Saga Tree

(With due thanks to Sots)

You were here a generation before me.

Maybe a few decades have passed

When a young soul, bathed in the serene waters of adolescence

Once stroked the ebony of your skin.

And with it, crooned, delicately 

Carved the few words

That spurred you to trudge on.

In the past called future

People gather

Rushing to pick your crimson tears off yet another rusty floor.
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