
      Quiet but Effective


      

      
      
         How sad the trees

How sad the flowers

They cannot see their own beauty

—Raymond Smullyan



But so little of their beauty is meant for us to see,

The flowers dazzle in with designs in ultraviolet,

Cast meaning to the wind, utter sonnets in perfume,

And even tickle quiet air with electrical potential,

All done to coax the butterflies and bees

(Which have their silent codes, instructive dance in darkened hives 

To point each other to the finest blooms.)

Below the earth, deep roots touch, trade nutrients,

And fungi form their networks to report on forest news.

Understated? Rather, just stated enough.
      

      
   
      The Triumph of Evil


      

      
      
         The blind trees, the silent flowers,

Their unhearing clearing stood peaceful for hours,

Until it decended, and all hell broke loose,

With no one to see, hear, or speak of the goose.
      

      
   
      Shady Business


      

      
      
         A bright antique store, off the street

Gaudy in the sun

Gives a hint of autumn sweet

And goads my instinct in

ooooFor daffodils are a repeating thing

ooooAnd I am surfeited of Spring.



The flickered glances say to me,

“What do you want?”

As though a trooper in their garden free.

And in the doorframe sheen 

ooooOne turns his head as though to greet

ooooAnd now I tire of men to meet.



I wonder on through galleries

Of schooners on the sound

The chase of shining salaries

Ambition, manifest

ooooBut the gray glistened chop of sea

ooooShows me Struggle’s cyclicity.



At last alone, in darkened room

I marvel at some books

Whose voiceless murmurs in the gloom

Spell blind trees and silent flowers

ooooOf dreams and deadlines met

ooooBefore that time their sun had set. 
      

      
   