. It simply must come with us.”

Tommy knew better than to pursue any argument. Once the 
legs were removed, it was not too big of  an item to transport and 
its square shape made it maneuverable on the sled. The Captain 
clearly cherished his piano. Tommy had never seen a piano before 
boarding the ship in Greenock. He had been fascinated with the 
keys and the inside of  the instrument where metal strings were 
stretched. He quickly learned that the strings made the sounds once 
the keys were struck. He also quickly learned that his Captain was a 
very avid musician and he loved to play his piano at the end of  the 
day, no matter how rough the seas. 

Tommy learned the names of  the composers who wrote the 
music his Captain played. There was a composer by the name of  
Johann Sebastian Bach who had lived in the previous century. He 
soon learned to love Bach as he listened to his Captain’s fingers run 
over the keyboard, sometimes fast and sometimes slow. Tommy 
had listened pensively when the Captain chose to play his favourite 
hymns and sacred music. There seemed to be no end to the Cap-
tain’s musical repertoire and the great vast seas always came alive 
with its potent accompaniment. 

The Captain had been quick to notice Tommy’s interest. He 
started to teach Tommy simple tunes on the piano. Then he showed 
him some basic chords to add for accompaniment. Tommy learned 
quickly. He seemed to have a gift for music. Whilst he had once 
sung popular folk songs and hymns while he minded the sheep on 
the bonny hills back home, he discovered the piano to be a more 
satisfying form of  musical expression. He started to look forward 
to that part of  the day when he and the Captain relaxed around 
the piano. Towards the end of  the journey, the Captain had started 
teaching Tommy how to read musical notation. Tommy found all 
the dots and squiggles confusing; but he persevered. He quickly 
caught on to the concept of  reading music. His effort was rewarded 
when he discovered that he could slowly figure out the notes on 
some of  the Captain’s more difficult compositions. He had to agree 
with the Captain. The piano was clearly a treasure, even if  it was a 
bit cumbersome on the makeshift sled.

Tommy paused at the door taking one last glance around the 
cabin, and, then, pulling his woolen wraps more closely around 
him, scurried off  to help his Captain pull the beloved piano across 
the frozen land away from the doomed ship. The wind was pick-
ing up as the two trudged awkwardly over the rough, icy surface. 
Jagged chunks of  ice poked out of  the frozen earth here and there 
at irregular and unexpected intervals, making the passage wrought 
with hidden dangers. The light was fading quickly and snow flurries 
were blowing around. It was not long before the ship was lost from 
sight, its fate forever to be a mystery. The two men mustered on, not 
knowing where they were or where they were going. The snow be-
came heavy and darkness surrounded them. They pulled the sleigh 
together, fearful of  losing contact with each other and the precious 
cargo. They knew better than to stop even when the cold started to 
freeze their fingers and toes. To stop would mean certain death.

Tommy lost track of  time as he lost all the feeling in his feet. 
The darkness was so intense that he could not see beyond his nose. 
Therefore, it was quite a shock to find himself  suddenly standing 
face to face with another human being, someone other than the 
Captain. The face was barely visible, wrapped as it was in skins 
and furs, all of  which was crusted with layers of  frozen snow and 
icicles. The narrow slits that appeared to be eyes were also covered 
in a thin crust of  snow and ice. Nothing was said as the stranger 

A word from the author: "This is a true story about a beautiful girl named
Meghan Ripley who lived near South Paris, Maine. She used to baby sit for my 
niece. The story was that she'd gone out into her back yard and been mistaken for  
a deer. When I read of someone's plight and it touches me and I write a poem..."




