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Brief Introduction 

"Knocking at Death's Door" is a free e-book compiled of my poems, haiku, and a story at the end 

brought to you as a gift. I have been the creator behind Focal Breeze since 2012 when I decided to 

share my poems with the world and help others who are wanting to write poetry.  

The collection of poetry has been written by myself over the past year and focuses on the many 

strange life changes that I've undergone. Death, love, loss, and historical. It is my goal to share these 

experiences with you in hopes that conveying that no matter how terrible it gets, your journey 

should always be moving forward as you take those life lessons.   

If you've been following me for the past three years, I thank you so very much. To those that are 

fairly recent - welcome ! Hopefully, this will give you an idea of how I write and my mind processes.  

The ending story and poem focuses on the Salem Witch trials. I've long been fascinated by this 

historical event and was the focus of many essays I'd written in high school.  

With all of my love to you all, 

Susan M. Reed 

  

https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/
http://www.pizap.com/
http://www.morguefile.com/
https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/
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Focal Breeze 

 

Close your eyes and take a breath 

Don’t worry of life’s troubles – 

Inhale, slowly through your nose 

Exhale, let it all leave your soul. 

  

Feel the breeze on your tired face 

Focus, thinking of your happy place. 

Noises, yelling, screaming, and strife 

Let them all leave your life…. 

  

Absolute and utter peace 

All of the harmful decreased, 

Find your soul at ease… 

That is the meaning of focal breeze. 
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Under Dust 

 

Very long ago, 

I had a dream. 

Still far from it, 

Desire still lingers. 

Hours and hours pass 

Pictures of the past 

Moving along my screen. 

Excavations and preservation, 

Ancient cities under the dust. 

Holding no certifications, 

It doesn’t matter, 

The passion still lives. 

  

https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/2014/05/30/under-dust/
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Rainbow 

 

Storm finally ends, 

Colors of hope paint the sky. 

Awaken from sleep. 
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Origin 

  

Looking through old photos, 

I’m stopped in my tracks. 

The moment we first said hello 

As she rocked me to and fro. 

  

In a blink of an eye, 

It seems I was born. 

A heavy heart and a sigh, 

Fourteen years later, I would mourn. 

  

Time with her was far too short, 

A mother’s love never dies. 

Memories safely locked away 

Recalling her voice, quieting my cries. 

  

The story of my first image 

Is of love without an end, 

A closeness that won’t diminish – 

The origins of my first true friend. 
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Saint of Caring 

  

Three hundred years from now, 

Will I be remembered? 

If I shall, exactly how? 

Hopefully, for the better. 

  

Old files and writings tucked away 

Telling the future my hopes and dreams 

Child poverty and hunger to end – I pray 

Or clean water from the earth’s streams. 

  

Perhaps the words lost in a sea of writings, 

Speaking of death, grief, and losing people 

And giving hope to those who are fighting, 

Searching for a life where they can be peaceful. 

  

If any title is fair game 

And I can be remembered for anything. 

I would like – this title – to be claimed. 

Susan Reed, The Saint of Caring. 
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Love Letter 

  

Fingers graze over the envelope, 

Pressing the paper against my nose 

Inhaling the scent of the message 

Holding it ever so close. 

  

Eyes dancing over the pages, 

The script remarkably elegant. 

Haven’t received one for ages 

Words expressing sweet sentiment. 

  

How I long to touch my beloved, 

For his lips to brush against mine. 

For now, this will be enough 

Drinking his words like wine. 

  

  



© Susan M. Reed | Focal Breeze 
 

Time Bomb 

  

The uncontrollable human malady – 

I’m as prone as the next, 

Every emotion occurring rapidly 

Leaving me perplexed. 

  

Halogen lights blinding me in the store 

A young child asking an adult for a sweet 

The response shaking me to the core – 

Thunderous strike leaving me with a raged heat. 

  

My companion trying to contain my anger 

Pulling me outside, telling me not to interfere – 

The cries of the boy, piercing me like a dagger 

Envious of a time I could march in, with no fear. 

  

Before I allow my eyes to fall asleep, 

Embracing my own family. 

Making a promise I’ll forever keep – 

They will never know such tragedy. 
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I undergo many emotions 

Fear, anger, jealousy, and calm 

Lost in the moments, 

Ticking. Ticking. Little time bomb. 
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Autumn Thief 

 

Countless leaves under my feet 

Mere months ago up so high 

Boots maintain a steady beat. 

Another. Another. Falls from the sky. 

  

The narrow path – red and golden 

Time, once again, claims its victims 

Days shorter, and now, much colder 

Crunch. Crunch. All to be done is listen. 

