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Wind Flowers

The ever returning flowers of spring

overdue all winter long

slowly melts and winningly charms

the statue of the dawn

Each petal a symbol of hope

to mark the coming day

the wind moves flowers to dancing

I watch their bodies sway

Swinging and waving in cadence

bending to breeze that way

dipping and curtsying each other

as if in some child's play

Their regal heads now rippling

as up a slope they flow

flashing from moistured prisms

replacing December snow

If I had to ponder the wealth

'tween things like armies clashing

I'd gladly say it's more worth watching

a wild windflower dancing

 


 


 



A Gift Of Light

Expressing across the clustered sky

a favored expression from afar

probing the universe with light

opulent flickering of a star

Eternal glitter inclining downward

exploring earth to comprehend

Its first estate and orchestrate

the rise and fall of rain and wind

Naked cliffs and arid gorges

layered with primeval dust

react to rain's campaigning touch

emerging spores up thru the crust

Astral beams stir silent changes

volcanic rock once ashen gray

reflecting proof of wind and rain

the naked earth now verdant lays

Prismatic rays of flashing starlight

indifferent to a sterile night

propagating, the thread of life

clinging to cosmic streams of light

 


 


 



Living Ain’t Easy

I saw a spider by the pool

hunting across the grass

for lunch-time meat, a bug to eat

to satisfy this lass

When from above a yellow wasp

was on the wing for food

to store the nest for future treats

to grow her hatching brood

Diving at the weaver unaware

she saw the stinger coming

and deftly countered the attack

worthy of her cunning

What followed was a sight to see

gnashing, tearing, biting

victor at last the spinner rose

the wasp was through fighting

She spun the prey in silken coon

attempting to hide her

when from the deck a lizard jumped

and ate the hungry spider

 


 


 



The Field Trip

Yellow and purple four-o-clocks

around the mountain grow

leopard's bane designed in dew

that never saw a hoe

Uncommon pinks outlined in red

on up the hill aways

morning glory azure and white

napping during the day

Over the crest then down the grade

now in the noon day hour

we came upon an open glade

where stood the wild cornflower

Wedged nearby in timeless strata

unknown 'til now alone

strange but lovely ferns unsleeping

clinging to barren stone

Crossing the meadow to the house'

complex but not too rare

amber and hale we saw untilled

small daisies everywhere

In the garden spreading elder

had grown over the hoe

I don't know why I work so hard

to help these roses grow

 


 


 



Through This Window

As these present pages turn

and pass into antiquity

I too rotate my life

from future, present,

and past in you

yesterday I gladly remember

the rose and glove held out to me

by your cool, garden hands

your presence here is more

than I can understand

I awake in anticipation

of what you unclose in me

if there was some strange

cancellation of yourself

I and my surrounding world

would knock loudly

upon the doors of time

seeking entrance for my soul

for damned to pitious hell

would be the least of this burden

there is no more lonely

without you by my side

nor any dark place to hide

I shudder in thinking

and would cast a plea

to all the caring gods

imploring they would tender

this passing note

take care of you

you are the essence of my soul

 


 


 



The Little Green Heron

She did not stir an attack, yet

the shot with malice was aimed

stilling the herons wont to fly now irreparably
maimed

This will not bring the species down

heedless of a dragging wing

the need goes on in search for food

to feed the two offspring

Some things that never flew, akin

an undeveloped mind,

can't comprehend this ill design

something free is now confined

Yesterday each wing chased the sun

tomorrow, bird and feather

artless and torn, close asunder

will close out together

The wounded leave a scent to follow

her hunter plies North Slough

there will be no quarter given,

the fox knows what to do

 


 


 



Do Run Run, Cidny

The old dog sprung a leak

kidneys getting bad

twenty years round this ranch

is all she ever had

just blind, dumb addiction

could've run off and joined the circus

been something, had the smarts

instead of hanging out here

looking for a few good pets

and Alpo dog food

used to lace it with

beef stew gravy and chicken livers

the kids used to push her in the pool

'til they found out she liked it

seeding time she liked to ride

in the front end loader bucket

come thunder she'd cry at the door

run in and hide behind the commode

had to have her spayed

too many male dogs fighting

liked Sue Ann and the Vet, not local
'express

they sprayed her once with mace

after dark she'd run around the yard

barking at coons and 'possums

never bit nothing but a pork chop bone

the animal control just drove in

to pick up the ole girl

gotta go check the back forty

it's getting smoky in here

 


 


 



A Medal For Valor

This dying isn't easy

these wounds sad war design

the fightings spreading rapidly

I wonder if I have time

to see what kind of world

I leave behind

 


 


 



Capital Gains

Priceless rays of sunset

dance o'er the rippling sea

waltzing atop the endless tide

a scenic post card pocket free

Ballerinas orchestrate

cheered on from terraced rows

attempted reproductions

of nature's rhythmical flow

Tranquil nights of shadowed beauty

courting daytime cares to sleep

moonlight masses restore the damned

and wounded souls in rich replete

Dancing visions of yellow gold

desires that have no end

captivating isolating

fated thoughts of anxious men

Sunrise fashions of painted clouds

rise aloft yon distant moor

wardrobed like the autumn leaves

vapor trails outline the shore

 


Materialistic accumulations

spurred on toward mortal greed

edificing, collecting treasures

surfeiting an unmet need

Earthen sweetness emerging spring

attesting to the tolling bell

for plastic wealth and foolish pride

cluttering the well-used road to hell

 


 


 



His Mistress

(The Company Some People Keep)

She flew in through the open window

snuggled in his bed, I'm told

I wondered when I tried to wake him

why he was so still and cold

 


 


 



The Beginning Of Christianity

It was at most a generous plan

to ease the ancient burden of man

rescinding the rule of dust to dust

that life's sole fate was to death adjust

It was a noble, ambitious plan

to map a future for the soul of man

a second world, an eternal home

shaped by an architect unknown

The good news quickly spread the land

to every sect and native clan

acceptance faced surmounting odds

as the peoples clutched their alien gods

Quiet suspicion encountered the plan

rising from the tongue of man

indifference reigned with vocal distrust

"Lost are the dead, returned to dust"

Doubt with anger attacked the plan

jealous reactions followed from man

displaying the summit, of his skills

what he can't understand he swiftly kills

 


 


 



Echoes From The Universe

Enrapt with the pristine edition, one ear set
to the ground

I can hear the universe ticking in planetary
sound

back to the window of unknown wonder

rolling in depths of titanic thunder

cyclonic solar swirling, twisting

sucking, pulling, sifting, oblivion

the trembling rhythm of vast vorticies

spiraling bubbling on their axies

forging magic shapes from funneled masses

volcanic stars through nuclear gasses

An architect with uncrossed fingers

orchestrating the first of many

endless galaxies with worlds aplenty

through prisms of warping atmosphere

seed borne comets cross untold spheres

from time to time can't early avoid

land falling planets and asteroids

a star past earth just near enough

to solicit the start of human birth

not close at night to read or write by

yet far enough where often sleep lies

Olympian stars serve navigation

streaming light for habitation

beauty beyond the sweetest notion

the universe in endless motion

scoriae rivers cool pole to pole

linking nature, combining the whole

all culminating in just one goal

designing man from God's own soul

I hear the beginning ticking sound

the birth of heaven from this ground

 


 


 



There’s Gotta Be Somethin’ Better ‘n This

Two man force working hard

hating one 'nother

no time 'cept for despite

strengths oozing while complaining

rough to sleep any night

brain lights flashing

let the nerves ferment
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