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I Wish to Be a Tree
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I wish to be a tree—

singing in the wind,

bathing in the rain,

dancing in sunlight,

meditating in the snow.

Not the one who,

unable to face a father’s death,

flees to a foreign land,

weeping alone in a room,

collapsing on a street corner in Vancouver.

I wish to be a tree—

with stars to keep me company at night,

birds resting on my branches,

insects whispering at my bark.

Not the one who,

wounded by neglect,

trembles with heartache in the deep night,

wakes in the morning with choking sobs,

is seized by sudden sadness at any moment,

sits before a computer

with a headache that locks the spine.

I envy a tree—

carefree,

able to smile with grace at everyone,

always wearing its best face.

Never needing to please,

never yielding its roots to suit another’s steps,

never fearing a wrong word

or bearing the weight of a mistake.

To love or not love—

it makes no difference.

To wound or be wounded—

there is no fear,

for there is no heart.

Break a branch,

and life begins anew.

Say what you will—

it cannot understand,

it need not meet anyone halfway.

Oh, how I long

to be a tree.
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Sunlit Afternoon
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From my balcony,

a landscape unfolds—

shifting light,

clouds drifting,

birds in passing flocks,

mist dancing in the wind,

bright-colored cars,

the glimmer of water,

the sun slicing shadows

across the windowsills of the opposite rooftop—

each a moving scene.

I sink into it,

as if stepping back to some moment

from childhood, boyhood, youth—

a fragment buried deep in memory,

perhaps even in the quiet depths of the mind:

my mother’s gentle hands,

my father’s steady back,

my grandmother calling me home for dinner,

evening runs on the playground,

the shifting light on the walk home from night classes,

the hush of a sudden blackout,

the silence filling the classroom,

the breeze beneath willow branches

in the college yard.

A sunlit afternoon—

and so many dreams rise.
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How Can You Not Be Lonely
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You are a true poet—

you love what is beautiful,

and you hate evil as if it were your mortal foe.

In a world where flattery reigns as the norm,

how can you not be lonely?

In a place where no one dares to speak for justice,

you are like a lone beast—

how can you not be lonely?

In the mouths that twist the truth,

your honesty

is destined to be your solitude.

In a vulgar world

that sells its conscience for gold,

your kindness will be repaid

with wounds to the bone—

how can you not be lonely?

In this numb world,

where people drink blood for amusement,

your clarity is itself a crime—

how can you not be lonely?

Your surging rage

longs to tear the sky apart,

yet in the end,

it becomes molten fury,

trapped beneath the crust of the earth.

JUST

Sometimes my mind drifts.

A young person comes to you,

perhaps gains a little life insight from your words,

perhaps even becomes a kindred spirit for a while.

But as someone who has already lived forty-five years,

how could I allow thoughts to wander where they should not?

When I come to my senses, I feel calm—

and so I let it go.

It turns out I only wanted to make a friend,

to share tea and conversation.

Yet at this age,

young people rarely have time
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