
Maybe I want to tell you something
Pressing and dire yet deeply hidden,
Rising through glass as if through water,
Hiding behind my own reflection.

When I was young, my vine grew gently,
Drawn to the Sun, content to wonder,
Swimming in air and bending lightly,
Strangely aloof from things to lean on.

Now my stem is stiff and twisted,
When I pull forth, the knots get tighter,
Things I grabbed on begin to crumble,
Yet I retain the will to flower.

Dress me with earth and give me water,
Never forget me in the morning,
Be very still in quiet darkness,
Stand next to me and let me find you.
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