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See how they move their green?
. Don’t say it’s just the wind.
ey ol Into the Forest, 2011
They're alive as you and me.
: Acrylic and art papers on canvas, 36 x 48 in
See how they bow and sway,
they are alive all day,

as flammable as you and me.
The trees lullaby the stars.

Alive as a mad dog off its leash,
should we pray ceaselessly?
The trees are dark lanterns,

so we can see the forest.

Butterflies pray with their feet.
Living sounds its alarms.

The forest lies down to weep.
Our only hope is tenderness.

The earth rings her alarms.
Don'’t say this too shall pass.
Our only hope is humility.
The trees pray ceaselessly.
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