


Bad Poem

Litha: two years later

The longest day bonfires
Come not from flames
But from Sun in burning air

Sunflowers and lavender and 'lemon
Must like to burn
Honey melts into sun-baked cakes

Thank the wheel which turns
On this day to shorten the Sun
albeit slowly
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Language of Flowers
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Meaning:
feastin
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Rant
Why plants

The world is going to hell. So all
7 the old people tell me. They are |

-\//wise and experienced, so why

ouldn’t they be right.

~<If the eild is going to hell, I'11
have to feed myself. And medicate
myself.‘. That’s why I befriend the
plants. The parsliey and
dandelion, and other weeds will

gift me with vitality. The

plantain, queen comfrey, and al\“e-'*”j_f_,_, }
will heal me. Y Za

There are plants growing out"" a
crack in the sidewalk that may
mean the difference between
living, or dying a 19th—-century
death.
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