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Heartsease

is love-in-idleness, the wild card
that plays the wild pansy —
pulls monkey-faces

at children — knows all about
affairs of the heart,

is Oberon’s flower in Shakespeare;
three-faces-in-a-hood

that thrives off neglect...

but mostly it’s the way

you hang your head

at the onset of rain

that | like the most...

and the way you go to bed.
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Dock

How we mistreated you,

tore off your leaves

to rub against our skin

hoping that you would take the
sting out of living.

We hurt you

because we ourselves were hurt.
We lashed out

and left the nettle alone.

It was cowardly, | know,

and our shame grew

like the green stain

you left on us

the mark on the palm

of the hand.



