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. . . Gardner, if Names Stuck to Her 

 

Soft hints of life breaching  

Man’s feculence:  

      cement, steel and plastic. 

Green pocket mirages finding sun —  

absorbing and emitting;  

in constant reflection. 

I see her — prostrate  

at the sidewalk’s edge —  

before I see my weeds  

gasping for breath. 

She is old, bowed —  

all neatly bundled  

in a shell on her back.  

As the city veins pump 

us magnetic minnows,    she is without,  

feeling for the broken parts —  

running pure open nerves  

against ruptured conquest; 

she hunts nature  

emancipated from aggregate. 



Her arm stretches through an opening,  

to a burst of green leaves  just out of reach,  

coming up through a wound. 

A weed with desperate tendency —  

awaiting starvation 

by city poison —         it goes unnoticed. 

But to her it’s:  

  food —  

       medicine —  

                   history —  

       home. 

Resisting alienation.  

Fingers pull tender foliole into her palm, 

then she lifts it from the ground —  

rescued before runoff. 

Her energy spills over the brim.  

She pauses for a moment 

and gently puts the plant  

into a plastic bag.        

I step over 

her        

and continue. 
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