
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
         only immature sunflowers track the sun… 
         the mature ones know it will be back tomorrow. 
                                                              instead they track the insane painter 
                                                                                                       with poor impulse control.  
         there is the reality that he is in this field 
                                           covered with yellow paint 
                                           screaming at blackbirds 
                                           missing his ear. 
                                           there is no way to know where he will point his loaded gun. 
                                                                             perhaps now is the time to disperse the seeds 
                                                                                                                                              before it is too late. 
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