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Do the trees, like us, dream

of falling, falling into the earth’s flat embrace
or share the lilies’ dread of being ripped

from the dark earth,

[]ungrounded?

Maybe they are more like my friend Annie,
*lwho dreams of being on stage naked
lbut unembarrassed,

continuing her favorite lecture

to the unseen watchers beyond the lights.

I hope my mother, who has been sleeping so long,
is like my friend,

*lunafraid and doing what she loves,

=lwith no fear of being ripped from life

=or falling into the void.

I hope that somewhere beyond the tubes

and beeps and the clasp of my hand

her true self stands, with the trees,

looking ahead.
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