A Parade In Your Honor

A vine is growing in the basement. 

The tendrils grow through the ceiling 

And up the staircase.  In the bedroom

Where you sleep they entwine you, 

Wrapping around your bones.

You were once a circus trapeze artist 

Swinging high above the audience and 

Later you taught orphaned monkeys to 

Swing in trees. Now you speak the 

Language of dogs and run in packs 

Chasing cats up trees where monkeys hold 

Them hostage for peanuts.

When you wake the sun will bleach your 

Exposed bones and animals will parade in your honor.

