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Nar a spade or showel,

Mot even a rake on a cinnamon-scented day.

No. I've never inyested in them

There's never kie v need.

For the weedS | Wi a5,

The clovers and yellow lions and white fairy tutus;

| see thermn at dawn, tinted all blue, from withered mornir E-
And again each evening,

When it's too cold to look very long.

I've never plucked one to admire their hollf

For the weeds in the grass, have a space in my heart.
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I've never clipped the juses ual (T,

Their petals fell and the wirs
But | never spared thgm = thainke

Their thorns and poli€én would sting my skin.
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A hushed encouragement on the breeze.

The roses have grown wild, bruising their own stems,
The lilies Iying limp and the tree AR vvives cne 4,
But the weeds in my grass.

Theipt  SEVREE

Are reachmg longingly for the house;

cardboard boxes, all labelled and neat.

| nope they = T

Filled with weeds.




