Jenny Armentrout © 2003

Midlife crisis in grass
My Superego Assistant sleeps along my side.

We pee and eat and sleep together

our garden dreams reoccur,

counting sheep together.

Strange

that cuttings of sharp sticks and medicines

Aid

in my mowing on the mornings

of Monday mass.

As I chop away that aardvark Aeneid

of artfully crafted topiary,

we hoe away any hope

of happenstance Happiness

or wholly perceived images of myself.

We tend to tear at tadpoles’ swimming ponds,

cooperating to take on a task

of Knowing

more about our landscape and time

in respect to the toll of life—

But what of the bustle of breaking my back?

Why cry over tied-on rose mites?

Because I am a lurid gardener.

Complete 

with veiny feet, an ample seat, and teeth

of withering hues.

My left-eye guy 

helps to spy on my mind

in order to pry

me away from killing the rododendrons.
