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when I walk 


wide-eyed 


through today


yesterday is forgotten


tomorrow faraway
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I HEAR THE TREES


I hear the trees


gather in sunbeams—  


it is loud as all those


flutter-songs of


summer-end birds 















I smell the orange


crinkle of leaves 


spiralling through husky fall air—


feel the brushes of tiny beasts 


burrowing inside swells of 


rough bark 















I watch autumn glow


through still warm trunks 


then surge to earth 


feeding a hungry spread of 


root-tangles with enough light


to last through 


deep winter and perhaps


the spring after that
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it is now


I can’t help but wonder as


I collect my own day—


have I gathered in enough


seen  heard  smelled


deep enough 


to grow my own 


memory-roots


enough to last until tomorrow


and perhaps


all my flutter-song springs 


after that
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I LOVE YOU


I love you says the bug to the moss


I love you says the moss to the rock


I love you says the rock to the mountain


I love you says the mountain to the sky


I love you says the sky to the sun


I love you says the sun to the moon


I love you says the moon to the sea


I love you says the sea to the Earth


As Earth says I love you to 


Everyone



























BAMBOOZLED BERRIES


the blossomest blossoms


the buddingest buds


burst from branches of the 


brilliant bush


oh they were blue blue beauts


bunches of bounteous berries 


brimming blazing bright balls 


beneath a blowy bonanza of 


balmy breezes but…


   beware 
















babbling boldface birds


bemused by the bounty of the


beauteous bluey berries have a 


brainstorm and billowing below in a 


blaring blast of bombastic bird-banter


brazenly begin to


besiege the berries and


with a breathtaking big bold


beaky birdie binge get


busy  busy  busy


in a brisk blissful barrage of


bite  bite  bite















oh 


bother bother bother


bemoan the bewildered 


befuddled baffled bitten 


bedraggled and thoroughly 


bamboozled berries—


how balefully bleak 


how bitterly beastly—
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things would have been


bloomin’ bloody better 


by the blinkin’ bunch


if only we had been born 


bumpy brainy bits of 


blah  blah  blah


bland old 


boring old


b r o c c o l i



























SPRING HULLABALOO


today


my two little dogs


unleashed from winter


charge all big barks up the 


whisper-green hill


throw themselves onto 


their backs and panting


kooky with love


go wiggling wild


side to side to side


rolling down the


velvet slope 


which just happens to be


up-popping a


spring hullabaloo of


yellow-noisy


miniature...


daffodils















DROP 


  BY DROP 


  BY DROP
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Orbiting bee in fresh buzzing garden


  goes


Visiting flash new blooms 


  with


So many honeyed kisses 


  as


Pearly rain-beads land on quivering stems 


  while


Thirsty leaves unfurl gloss-green 


  and


Drop by drop by drop earth waits 


  until


Scents burst colour-mad from damp ground 


  when


Sun finally streams a chirpy new spring 


  into


Everyone’s hungry petalled hearts















THREE NOISY FROGS


three green frogs singing


more frogs join croaking chorus


‘out of tune’ sobs moon















three flying bats squark 


dozens more dive screeching loops


‘pipe down’ pleads poor moon


    three plumed roosters crow


    earth yawns flash-loud morning songs


  moon fades


    seeks quiet
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THE STORY OF RUBY-WONDERFUL BEET


Beet sat very fat under earth


waiting for someone to move the turf.


Pull it out.


What in the world was taking so long? 


Surely it was time to be picked.


Beet’s once tiny clump of 


underground seed clusters grew


knotty-round with worry…


    and yet


        there were certain things it was 


    well… certain of.
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It knew spring had passed 


because spotty green rain was no longer 


splashing Beet’s baby-breath shoots.


Then, as a gaggle of its 


shine-happy leaves


strained to catch some yellow warm and


as Beet could feel a mob of


lightning-fast weightless creatures 


make merry under its deepening roots… 


it figured summer had rolled around.
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      So Beet 


       waited 


        and waited…


          till rising on-the-move wind swirled 


          pillow-piles of autumn clouds 


          through the sky.


    Still Beet waited. 


  Of course, by now 


  every single earthworm had 


  burrowed down and coiled up into a


  slime-coated ball…


  for each had stopped wiggling about 


  hoping cold winter frost 


  would soon play itself out.















Naturally after all that 


every other normal beet 


found its way into someone’s basket.


But not our brilliant Beet.


Fact was 


Mother Earth had other things in mind.


She held on very tight.


So very tight that no one 


     could possibly uproot her beet.


        And now Beet could do nothing else but… 


  well…


       keep on growing. 


   


        So it did just that.




































































































































































































































OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
I HEAR
THE TREES

UNTAMED POEMS <
FROM MOTHER EARTH


























