Weeds

Interlopers, crude destructor of yard

Strangling root and blade of beautiful grass.

My pure image proffered outward marred

By bitter weeds implanting stems so crass.

Silent winds blowing seeds of destruction 

Overwhelming righteousness where it grows.

My yard may be lost in woeful abduction 

Bringing meaning to struggle that impose.

Out foul invader, my leaf be left pure

Seeking solace and sanctity in space.

What blessing or proffer received to me lure;

Not your wicked root for this bed to waste.
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