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Fortune Written on Wet Grass

All over Florida, 

it’s drizzling

with dazzling monotony.
The rain is warm 
as a baby’s breath

and a sweat drop drools

down the middle 

of  my shirt

and cradles 

itself  in my cleavage

and I hear 

the rain 

talking to me—

it says 

I should lose 

ten pounds,

clean out my sewers,

comb my lawn,

learn jazz piano,

and spruce up 
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this rinky-dink operation—

Hey, rain, 

can ya hear me?

I don’t mind

being a recluse:

I’m not leaving 
this porch— 
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Fern #3

I love 
the fern’s tips.

With fronds 
like fur, 

the lacy spears 
follow 

the sun.

When the weather 
freezes, 

the fern is 
monstrous, 

all arms 
and legs:

yet it wants 
to 
live.
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The Rain Has Lost Its Mind

The dying grass waits 
 with its burnt tongue hanging out.

Rain begins to fall on the orange groves,
 fingers tapping hollow walls.

Suddenly, the rain loses its mind.

 Fireflies explode in the night.
 Elephants trample the clouds.

Wind tears away weakness: 
here the aloe
 that soothes mosquito bites, 
there the shed
 where birds nest 
 in an old tool belt.

Electricity out.

Dog hides
 in the bathtub.

I’m just a wee creature.

I find oil lamps
and coax the dog 
 into their light. 
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Catnip
(label on a jar on top of  my refrigerator)

One spring my fiancé 
set up our herb garden.
At first, he took it seriously.
We had parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme, 
just like Simon and Garfunkel,
and ginger, mint, dill, and catnip, besides.

But he didn’t water, 
didn’t weed. 
(He says he’s not a weeder.)

It’s hot here in Florida. 
It’s terrible hot. 
He put up 
this shade contraption, 
wooden slats, 
a kind of  jail for herbs. 

Soon they started falling down, 
the slats. 
And the herbs.

The thyme soon ran out of  time.
Poor little dill 
keeled over 
like wilted asparagus stalks.
Rosemary and sage 
never grew enough 
to save.
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My fiancé loved the mint. 
Wanted to know 
the recipe 
for mint juleps. 
And did we have 
proper cups.

Sorry, I’m not up to polishing 
my silver julep cups these days.
We’ll use plastic.
Mint don’t mind. 
Mint’s a weed.

All he had to do 
was buy a ginger root 
from the organic food store
and stick it in the ground. 

His first ginger crop
tasted like horseradish.

He couldn’t be 
bothered 
to stick 
any more ginger roots 
in the ground.

Goodbye, ginger.

Then it was goodbye, fiancé,

and I thought the herb garden 
was finished
when the weeds took over.
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But then there’s catnip, 
a hardy plant.

Catnip’s a beacon.

One by one, 
the feral cats in our rural neighborhood 
strut around and around 
the abandoned herb garden
on hot summer nights. 

They perch 
on a shade-slat amid the weeds 
and begin 
to yowl.
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Spanish Moss

They’re weighed down 
with curly beards,

heavy ones
that itch and bind,

these grandpa trees

who can’t breathe,

 and bits

 of  beard
sail off  each 
 time

  the wind 

    blows.
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Mangos

Mangos smell rotten, and their meat is greasy on the 
tongue.

If  a certain spider bites your finger when you’re 
picking a bunch of  bananas from the tree, you have to 
cut your finger off  with a machete. Otherwise you die.

Mulberries are messy, dropping fruit on the ground, 
staining the lawn purple.

Strawberries get pecked by birds.

Loquat trees are fussy; they can’t stand the cold.

Tomatoes gulp water like it’s going out of  style.

Forget peaches. 

Key lime trees get some new disease every year. And 
they have thorns.

You, my child, have sensitive leaves and need constant 
watering. Once your roots take hold, however, you 
will bask in the sun and grow taller than this house. 
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Tomatoes

We had hundreds of  green tomatoes,
 growing in pearly clusters like bells.

We thought as we bit into one:
 Colder than blood, but sweeter—

the first day of  summer,
 clouds gathered in groups,

humidity fogged our eyeglasses,
 as mud swallowed the garden—

stealing their miniature hearts.
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The Jogger

Lying in bed 
is not an option, 

although her doggy running partner 
is gone now,

but her running shoes 
don’t give a darn:

her dog 
has melted
into the tarry road,

the half-
awake 
live oaks,

and the sound 
of  neighbor dogs’
barking.
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Rain Again

Nothing’s 
more annoying 

than the Florida rain. 

Mothers 
pat down 
ruined hairdos.

Kids 
skate 
across Wal-Mart’s floor.

Nothing’s more fake 
sincere 
than the Florida rain,

slobbering, 
licking houses,
leaving green mold 
on concrete doorsteps, 

goodbye letters 
on clothes in the dryer,

dripping into attics
like sap.

It’s always there, 
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the Florida rain,

hanging around,
like fingernails growing
when you’re not looking,

seamless, 
day in and day out,

the same soaked and muddy front lawn, 
the same warm raindrops, 

the same 
supposedly soothing sounds,

although one morning, 
I did witness 
a heron 
hurl
a burst of  angry honks
into the deluge,

then fly
away.
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Eileen “Mish” Murphy lives near Tampa with her Chi-
Spaniel Cookie. She teaches English and literature at 
Polk State College. Her poems have been published in 
numerous journals, including Tinderbox Journal, Rogue 
Agent, and Thirteen Myna Birds. She is a staff  writer for 
Cultural Weekly. A prolific book reviewer and visual 
artist, she has also done the illustrations for the highly 
acclaimed children’s book Phoebe and Ito are dogs written 
by John Yamrus. Fortune Written on Wet Grass is her first 
full length collection.
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