weeping with the trees
(a mourning poem)
even the trees were

crying; their long, sad branches

brushing against the

grass in our back

yard, I tried really hard not

to join them but soon

my branches began

to sag too, weeping along

with them, howling at

the moon. all because

you left too soon. and when friends

asked if I needed
anything I shook

my head, mumbling no, as

the tree outside my

window seemed to shake

his head too as if to say

liar, liar
pants
on
fire....
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