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        Won't you walk with me

        Where land and water meet

        Sun-warmed air around us

        Stones beneath our feet?

      

        

      
        Dip your toes with mine

        In ocean dense with cold

        As working boats float by us

        Dragging fishing poles

      

        

      
        Search the shore around

        Between the strand and sea

        So many treasures found

        If you would walk with me
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        The mermaid at the aquarium is real

        I don't care what mom and dad say

        When everyone else gets bored I stay and watch

        Sometimes, she winks at me

      

        

      
        Mom says I have an overactive imagination

        But then she doesn't believe in garden gnomes either

        Or firefly fairies

        Or the monsters in my closet

        Not even when they're growling in the deep dark

      

        

      
        Dad says, "See, no monsters here!"

        His smile as wide as the closet door

        He means well, I know

        But he only ever checks with the lights on

      

        

      
        I try to tell him they live in the dark

        He doesn't understand

        But he leaves the hall light on

        So I guess he's trying

      

        

      
        Light moves like magic

        Through crystal clear waters

        It doesn't reach the mermaid's perch

        Shaded under a coral roof

      

        

      

      

      
        
        
        Yesterday the mermaid moved

        Nobody saw it but me

        She turned her head and smiled

        With her eyes full of hunger

        Her mouth full of teeth

      

        

      
        Under her gaze my feet moved

        Closer and closer to the shaded glass

        But I remembered the secret to monsters

        I shined my flashlight on her

        And managed to run away

      

        

      
        Tonight, there are no monsters in my closet

        I think they know they've lost their claim

        The hall light shines from my doorway

        But a voice calls to me from the rain
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        Today, I am the prince

        Tomorrow the dragon

        I like being the dragon better

      

        

      
        I know what the dragon is supposed to be

        Big and Mean and Scary

        Razing towns with fire and teeth and claws

        Eating sheep and people

      

        

      
        My dragon doesn't do such things

        Well, he might eat sheep

        After all, grandma makes lamb chops for Sunday dinner

        But he leaves the people be

        They bring too much trouble to dragons

      

        

      
        My dragon has a beautiful cave

        Filled with gold and silver

        Magical treasures with labeled displays

        Like my Pokemon cards

      

        

      
        My dragon found his treasures

        When he dug out his cave

        Like miners dig, deep into the mountains

        He uses his fire and claws to mold twisty, beautiful sculptures

      

        

      

      

      
        
        
        The magical items came from knights and princes

        Who came to slay my dragon in his cave

        When I am the dragon

        No prince or wizard has ever bested me

      

        

      
        The other kids say the dragon has to lose

        That's what the stories tell us

        They cheer when the prince lands his killing blow

        They want to hear me scream and roar and beg

      

        

      
        This is the worst part of being the dragon

      

        

      
        The worst part of being the prince is all of it

        The other kids say a prince wouldn't befriend a dragon

        The other kids' dragons don't want to be friends

      

        

      
        (I wonder, sometimes, if the other kids know

        What it's like to be a dragon without friends)

      

        

      
        I don't like how they cheer when I slay the dragon

        Like it's some glorious powerful act

        Last year, the other kids cried when we watched Old Yeller

        I don't know why

        They never cry for the dragons

      

        

      

      

      
        
        
        But the other kids' dragons eat people along with sheep

        So my prince drives his lance through their chests

        While his own holds his breaking heart

      

        

      
        It's the only way to be the dragon tomorrow
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        We learn about bees

        In passing

        Their honey, their hives

        Flowers and pollen

        The pain of a sting, danger of a swarm

      

        

      
        Then spend so long learning

        Of princesses and dragons

        Ants and grasshoppers

        All good witches are beautiful and all bad witches deserve their fate

      

        

      
        Perhaps we would do better

        To focus more on the bees and dandelions

        On the balance

        Of honey and poison in us all
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        Let’s draw a tree

        We’ll start with a stick

        (It’s just a crooked line)

        Let it take up half the page

      

        

      
        Add another, branching, half its length

        Thicken the origin point

        Return to the first, and repeat

        And again

        And again

      

        

      
        This won't work for every tree

        (For any tree, a Botanist might say

        But what do Botanists know of art

        Or trees?)

      

        

      
        It will not recreate

        The lightning-struck oak outside your bedroom window

        That burned from center-out all that morning

        Leaving your rope swing limp and unclaimed

      

        

      
        It will not be

        As trees are trees

        This two-dimensional echo etched

        On paper that has forgotten how to grow

      

        

      

      

      
        
        
        But it will be a tree

        Such that your teacher, or friend, or bitter rival,

        Eyes turned to the page, might say

        “A tree”

        And you, who have drawn it, would reply

        "A Tree."
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        Sleep is kind most nights

        She arrives gently in a gossamer gown

        Stays at her post until morning

      

        

      
        On some night she does not come until late

        Stalled by some great battle with a long-held foe

        I call them the Dream-Taker

      

        

      
        On those nights, I think of roses and ocean waves

        And buds fresh-grown on springtime branches

        Anything soft and sweet and full of beauty

      

        

      
        Until she arrives on a slow-drifting fog

        Cradles my weary mind in shades of night and imagination

        Then slips away on shadow feet

        To rest
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