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Poetry by G. H. Mosson 
 
 

SUN LORDS 
  
  

On groomed streets we coyly scent and shine, 
cultivating your care through our enticing blooms. 
Behind the fence and along the road, our growing never slows. 
We abide being gardened as we spread across the loam. 
Despite what people plot, we arise in each lot and window-box, 
loyal lords of the sun, and gossip about bees, light and time. 

 
 
 
 

 
 

LEOPARDESS’ TALE 
 
 

Sunken, s-shaped, she 
suns in the crushed grass, her tail  
flicks, stills—stunned with heat. 
 
Drowsy, dust-coated . . . 
an enormous hoof chorus 
prods open one eye. 
 
Wind-wavy grass sways, 
tickling the glade. Flies swirl 
the caves of her ears. 
 
Below, the earth’s brawn 
she knows so well trembles, shakes,  
momentous as rain. 
 
Unsprung, wound, low down, 
she inhales the red dust-clouds,  
bursts for the blood-birth. 
       


