The Basket is Full of Purple Petals

The basket is full of purple petals

Dreams and hopes, things settled for

Each handful opened in the air

Petals falling to the ground

I empty the basket

Overturned
Waiting for time to end

And meet myself

The empty self that lives between the dreams of who I think I am

And what I think I am

The unknown self

Long slumbering, unremembered

Quietly wakens and shakes off the body

And dreams of happy dreams to start

Of peace and the end of all sadness

The basket of purple petals are being scattered to the winds

My hand opens hesitantly, but gratefully, shaking with hope and fear

Fear that my basket will be empty

That I will be empty and lost, without my dreams and hopes and fears

I so long to be free, a spirit, in heaven now, the lightness of it makes me shudder  
     and tremble with dread

I heavy myself against the spirit I feel trying to lift me from this place

I must stay grounded, or else I’ll flit away for sure

The butterfly that wants to cut all ties and fly and be free

It terrified at being a butterfly, which way the wind will blow

Will it be alone in the big sky, alone on the branches of trees, loving and hating
     the freedom because the cost seems to be loneliness
I don’t know what I am, maybe not a butterfly, maybe the branch it sits on,
     maybe both, maybe nothing

I am stillness right now
The basket is full of purple petals