  

The cold autumn wind blowing my hair 

Tickling ears, forcing my head to the side. 

Stop moving. Stealing the moment to stare… 

Seeing the beauty in those that have died. 
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Sea 

Numerous ideas in my head 

Struggling to write them down 

Before they become dead 

Sea of words could make me drown 

  

How long do I have? 

When can I find the time? 

Clone? Wish to split myself in half! 

Oh, to possess the energy from my prime. 

  

Write, paint, draw, or a new trade to learn 

My thoughts and dreams are diverse 

Perhaps all for naught, these concerns… 

A sea of vision – that’s my verse. 
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Dreams 

Time can steal 

Make no mistake! 

Loss and pain 

Left in its wake.. 

  

Ignoring the chime, 

This is mine alone. 

Memories of a time 

Not too long ago. 

  

Escaping for awhile 

Into the deep woods 

Freedom in my dreams 

Away from worldly goods. 

  



© Susan M. Reed | Focal Breeze 
 

The Wordsmith 

 

Twenty six letters 

Such a finite number. 

If you are willing and clever, 

Enter a world of wonder. 

Through eyes, they enter the mind, 

Rearranging the letters constantly. 

Forming words, making you escape 

To a world of such diversity. 

Not all is horrible, 

I pledge you this. 

They can be endearing, 

Filling your spirit with bliss. 

Oh, but that isn’t all ! 

Verse of terror, skin surely crawls. 

You see, the truth of what I speak, 

These letters can make you feel – 

Thoughtful, sad, happy, and smart – 

Some would say it is a work of art. 

To answer your question, don’t worry… 

I shall. 
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“When have I ever had this reader’s block?” 

Never, my cherished friend. 

This wordsmith’s mind is never locked. 
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Father Time 

 

“Lean in closer. 

No. Closer than that. 

I have a gift to offer. 

Spare a moment to chat?” 

  

“It depends on what you hold. 

Is it free? Is there a price? 

Without doubt, there is a toll. 

You’ll have to be more concise.” 

  

“I have a device to control time. 

Wouldn’t you like another hour? 

What would you do? 

Now, don’t give me that glower!” 

  

“What does it cost? 

Why only one hour? 

If you can control time, 

You must have limitless power.” 

  

“The price is neither gold nor silver 
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You have to employ wisdom. 

Though, I can see. You only desire 

To want more yet give none.” 

  

“I’ve known you only a moment, 

You’ve made your judgment. 

I have no need for atonement! 

I’m innocent of corruption.” 

  

“To give you more time 

Would be a waste. 

Give a nickel, you want a dime. 

And so, this is the human race!!” 
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Old Soul 

 

Smart phones, thumbs type swift 

I don’t loathe the latest trends – 

Eye of an old soul. 
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Won’t Back Down 

  

In the face of inequality, 

Standing firm to confront – 

To fight the dichotomy 

Unexpectedly, quite blunt. 

  

Words spoken, the boss sneers, 

“She’s fast at productivity, 

Can’t you act more like your peers?” 

Words spoke, cease my activity. 

  

Dropping my work, I turn around 

The woman I see, hurt too much to bear. 

Boss praising me, still won’t back down, 

“Never again, will you use me to compare.” 

  

Glares in her direction, 

His smirk now fading. 

Upon closer inspection, 

The lady is ailing. 
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The Walk 
  

Matching step for step 

Fingers wrapped in mine 

Red hair flowing – 

Result of what love designed. 

  

The same concrete 

My feet walked 

Never thought I’d repeat – 

My heart unlocked. 

  

Holding her hand tight, 

I never want to let go. 

Hasty – time takes flight 

And soon she will grow. 

  

Staring down at my child, 

The words evade my lips. 

Entire soul beguiled – 

Unyielding hold while time ticks. 

  

Steal those precious moments, 
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And never let go. 

Pulling her close, I’m focused 

Before she must grow. 
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The Light 

 

Night’s blanket now falls, 

That’s when light comes out to play – 

Dance – though the world sleeps. 
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Fly High 
  

“Second star to the right 

Straight on till morning.” 

Sprinkle dust, now in flight 

The sight is rather alarming. 

  

The boy was never to grow, 

Standing taller than before 

And forgotten how to crow. 

How can the pirate have his war? 

  

Deep behind his eyes, 

I can see his true self 

Behind this man’s disguise 

Must rediscover himself. 

  

Close your eyes Peter, 

Think and remember – 

The time you were a believer, 

And Hook’s hand you dismembered. 

  

Sword against sword, 
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He’s learning fast. 

The crow still unheard, 

“What’s your happy thought?” I asked. 

  

He holds his arms close, 

Digging deep in his core. 

