
©2016 Emerald Breath: Poems to Foster Beauty by Cosetta Romani   |   https://www.createspace.com/6671490   |   http://www.amazon.com/dp/1539737721

“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

E M E R A L D  B R E A T HE M E R A L D  B R E A T H

Poems to Foster Beauty

cosetta romani

C R O W

I walk 
walk 
walk
to undress a mind 
restlessly thinking,
beneath this going 
a naked longing for 
stillness.

You caw 
caw 
caw
a new song from 
the mystery
like a spell 
from a wand
to halt me.

Only when I roost on
the empty log
across from you
your beak clamped shut 
eyes fixing me like stone
time seems pausing.

You see you have 
moved me to presence
then fly free on ebony wings
as if that was the only reason
we had to meet.

Now, dressed with stillness,
I have no desire of going,
I stay.


