A Divine Idea

In the wind above the trees

Turbines are spun with ease

Using the muscle

Of the Zephyr’s hustle

Wind-driven power’s a breeze.

Blue-paneled admirers catch every gleam

Of young Apollo’s fine horse-team

Harnessing their style,

Will last us a while

On power cleaner than a dream.

Deep underground by his hearth

Vulcan hammers at the anvil in mirth.

We should forge his might

To end our fuel blight

With geothermal power from the Earth.

Next, in Demeter’s golf fields

A bountiful surplus she yields

Lets turn the excess

Into something we can access

And a new power we will wield.

Just like there is no single wine

Many other fuels are just fine.

So lightly we should tread 

For as the Greeks said

Diversity is simply divine.
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