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The nuisance of weather

You have to live with weather.
Let it lick your face

elbow your plans

tumble you into the jet stream.

You change and rearrange
the coat the shoes the attitude.

Sunshine when you need shade,
Rainfall to muddy every note,
Cartons of slush in the mailbox.
Long, dim days that track

the floor with uncaring -

Tell them to wipe their feet.

The Nuisance of Weather
by O.R. Gami © 2009
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As Fall Sets In

An Origami Poems
Autumn Celebration Edition, V II
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I want to say something about goldenrods

how prolific they are, waiting to be sickled
along the town roads with the touch-me-nots;
how little notice, how little difference

they make in the world, invisible, void,

being the fruit fly weed of New England,

so heartily hardy they stand ignored

like life itself — which just keeps up its end —
creating replicating fornicating,

all the while ignorant of and in its needs,

the thrust necessarily pause-hating,

so that those of us who parse and name, cede
most roadways to ignorant lustful life

that ingratiates itself like the actor rife

with talent to imitate, then move on.

T'want to say something about goldenrods
by Barbara Schweitzer © 2009



