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Imbrication 
 

coca cola’s® red and white lettering world-wide representing a 
refreshing drink it while it’s cold rather than warm and flat items, 
recycle or the ground upon which we live will become made of junk, 
leftovers, discarded trash, the unwanted items, purchased for safety’s 
sake mom says, when talking about bike helmets made in china 
assembled in mexico, shipped by large trucks wearing eighteen black 
sneakers, roaring up the nations highways, speeding past the 
economically friendly drivers of the smart cars are helping the air 
quality so we can breath deeply through clear hoses running from a 
polished, silver portable container inside its green bag over-the-
shoulder pads worn to protect the little league footballers from 
injury, rough and tumble tikes’ training wheels barrel down the 
sidewalk lurching from side to side, while father shouts to slow 
down or risk injury to a back must be taken serious, lay them on a 
flat board and strap them on tightly sealed containers keep food 
from leaking, making them amazingly spill-proof ziploc® bags keep 
food fresh, because of the double seal protection, what goes in fresh, 
comes out fresh made muffins packed in individual to-go containers 
of sixteen ounce bottles of liquid poland springs®, for those on the 
go grab a bag of chips and a container of dip to take to the game 
systems are great for all ages, create a mii® and become a golf 
champion in your living room America puts to the curb on garbage 
day their unused over-bought items in white or black bags, once a 
week, fifty-two weeks a year, sixty plus years for most of us would 
not like biting into hot plastic while someone yells, “bite harder.” 

 
 
 



 
Ode to the Forest 
 

Needles lie 
abundantly sprayed among 
broken branches, 
creating incidental homes 
for creatures who 
have not evolved enough 
to build; holes in 
fallen trunks become 
sanctuaries to some,  
made vagabonds through 
man’s desires; brown, red, 
gold, and wet leaves 
blanket the ever-damp 
floor, not seen naked in 
years, holding the 
moisture which rises 
on sultry days 
creating life.  

Giving and giving, never taking,  
only man takes. 

Promote and preserve,  
this life bearing, 
life breathing, 
ever-giving, but 
not ever-living thing,  
lest the ever-green king 
be overthrown. 
 
 
 
 


