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after we sail into the garden 
plunge the spade into the hard rippled surface 
dive in and pitch out chunks of clay 
plane forward and fu rrow s ideways, 
after the g l immer of b lade, sh immer of sprout, 
wave of bloom and splash of fi rst fru it, 

it stri kes with a crash of jawbone 

broccol i  tosses 
artichoke topples 
cau l if lower crashes 
and strawberry s inks 

a d ried berry trembles above, 
savage teeth clamp, s hake, and wrench it down, 
the wind tears at battered leaves and c leaved stems 
I hold onto a remnant of the wreck, 
try to remain afloat as I cu rse, and watch 
the mound of d i rt t ra i l  in  its wake 


