 A GRIEVING GARDEN	

ALOE 
Fingers stretch slowly
forwards and coyly
beckon.
Sparse teeth, unholy
with hostility,
threaten
to swallow 
students. Almighty 
lesson

learnt unconsciously,
yet felt woefully. 
Reckon
and bargain, vainly,
with myths of safety. 
Second
by second, lowly
victims swim, palely
prisoned.


Kraken born from soil and sat in wait. A torrent of emerald hands, each reaching from the depths and beckoning to the latest lament loitering by their shore. Writhing mass of layered flesh lined with teeth that spear, but do not slice. Jade waves which wax with the sun and wane with the moon harken to wet wanderers, and invitation to wallow in their woe. Surrounded by the empty expanse, searching for sensation, the exile grows pallid as he paddles from the familiar flora. Viridian vipers reach and writhe, a serpent of sage curls herself around him. He fails and falls, unthinkingly, into the sinking maw. Impaled by a thousand teeth, enveloped by a thousand hands, held captive like countless castaways before him. Nothing brings pleasure, yet nothing brings pain. 



LAVENDER 
Lilac light bruises each tree,
Bathed in unclaimed artistry.
Here blossoms a devotee,
Lover of hypocrisy, 
Victim to wilted psyche.
Dictated, he cannot flee,
Denial drowning minds while meek,
Calls on questions, bleak: is he

Blind, or refusing to see?
The patient steps, warily,
Deftly avoiding debris,
Wrapped in false security.
Revealing his clouded key:
Rejection of what must be
With belief that pain is weak -
In vain, seeks sincerity.


The involuntary traveller, empty and aching, is reborn unto the reef. Foliage clouds coat an island forest in a thousand shadow bruises. He awakes, awe struck by its beauty, wandering through her winding walls to the heart of the isle. Ghosts of mulberries matte the mauve floor with their bloodied bodies. He stands and stares, dropped from the jaws of fate into jurisdictions as familiar as they are foreign. Personal purgatory forged of both what cannot and will not be seen. An unfortunate glimpse of the grove’s purpose crosses his path. An echo of truth approaches. Lilies torn and trampled. A scene once blindly divine now destroyed by knowledge. A terrible truth understood, a terrific tomb unveiled to a terrified traveller, unwilling. Thumbs plunge into sockets, plum tears stain chalk cheeks, peace becomes paramount. Avoidance brings amity, inescapable in its necessity. A sacrifice of sight to the deity of denial.



BIRD’S FOOT TREFOIL
Rouge tipped fury, borne of sorrow.
Flame turns forest into meadow.
A curse to many, a boon to some,
Righteous anger forever won,
Heat has found a new hell to harrow. 	

The bending bough of the willow,
Each curling coil forced to borrow,
A climbing crackle it cannot outrun.
Rouge tipped fury

Borne of virtuous rage and left to grow,
Spreads a seed, black like the crow,
And bares visions of a world undone.
Spurred by the glow of the sun,
Inferno will return tomorrow, 
With rouge tipped fury.


Rage ignites. The gift of knowing tarnished with scarlet and set alight with his indignation. A mass of flame, an ochre heart tipped in deep red spikes as the betrayal of her bounty blooms. The forest alight with black billow, the traveller tumbles, blind rage, white hot and impotent. Omnidirectional fury caught by nothing and retorted by no one, an echo chamber of his own making. The flame drenched flowers spite him, spitting sparks around his ankles and relishing in his rage. Mutual enmity turned to ruthless retribution as the gift of sight is resentfully returned to the reluctant explorer. A patient callously cured of his voluntary malady. Once clouded by his cowardice, now thrust into the into crimson cruelty raging around him. Furious and forlorn, there is no way of knowing where her flame ends and his begins, each engulfed in equal indignation.


MORNING GLORY
A beggar’s work is never done, nor will
It ever be. A desperate man does not
Want, instead he simply needs. Demons fought
In solitude are those hardest to kill,
Tears wept alone are those hardest to spill. 
The throb of misery not soon forgot, 
A desperate heart, torn out and left to rot,
A desperate wish, whispered but unfulfilled.
Yet, Lord’s name in vain, I’m on knees to plead:
A fallen face hidden behind a crack, 
A failing voice calling for time turned back. 
Ache of remembering lost love to cease.
A prayer for ignorance, my truest need
or, if unanswered, time’s cruel hand’s release.


Ash and ember caught in magenta flutes - tipped and turned to charcoal rain. Ornate umbrellas deploying the torrent rather than staving it off. Smoke haunts the trees as it slowly dissipates and reveals the devastation caused by the one sided war he has waged. An unspoken armistice is called, a wish for things to change is implicit in their crestfallen movements. He sits, slumped against the blackened bark of her arm, and she, in turn, extends what’s left of her lush leaves in rudimentary comfort. He crumbles and begins to beg, beseeching her to turn back time, reverse the curse, release him from reality. Despite her want, her need, her hope, the forest knows she cannot provide - and despite pursed lips the pilgrim knows that he must wait the ache out, bide his time. His fury and his folly fight endlessly inside, as the forest weeps a dust of tears, powerless to her pride. 


