                                        Dandelion Whine

                                                     by Adrianne Balcom

The wheelbarrow, almost teetering

    From Wisteria clippings
Rests on three points while I

    Ruthlessly rip the flexible flora

Of Dandelions from rubbery stems,
    Pulling up one weed,

Tossing it, I spy dozens more
    Taunting, in the tall grass

Like miniature suns in a green Universe.
Sometimes the whole frees easily

   And,sometimes, just the globe of gold.
Sometimes a seeded sphere of white
   Disintegrates and delicately scatters

Through my clumsy grasp of
  Close cloth-coated gloves:
More clones for me to 

“harvest” in the Season.

Who delights in Dandelions?
   Maybe one so young who values

 “Bright”, and then the bee whose
Body mimics petals 

  In emerald expanse,
Hovers round my next prey

  Subtly warning me away

I turn away and hands on hips,

  Purse lips, and breathe the

Scent of torn grass and ripped stems.
