Red is in the Summer
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I see it in the rose

and the blood it drips

for the innocent children.

I see it in the mud

and the streams which cake

onto the shoes of passer-byes.

I see it in the moon

and see the mockery of its nemesis:

the blue sun.

I see it in the fog,

and taste it in the sky

as it falls on my shoulders.

I see it in the trees,

and its leaves prepare for autumn;

it cannot be avoided.

I see it in the eyes 

and the smiles

of all those who long for more.

