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                                              Perfect Orchard
My early years,  my own perfect orchard

Well-kept and tended by four caring hands

The sun-kissed clear juices of apples run free

Gently coating the sweetness of youth

Protecting and enlivening all at once

Vast valleys and kingdoms for playgrounds,

the gateway's arched large for innocent dreams

I grew snug-fit, orderly, - blossoming and green

with promise and ripening at my command

A short fast-forward 

and a great silver bird misplaced me

Lifting and plucking my roots,  so sown

Gone from the great muddy rivers

and the rolling valleys and quarters of change

To my new ground of dried dirt and the deadwood

Absent each morning of dew

A long slow beginning

to a life among neon,  scorched by the sun

My collar would grow with maturity

Its design for white,  patched now with blue

My own apples of my eyes now budding

Regrow my own green in their sun

What I have learned is adaption,  perspective

The recognition of change and healthy despair

Each harvest becomes fruitful and crystalline

And my own perfect orchard's still there

