
      A Ballade of Xylophagous Insects
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      Untrickled Treats


      

      
      
         When you have a bunch

Of candy bars, you munch.

Days after Halloween

They will be your lunch,

Or ruining your brunch.

Though you are no longer keen,

I have got a hunch

Your paunch will feel the punch.


      

      
   
      Not To Be Confused With M&Ms


      

      
      
         The Man of H&H reclines

Nearby the Jello pyramids.



His car is made of Styrofoam

And hastens, not accelerates

To where the Wifey-person waits.



He'll take some Detos for the ride

And she will yell at him, of course

For all the Rantz his mom has said.



But now he rests, outside the plant

In Kai-row with the giant vats

And thinks of altering his path

To work for Almond Jubilee

Or Kit Kot, Nutters, Mike & Lee. 
      

      
   
      In the Autumn Leaves


      

      
      
         The crowds of oak and pine conceal

A sitting one. Along the road

They blend, but he a stack of red

A mantelpiece and slab instead

And chimney up a second floor

Suggest a household seen of yore.



A fire took it, all but bones

And pardoned from demolishment

He seems to me a man, who waits

Arraignment from the higher fates

Whose business I might scarcely know

But, stately, dockets me, I trow



Like all the families gone advance

Who gathered ‘round that comely hearth

In prideful commonality. 



The softness of the goldenrods

Surrounds that square, and lectures hue

To flecking winds and land to wilt

—All this to come again at tilt

Of spring return. But pose

The bricks, in amber, through the close!



And in a wonder, I confuse

That ever-joining ‘round the fire

With staging deigned for wilderness.  




      

      
   