
Beautiful Garden 

‘beautiful garden, good sir’ 

In the square box  
Of white picket lines 
Was a green garden. 
It was so tidy and 
Easy on the eyes and, 
my, the flowers smelt nice. 

‘why thank you – almost didn’t see you there!’ 

Metal once wielded hot 
Now cool was bent 
Perfectly for scraping  
And scratched scratched 
scratched at the hard 
Packed surface of earth. 

‘has it taken you a while?’ 

There was a seed, 
Just a seed of a weed, 
And the gardener said 
no. This seed of a weed 
Would severely displease 
If it spread. 

‘many years – almost, to me, like a child!’ 

The rubber tubes, Lub 
Dub, gushed on cue then 
Were hollow again and at 
Once. They poured forth 
Their watery promises  
On the pretty things. 

‘um – I don’t like to bother?’ 

The weed, just an idea 
In the seed, did not need 
The mangled metal on strange smooth wood 
(weird kind of tree) 
Or the little rubber rivers 
Going on off on off. 

‘what sorry – is something the matter?’ 



The soil loosened itself  
And its crusty brown knots 
To be a friend to the seed 
And its idea of a weed 
Saying Come Grow at Ease. 
The gardener did not know to be displeased. 

‘in the corner, can you see?’ 

Then the rain and the sun 
Wanted in on the fun 
And gave of themselves 
For the spirited seed and  
Its idea of a weed. Their  
Warmth, their wet – a mother’s milk. 

‘oh dear no – well thank you so for telling me’ 

The roots knew: no rules, 
Not how to grow for  
A gardener’s garden, 
Not that each plant  
Was a thought of 
His own mind. 

‘well it’s a beautiful garden’ 

The plant called a weed, 
The idea of the seed, was 
Plucked up. 
Not Again. Not Again. 
But there were other seeds 
With other ideas that 
The Gardener had not thought. 


