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Imaginations

THE TREE

I don’t now how he can do it just sit in that chair and
lnot even attempt to rise no caring he just puts in his
time the tree he once planted now dies goes to mass -
‘every Sunday yet the message is notappreciated wake
‘up soon or you may be dead climb to the top man, I
‘wouldn’t miss it for the world

\Chris McCarron

Sundays'

lfﬁct(es odd make room for new
@ydreams g§foating through the aix

@ves of CBC drone in the backgrcund cas

Whnnect themselves to the world ocutside

Reality distornts perception

as Aquarian tears fLood memonies
0f you my Moon Chled

An this the eleventh houx
vibration patterns of need

for secundity intercepted

Lunar pulls direct

emotion hiding behind

the sixth and eigth signs

0f Apirituality crying

beneath youn protective shell
cautions as safety and secundity
Like galling stans

old photographs disintigrate in
to darkness within darkness
without trust the night §igures
0f femindity rnule

your memory houses

mothen-Love's ain penetrates watex

churns and stins and disappears
Leaving you gentle fLeadenx

to f4ind your own way

backwards home.

ually

B diagonfly wings humming {n the haze of summexr's Laziness

Preads (tself over the garden that needs

@icring but not today.

@Buouring each steamy sip of coffee amid the smells

| bacon fat and greasy eggs

voices drene on thhough the piles of mess everywhese

fugé.(té Ahoulders in aifencq
juandering any wish to be cleaned

1 get and Athnetch pushing aside deadfines
N'L exist in the newspaper whose untugdled pages s<{t (dey bu

@ by the time 1 reach out for them
€Yy are gone through the open windeow
he that sucks them out into aix

ght rememberances of yesterdays.




