Out of Beelzebub’s Reach

Climbing each branch of 

     the spirit tree

I reach her upper boughs

Her hair cradles the moon

In a nest sits a 

     creature with gold-tipped wings

And it whistles with power

     a song like the angels

I smell the crisp evergreen

And my feet slip on the moss

Beelzebub cannot reach me

     with his fangs of steel

He cannot get my pearl

That little ball of grit

     I squeeze tightly in my palm

I slide down the vine

And drift away on a lily pad

Safe in my shell, I curl

     Up like the infant merchild

