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Untitled

My forebears used to reign supreme. In the Kingdom of Salad contenders eyed our throne
and sheathed their swords. We were unassailable, we carrot kings.

We healed the sick, cured the blind and made the breath of lovers sweet. Cellulose, carotene
and vitamin A. Health: my resumé and raison d’etre. So why am | here, surrounded by
enemies?

My skin offends them; contaminated, they say. These jostling upstart organic beansprouts
and lettuce leaves with their oh-so-perfect chemical-free skins think they're healthy and I'm
the rotten apple. I'll show them. I'll pit my chemical curriculum vitae against their empty
calories.

Anytime.

Musings To Her Therapist

We were there at the beginning. Our elders sing the tale of our countless agile legs dancing
this world into existence.

We watched from snug dark places as dynasties flourished and fell - the giant dragonflies,
the nimble amphibians, the great lizards.

When you conquered the world, you tried to persecute our kind. We simply slipped in around
the edges of your lives, and thrived in a land of riches beyond imagining.

We will be there at the end. When you have gone, we will feast on the detritus of a billion
Happy Meals.

No Roach Motel will stop us then.