Smirking – he now knows, 

Flying high, now restored. 

  

The little pixie showers me with dust. 

Grinning to myself and charge to the heavens, 

He flies faster than ever, I must adjust! 

Soaring through the air with this legend. 
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Silence Falls 

 

Five days straight, I write… 

How the muse croons delightfully! 

Day six – silence falls. 
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The Island 

 

Dear sweet  friend of mine, 

Two candles, book, tent, and knife. 

Will see you again. 

  



© Susan M. Reed | Focal Breeze 
 

Anywhere 

 

Too young and too naive, 

You’ll never make it there. 

Failure awaits if you leave, 

You have not one prayer. 

  

Long, winding sea of road 

Leads the way to a new life. 

Jaw clenched, negative mode 

Leaving this world of strife. 

  

Swear they know me so well, 

Failing to realize their words 

Compel me to say farewell. 

Freeing myself from these cords. 

  

Motor humming, wheels rolling 

Getting far away from there 

Away from them – so controlling. 
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I make it here – I’ll make it anywhere. 
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Swings 

  

Sneakers dug into dirt 

Let go, fly high 

Taking this moment to revert – 

Swinging to and fro. 

  

Eyes closed, nostrils flared 

Higher and higher, I persist 

Leaving all behind, though scared… 

Cold metal chains, firm in fist 

  

Maintain my flow, nearly hypnotic… 

Decades have passed, but I survive 

Revisiting a time so chaotic 

Up, up – must stay alive. 

  

Was it when I scribbled my first check? 

No, that can’t be when I grew… 

Before everything was high tech? 

No… I’m sorry, that’s untrue 

  

Higher, higher, and here I go 
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Readying to take flight 

When was I aware I’d grown? 

Legs stretched, gather my might 

  

Riding the back of the wind, 

Bracing myself to come back down, 

Yet refusing to be confined 

No more pain or tears will I drown… 

  

Years and strife, all this behind… 

The answer is quite clear. 

Age is not how I’m defined, 

Tiny spark remains – year after year. 
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Icy Touch 

 

Broken heart and clenched fists 

Not a stranger to agony’s stinging kiss. 

Somehow, still not prepared for this – 

Thirst for vengeance, so hard to dismiss. 

  

Death’s icy touch grazes yet again 

Never relenting… never showing mercy. 

Human flaws, consequences inhumane, 

The end came too quick for his journey. 

  

Neither old age nor disease was the tool – 

Was an act by one – his thinking terribly flawed. 

Unholy deed committed by an unreserved fool, 

A mortal man pretending he was a god. 

  

Three decades – now my cousin, gone! 

Taken from this earth by man’s invention. 

Memories and pain, I continue to dwell on. 

Ending a life, beyond my comprehension. 

  

One question leads me into a trance – 
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If I could reap vengeance on this person, 

What would I do if I had that chance? 

Coming to the answer, more than certain. 

  

Had I the ability to dispense justice, 

“Eye for eye, or tooth for tooth?” 

Mere notion of him, I’m utterly disgusted. 

I’m a human that never would. 
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Lighten Your Burden 

 

Living a life under barter, 

What would I first offer? 

Long list of services to charter, 

The first would be an author. 

  

Needing a gorgeous portrait? 

Painted with absolute care? 

Perhaps a photo? Simply gorgeous! 

My skills do not end there. 

  

Require writings in verse? 

We can strike a deal. 

While I labor your words, 

Won’t you prepare a meal? 

  

If you don’t know how to cook, 

Don’t waste a moment on worry. 

I have many recipes in my book – 

My comfort food will leave you merry! 

  

Do you have need of advice? 

https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/poetry_collection/
https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/artistic-paws-portraits-service/
https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/focal-breeze-art/
https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/smoky-mountain-photos/
https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/2013/03/15/noises/
https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/2013/01/14/sausage-casserole/
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Answers that you desire to know? 

I listen well – no need to ask twice. 

Give me a moment to lay out my tarot. 

  

In a world structured on trade, 

I don’t believe I would perish. 

The goal for me would be the same. 

Serving others, a quality I cherish. 

  

http://healingeffectstarot.com/
https://focalbreeze.wordpress.com/about2/
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My Four Legged Family 

 

Day full of friction, 

Ends with my babies curled close. 

Wrapped around their paws. 
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Winter and Fall 

  

Time. How you tick away. 

Seasons moving faster 

How I despise the heat today, 

Hotter than a southern pastor. 

  

Eyes closed and I drift to another place, 

Manifest the cool wind in the air. 

Snow, bright and falling upon my face, 

Humidity no longer affecting my hair. 

  

Cringing at the thought of another year, 

Here it is now and gone so quick. 

