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The Trees at the Cemetery

In their defence | will say this.
They see us, even though we do not see them.
We trudge with our watering cans and lilies
And our memories
—and we see and understand nothing.
We do not see their strange and living shapes —
How they move and dart in the wind.
How they are undefeated by the stars.
Their sweet and pleasant journey in the air.
We are prisoners of a different vision. We climb a
Different mountain. We do not hear the melody,
That rich and haunting tune.
But they see us. Hear us.
We look — and look away. Such fools we are.
Even when they keep the sky from falling on our heads
We do not see though the long grass, how they keep
Our feet from falling.
No.
Only the shadows that are visible we see, as damaged
And unmendable, they fall across our path.

suiddod Ase|n ui si 8y i sy

91 e SulA)} st ay 41 sy

aJaydsowsie ay1 ojul dn dn sayd1a.is puy

93J1 B SE ||B) S| |IYd puy

"pa¥e| sey a1 Aw yeym si siyy puy

99.) B paqWII|D JOASU dARY | ‘ 93Q B p|ay J9ASU dARY |
J3p|oyaq ay1 jo aks ayy ul s Aineag

uieSe spuey |njianeaq Aw a9s 01 y3ne| | 193y2 |
uleSe yJom swue pue spuey Aw weaup ay3 u|
"paY2e| sey ayl] Aw 1eym si siy) puy

93J1 e Suiquid 01108 J9AS | 1s3.4e3U BY |

[B199dS SI 9313 MOJ|I 343 “MO|IIM ¥

YsSy Ue pue 3eQ Ue Uamoy v

Aepol op am pue ‘@Jow ||easul 3snw 3\

WO00J JU0JJ JNO Ul $33J) 2JO0W quIID 01 WIY 31| PINOM |
Syoe| 3| Aw 1eym si siyy puy

93J1 ay3 paquid Ajdwis sey |1yd ing

11 Jo waod e ayew 03 A1 | Moy 00| MON

Jle anbsalauun] ayl olur dn

mouy noA 4,ust Ajlgeqoud ‘an|q sAem|e Jie aya st Ayp
Jie an|q ay3 ojul dn dn Suipuadse pue Suljeds

93J3 ay3 Suiqui|d si 3y Inqg saaJ3 Su133ny jje we |
'$)2e| 9| Aw 1eym Si 1ey) puy

93.1 B paqUII|d J9ABU 3A,| ‘BN

paquid s,ay saa41 Auew moy aw (|31 [1yd

*$9|IWs 9943 9y3 Joded anssiy se 14os

s9a4] Suiquip)

The deep roots that cross from grave to grave,
That almost could de-rail us.

This is what we see.

When we leave,

We do not see the arms around that wave,
Nor the green richness,

The driving beauty of this meadow.

We do not hear the song of hope

That always they gather in —

Nor with each Spring how gladly they return —
Are Kings and Queens of blossom.

We do not see them.

But, always, they see us.



