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“This is a book of poems that are awash with incantation, and longing  

for a place where the heart can mend, pray, and wonder as my heart has,  

in lingering here in the work of an important poet, whose work is akin  

to prayer.”

 – Char Sundust, spiritual advisor, teacher, healer,  

  and inspirational speaker

“Cosetta’s rich poetic offering ignites and restores our embodied senses  

and intimacy with the natural world that pulses in our own breath, body 

and soul longings. Thank you for this treasure which is brimming with your 

wisdom and realization of the magic in the midst of everyday life.”

 –  Shiva Rea, yogini, author “Tending the Heart Fire - Living in Rhythm   

  with the Pulse of Life”

“Emerald Breath” is a rapturous, soulful love song to nature, including  

nature within. Cosetta’s evocative poetry reveals her deeply female wisdom 

– an instinctive, intuitive, wildly intimate conversation with life itself. Each 

poem is a heart-call, a teaching, a sacred offering to the mystery of creation. 

This is a gift to read slowly, pause often, and savor the beauty you love.”

 –  Camille Maurine, Meditation Secrets for Women

“Passionate and straight from the heart. Cosetta speaks with a strong,  

sensual, feminine voice and invites us into a world where the skin is alert  

to tingling.”

 – Lorin Roche, Ph.D., Author of Meditation Made Easy, Meditation  

  Secrets for Women, The Radiance Sutras
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O C E A N  L O V E

Here
at the beach
where the weather

is
always
right,

I find
my breath
growing fuller,

feet
sinking 
deeper.

I bow to the ocean
and step on her skirt,
she gives a cold flap

that resurrects
the stream
in my heart.

With long arms 
she pulls me closer 
to her breasts 

to wash the stress 
that steals
my zest,

splashing
her giant belly
over my crown 

crashing strings of thoughts,
buckets of moods
and shoulds and wrongs.

This water is my mother,
no wonder her tears are 
as salty as mine.


