Dryope
“I can’t bend.

Kiss me, sister, and hold up my son

so I can see him before my eyes close.”

These were Dryope’s last words.

We came to this shore to find the nymphs, old friends.

Dryope, nursing her baby, picked some crimson flowers

to tickle his cheek.

They smiled together in that tree’s shade.

It seemed a pleasure.

But I saw blood rise from the broken stems.

The branches shook in terror.

I remembered, then, the story of Lotis,

a naiad who had changed into a tree to avoid rape.

Dryope saw flower drops of blood on her baby’s face,

and she tried to run.

But her legs were this slender trunk

with bark and shoots coming out of her everywhere.

I grabbed the boy from her stiffening arms,

and hugged them both.

I ached to be with her in that bark.  

Her husband and father heard my screams, came running.

There was not much left to see but her face in despair.  

“I’ve not earned this evil.  My life is innocent.  

May I be axed down if I lie.

Bring my son to nurse and play in my shade.

Let him know, eventually, that this tree is his mother.

Tell him to fear for the spirits of living things.

Tell him to be gentle.”

We clung to Dryope after her face was gone.

Her silvery bark and green twigs stayed warm a long time.  
