
      Quiet Quitting.


      

      
      
         Snowfall smothers the wood,

As the cosmos watches.

Here, ‘Silent’ is too loud a word.
      

      
   
      End


      

      
      
         The daily dose of real

Is over. Time to dream.

It's time for thoughts to steal

The truth from what they seem,



And lull your mind to play

As the descending scythe 

Just slices one more day

Off from your little life.
      

      
   
      Something Seen on the Fridge


      

      
      
         I pass her face one dozen times

And gaze

And marvel, at the length gone by

From days of youthful passion crimes

And rough-red Brillo hair,



And now attired in black and white

I muse

What meeting you were off to tend

With bun and blazer, and step in sight

Through rose-bowr’d meeting square.



Her heart-shaped cheeks spell anarchy

I think

Each time they catch me, in a flash

Is she the same one, calling me?

With breath-starved solicitude?



Or maybe it’s some other kin

Whose house

I purge and stove I clean, and sink

I scrub with thought of Pharoah’s sin,

And time-felt turpitude. 
      

      
   
      Mooncurl


      

      
      
         Mooncurl

Always grins at Sun

But takes her own way

Wriggles like a snake,

And even jumps in front

To steal a ring of shine.

But all the light she takes, 

She gives away.
      

      
   
      Revealing Light


      

      
      
         Stars of the sky shine. 

In my mind I have been just. 

What is your excuse?
      

      
   