THE TREE

The tree at the church next door to me

turned up its roots and died.

They had tried to brace its leaning,

but there it lay,

leaves in grass, matted roots in air,

like a loafer on a summer day.

 “How come?” I asked the gardener.

 “Too much water.” he said.

 “This tree had it too good,

it never had to hurt for a drink.”

Sometimes on thirsty days,

my mind steps outside,

and goes back to the tree

at the church next door …

that turned up its roots and died.

