
West Seattle Farmer’s Market Poem #2 
 

early aroma of barbeque 
peony, mint and thyme 

food is fun, joyful and yummy 
 
strolling with sweets, sweetie  

a garden in my head 
loaky, smoky, folksy … people 
 

whose pocket doesn’t need a poem! 
enough dogs, smells 
music for all around 

 
 
new beginnings ripe 

like farm fresh fruit, for the taking. 
and every day, love for the making 
 

the communos fills my heart with color 
breath in the hustle, bustle and vitamin D 

which sense do you wish to explore…it’s here 
fresh smells of summer tickle my wishes. 
 

all the puppies shall be mine 
poppy petals soft like cat ears…blueberries 
sweet sunshine filters through the trees 

creating a magical sensation 
 
dancing in the street to the fantastic beat 

dreaming of what I’m going to eat 
BBQ, Indian, bakery of Thai 
wish I could eat them all 

and never stop to ask why 
oh please, give me the biscuit 
 

my truck brought the gear here 
moving to west Seattle …. best ever 
I like cheese 

the tiny salmon  
swimming in my brain 
whispers in my ear every night 

 
  



thoughts, inspiration, mastery 
the knot that ties them all together 

 
what the clouds bring me today 
joy and pleasure in all forms 

be alive inside … joy 
 
I wanted a side falafel 

but got a sandwich 
toasted shoulders 
sated palette 

 
as I was about to add a line  
the sun warming my neck 

I thought better of it 
yet brought myself to it 
like bees to a flower 

 
the sweet hum of market chatter  
combines with beautiful street music  

designed to flatter 
electric cello 
feeling mellow 

 
all the yellow  
rays on petals 

many plants awaiting  
spring earth 
plant now, eat later 

 
dog licking  
the back of my leg 

California street scene 
full of life 
 

a welcome relief  
from our daily strife 
 

Written a line at a time by many folks  
at the West Seattle Farmer’s Market  
June 11 2017sq 

 
 


