Task: Week 1 Thursday 26 November – Line from Poem – IRIS LEAVES
Bernadette Horton

Iris Leaves
spiralling up to flimsy flotillas
of purple blue, spiked with cosmic latte.
Petals basking like mermaids
on rocks
who whisper to doomed sailors
wrecked on the tide of life,
miraculous healers of rickets ravaged bodies
lured by dusky maidens of the deep.

Science, unable to breed the blue rose
huddle together
dissecting your cerulean petaloid centre
willing it to erupt in a consummation with cornflowers
to perfect the quest of a century, an electrifying ocean
spectacle of flowery rainbow blue.

Money cannot buy colour.
Mother Earth laughs at obscene attempts
made by man
to Trump nature
to mass produce what the world cannot have
to line the baron’s pockets with fake gold.

Iris leaves
Spiral up to flimsy flotillas of purple blue –
The cornflower smiles.
