A weed grows between the plates, 
Sucking away all notion of joy, 
But attempts are made to soothe the aches.

Cruel are the heavens and their fates,
To plant this and remain so coy, 
A weed grows between the plates.

They open the garden’s rotting gates,
Allow the weed to spread and cloy,
But attempts are made to soothe the aches.

The inky root sits and waits,
And despite all efforts to destroy,
A weed grows between the plates.

Memories of bygone dates,
With hearts and minds they love to toy, 
But attempts are made to soothe the aches.

Now garden seethes and hates,
This is the heavens’ cruellest ploy:
A weed grows between the plates,
And attempts are made to soothe the aches.
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