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A Little of This and That
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Let’s read a poem
and

when we’re done,

We’ll sit in the sun
and

read another one
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AN APRIL’S VIEW

The weeping cherry trees bloom

In daring white-pinks

On branches that were

Iced in brown rain

A month ago.

| guess they know what they’re doing -
Racing May’s foliage call,

Ignoring April’s nasty reputation.

I've seen blossoms fade and fall

In early spring pretence.

Their pretty days soon sung silent

By anxious rainfall that aches

Every petal from a slow-leafed branch
Defenseless in too-cold nights.

While the yet-furrowed soil

Where worms dream to uncoil

Lies blameless.



