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Garden Party

The sunflower in the sky
shed her feathers and fell
on to my pretend plate
like buttery crenels
that I once ate at the theatre.

There was a map on her face
Resembling the veins of a leaf
That once acted as a flute
Or a kazoo.
It not held the ingredients
Of our afternoon tea party.

A mossy salad with a grassy dressing
accompanied with a foxglove espresso
covered in a dandelion dusting
didn’t fill our stomachs,
only our hearts
with liquid butterflies flapping their wings
fighting to erupt.
