GARDENERS
MADISON BEROS

Punish the rose
For its thorns

Pluck out its petals
Until it is as naked
Like a dandelion;
Uniform

To be placed in line

There is comfort in conformity;
Dandelions sway in the breeze
But for the pretender

The breeze is stifling

Trim it

Should the thorns grow back
Rip it

Should the petals grow back
Fix it

Should it grow back

With electric shocks

And concentration camps
Lobotomise;

Rewire its brain

To make the rose dandelion again




