
Lily Flind 

Connections 

The roots were smooth, little, 
like the hand I held in mine. 
Tiny buds materialized, 
the buds of something new. 
Wind rustled through the spindly branches, 
sounding like our strings of melodic laughter. 

The roots were bigger, stronger, 
like the hand I held in mine. 
The buds blossomed into delicate flowers, 
the growth of something big. 
The leaves were luscious and green, 
vibrant colours of our love. 

The roots were slightly rougher, wrinkled, 
like the hand I held in mine. 
The flowers started to crinkle at the tips, 
the years were running away. 
The leaves’ colours were mellowing, 
like the colour of our greying hair. 

The roots were calloused, gnarled, 
Like the hand I held in mine. 
The flowers disintegrated into nothing, 
the days that we had left. 
The leaves were shedded, floating to the ground, 
Like the things we never did. 

The tree was bare, hollow, dead, 
Like the hand I no longer held. 
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