Which is more terrible and severe? 

The heat or the clock’s sound: Tick. 
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Stay Strong 

 

Malice directed, 

Same words now said to my friend. 

Advise him, “Stay strong.” 
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Death’s Knock 

  

Matter of my mortality raised, 

Understanding at a young age. 

Sightless stare leaves me dazed, 

Childish heart filled with rage. 

  

Year after year has passed, 

As does those I adore. 

Life as well as pain won’t last, 

Death’s knock loud at the door. 

  

For me, it will one day beckon, 

My mind seems to wander. 

The prime learned lesson, 

My life won’t be squandered. 

  

When it’s my time to leave, 

And my sight is no longer there. 

Don’t take too long to grieve, 

Enjoy life, filling your heart with care. 
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Twilight Has Fallen 

 

Dear Brother David, 

Had I known what I know now, I would have cancelled passage to this country and 
remained in London. I’m not even sure that is entirely truthful. The reasons I had for 
leaving in the first place was that I believed in what I heard of the promise, the potential 
of this new land. The entire settlement has gone stark raving mad. 

I should have listened to you, dear brother. 

Governor Phips has set to arrest many on the charge of witchcraft. Soon, they will come 
for me – this I am sure. I live alone – far away from Salem’s village but close enough 
that I know I shall not be able to avoid detection much longer. More of a certainty since I 
allowed my curiosity to precede my better judgment. 

I’ve had the disturbing opportunity to watch one of the trials. The inquiry is such a 
mockery of justice I’ve witnessed. The young girls are clearly performing a terrible 
pretense and sending innocents to their death. The witch’s mark they speak of – ’tis 
merely mole! Countless impassable tests they thrust upon the accused.  The young girl 
called Abigail seems to be something of a leader in the accusations and I have given 
her one of the dolls I make. That is considered an act of witchcraft in the village – 
among so many other items of guilt. 

 

I could watch no more and I fled. 

http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Salem_Witch_trial_engraving.jpg
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I have discovered a few methods others have taken to avoid trial. Accuse another of the 
crimes – which I did witness for myself at the trials. I could not perform such treachery 
to save my own life. 

Pregnancy is not possible – this, you are well aware. Confessions seem to be the action 
most villagers are undertaking but I haven’t the desire to undertake such an act of 
deception. 

The only option I have is to abandon my home and carry on elsewhere. Passage for 
return to London is impossible. I have prepared to leave this night. The full moon is said 
to hang high in the heavens. I shall use it to light my way. It is either tonight or I will 
never have the ability to depart. 

Now, I write this letter. My hand trembles but this must be known. I hope against hope 
that nothing such as this ever occurs in the future. I will send this letter from Boston 
once I arrive. I have intentions of  traveling to New York. 

I must leave now. The twilight has fallen. 

I see the light of a torch outside. 

Oh, dear God. 

 Your sister, 

 

Margaret Chumley. 
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Morning Light 
  

To live and love, 

Despite all pain 

I tried to rise above 

Hope begins to wane. 

  

The eyes of my children 

Remind me of my love. 

Obstacles we’ve overcome, 

Yet here I am – the villain. 

  

Chained to this wall, 

Morning’s light near. 

All to do is recall 

And battle fear. 

  

Warned to depart, 

Not to marry the Wilkins’ lady. 

Only she has my heart, 

Though, her family is shady. 

  

Desire to provide, 
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Acquire additional soil. 

Led my family to divide 

Scorn causing me to recoil. 

  

Yes, I allowed the woman escape 

Our eyes met momentarily. 

Refusing to incarcerate, 

Constable gazes at me warily. 

  

I should seek some rest 

The stone acting as pillow. 

Closing my eyes, recalling their test. 

Voices cry, “Guilty John Willard!” 

  

Perhaps I should have kept silent 

And followed in toe. 

Sentencing the innocent – so violent, 

My soul crying out, “No!” 

  

I shall have no regrets, 

They are wrong – their trials. 

The truth should be professed, 

It is extremely vital. 
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Morning light enters my cell 

Step after step, pushed to the gallows. 

Seen by them all as Satan’s rebel, 

Standing tall on the scaffold. 

  

Rising my eyes, finding strength within – 

I never did all the things the Wilkins swore. 

Clearing my throat, I announce once more, 

“I am as innocent as the child unborn!” 

 

 -The End 

  



© Susan M. Reed | Focal Breeze 
 

Conclusion 

I hope that you've enjoyed reading this short collection of poetry and my ideas on the Salem Witch 
Trial.  

If you would like to check out my other books, please visit my Amazon Author's Page.  

Best wishes and love, 

Susan Reed 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/-/e/B00M6DHBA6
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