COLUMBINE = 	faithlessness (depression);	 sestina
Drained to deathly pale, 
Each petal shadowed in crimson.
Her ochre heart bleeds
In its bed of bruises,
As she slowly sinks
Into her melancholy.

The sky aches with melancholy
Cold light through clouds, a pale 
Lavender hue where the weary may sink
And avoid the valley of crimson.
Tender souls bruised
and waiting to bleed.

Each morning bleeds 
Into the next. Melancholy 
Throbs in the skin, like bruises,
Marring under eyes - turning pale
Flesh patriotic shades of navy and crimson.
Floating heart burdened with desperation to sink.

And so, she sinks.
Allows her edges to bleed,
Allows the river to run crimson,
Yet, it will not stave off the melancholy,
Her mind plush and pale
Watches helplessly as clouds cast their bruises 

Desperate repetition only serves to bruise.
An unending cycle, an unending sink-
Hole. A rivulet of happiness pales
In comparison to an ocean of sorrow. Night bleeds
Into night, melancholy into Melancholy,
A wide brush painting the landscape Crimson.

Even in brief Joy, she still awaits crimson 
Tides and mental bruises. 
Her default state is melancholy.
There is nowhere else to sink. 
Familiar comfort in what bleeds,
A world at ease when the sky turns pale. 

Palest mind and heart, crimson,
Threaten to bleed and bruise,
As she continues to sink into her melancholy.


Emptiness emanates around the arid isle. No longer lush and lavish, a sheet of soot stains all surfaces as the wood resigns to its fate. A cacophony of despondent sound swimming and swirling around a heavy mind. The reverberation of a single phrase eroding the inside of the skull: “I should have done better.” Outside edges sharpened to a point in order to protect the ghost within, desperate to hold the skeleton in the closet. “I should have done better.” Words whistle in the trees, wade through the rivers, and wander the thicket. The stillness is suffocating, the soft hammer of his pulse enough to break the silence. Her leafy limbs grow limp around him, her heartfelt hands feel hollow, coddling no longer comforts. Nothing comforts. In a small act of minute defiance, he rises, adrenaline audible. Vibration behind the eyes, a pressure begging to be released. All at once the mightiest scream of all is boiled down to a whisper, 
“I could not have done anything.”

PRIMROSE 
The ghost of your perfume still follows,
Soft, as I waltz through our once lively home, now hollow;

The spectre of your laugh is with me,
Heady grins on hazy days, a lost reality;

The imprint of you haunts our bedroom,
Peach candles flicker and dance, now blown and left in gloom;

Baring no wish to see tomorrow,
The halls bathed in anguish, while your mind bathed in sorrow;

Stowed amongst the lilac specked trees,
A blossom droops, devoid of glee, and sways with the breeze;

A flower of life, severed in bloom, 
Despite ardent appeal, we inter you to your tomb.

But now, with blessing from Apollo,
I may soothe my wounds, learn to heal rather than wallow;

For your return is a fruitless plea,
Who’s focus drove fragile hearts to near insanity;

Painful memories may be exhumed,
But throughout my short and murky time, they must not loom.

These words are spoken in naïve vain:
But, know, my love: you have not induced eternal pain.


He sat back and sighed, soft and sedated in his emptiness. For once thankful for the dull ache across his chest. His words were all but a revelation. The only congregant was his consciousness, and the only sanctuary was sincerity. Relief washed over him, tickled every pore like blossoms falling from a tree. A weight lifted from every inch of his body, the ghost he carried walking on her own two feet. The forest began to bud once more; beauty may be in the eye of the beholder, but none could behold her long before becoming breathless. Soft pinks, deep blues, muted yellows, and vibrant purples tentatively tilt skyward and begin to settle in the shine of the sun. The isle herself is beaming, as the traveller builds his strength. A single step forward, toward healing, is better than one thousand steps to the side. 


BEGONIA
Here lies the throb of pestilence:
A jungle of maladies left to fester.
Our testament to benevolence,
To care for a decrepit ancestor. 

Here lies the ravage of war:
Grim seeds in every field are sown
Sweat ekes from every pore
As men plant their crop of bone

Here lies the sting of famine:
Thunderclap rolling through the bloat,
Echo chamber the diener may soon examine,
Until then, distended body stays afloat. 

Here lies the release of death:
Ice cold knife plunged into the wreck,
Gasps out a final, choking breath
As peace is forced down their neck. 


Pink foam crashes its waves against the shore, lapping at the edges of the island like a lover. He saunters, satisfied once more – leaving his ordeal a changed man, as they always do. Her roots ache at the sight, begging him to stay despite his imminent rescue. A silent warning that none hear and none heed, they will return to her. She wishes that this could be their last first meeting, that her work could be complete. As the traveller reaches the shore, a gentle crash muffles his final words. They did not matter; she would see him again soon enough. The isle grew cold as he walked, slow yet purposeful, back into the waves, whisked away in the swift palm of a powder pink hand, back home to forget her sacrifice. Oblivious to oblivion, unmarred by the macabre; each visitor forgets their victimhood, until they return to her shore.
