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Gardener
In came gentle rays 

lifting the night’s cool 

delicate dew.

Baby-blues promise a new day,

in that silent suburbia

awash with heavenly glow.

Curious hands tousled 

beneath the golden patches,

Snaked their way along  

eggshell roots.

Soft earth soon gave way,

Revealing jaded porcelain stems.

And up came fall’s forgotten squash,

and velvet, limber branches.

Stubborn fingers tug firmly at the 

mature, woody stems.

They prod at sleeping grass,

pry for burrowed infant greens.

Gone were hints of glistening sand,

its place reserved for black gold,

so rich yet suffocating

for the scattered damp seed.

Discount daisies sit amongst the soil,

no mercy for the 

gasping dandelions,

and teetering tomato buds

sit pristinely against 

weathered ragweed.

She watered on the clock,

precisely at sunrise and sunset,

and left alone the swollen fruit- 

said they were,

too precious for picking. 

Her dire life waits patiently for 

crisp autumn winds,

when sincere frost 

promises once more, 

forgiving slumber.
Age

Sometimes I’d catch

a glimpse of you

sprawled 

across our hand-me-down cushions,

when the humming fan would

yellow the bleak summer light,

and mumbling televisions would

stir your thoughts. 

You’d spend long days 

in the salon, 

with toluene’s bold aroma

saturated in your cracked fingers

and acrylic dust settled on your 

work blouse. 

I used to dream that you’d still

tell me partially remembered

princess stories,

fry me fatty ham 

and leftover jasmine rice,

let me doze off

with your hand massaging my back.

Tell me,

Everything will be alright.
But we both know that

I’d already grown too old.

New Worlds
On that scorched June day, 

we watched the cerulean lake 

drape itself 

with the tranquil sky,

inviting the cirrus clouds

to dance.

Yet, your outstretched arm begs for

my eyes,

blurring crystalline views.

Your irises provide an ether,

overcast but never 

storming.

My fingers trace your racing heart,

but does it beat the truth? 

My love, your sweet whispers 

muffle your songbirds,

and your sugared smiles 

sprout hedges. 

I dare you,

invite me to a world

of your own. 
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