
Laufey

      aking mornings with the Sun, 
     Spring threads Autumn spun —
       A Garden wish if ever there were,
         Fingertips touching never more sure.

W

     ood at shattering time s glass ceilings,
       Not so much at hiding feelings —
          Ingenius, inspired, singular ways,
            Leading role epochal days.

G

     n the story the Purple Iris told,
       Velvet petals fragrant bold —
         And to herself being radically true,
           Talking with the Sparrows nothing new.

I

E        arth s got a problem, that s well known,
         Place unrecognized, weeds overgrown —
           The World we ve longed for, way over due,
             Imaginable in part because of You.
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