Hemlocks

I live amongst my friends and family

My home is very beautiful

I am queen of the Earth

Older than time yet younger than tomorrow

I smile at the sun and raise my bleeding limbs

A vein in me is bled dry by my personal mosquito

I do not mind for I am strong

There is enough life in me to share

I feel the sting of another – an aphid

A few, now, suckle my sap

I grow weary of sustaining the children

They bring their friends like uninvited dinner guests

I am too old to give of so much

They siphon my soul like so many demons

I begin to wilt; a leaf has fallen

Too many now; my body dries

I am thirsty for my own blood

Too weak to fight the impending end

I feel it coming

Sweet death

