TWO  POEMS:

An old oak:

Already withstood numberless storms, says the rough bark.

Rose again many hundreds times after the dead of winter, says the thick bole...

… and continually fruitful, say the innumerable acorns.

Has experienced the changing times, says the river beside – Saw many generations of people come and go. Saw the children blissfull play and the happiness of peaceful time.

Also saw fear and despair of war and oppression … and lost man.

Was only a silent, breathing observer, close to cration and far away from wishes, says the ground  below –  Has always obeyed the laws of earth and sky with humility and devotion.

Bore its fate with delight and dignity.

Knew only joy and happiness – No fear, no melancholy covered its glory, say the birds twittering high up in treetop – Only spreade its arms to honor its creator by sang and danced in the wind – all the time ... what joy.

Made a lot of dirt, says the human cuting down.

Stood in the way and took sunlight away.

Will warming my house in the coldness of winter – another philosophy is foreign to me.

An old shoe

I am an old shoe but I was a good one, say look and make of the shoe.

I was a trekking shoe, says the rough profile, saw many grounds, gave safely support.

She wasn´t a rich person, says the worn leather – bleached from sun and care –  but good quality was important for her.

Have safely prodected from wetness and mud, say the water proof membrane …

... But this isn´t longer, say the disolved seam with the dangling thread.

Was loved and appreciated, say proud the stuck together sole ...

... Too long, say the ragged base – giving a peculiar feeling while walking.

Was also a work shoe, say the parched dusty leather...

… Used in the garden, say the earth between the grooves in the profile – almost completely abraded.

She was a conscious woman, says the garrulous tongue – loved nature and creatures.

„But now you have experienced enaough“, say the new shoe beside... 

… itself curious about life.

„Go retire and be aired“.
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