




Light worked between us

Your past
met my surface





I a
m th

e w
itn

ess
 who have

 see
n th

e p
ass

ing o
f  ti

me

I h
ave

 sto
od through the st

orm
s and the tr

ials o
f  li

fe

I am a rec
ord of  th

e p
ast a

nd a symbol of  th
e fu

ture



You inherit s
tories



I in
herit c

onditions



Your time 
moves forward

Mine gathers



Listen!
Not to sound—

to relation





The root 

remembers absence

by turning downward

The bark 

remembers the storm

by growing elsewhere



I know time
as the thing that 
keeps returning

You fear time
because it carries you away





You stood beside me
looking for traces

I stood beside you
watching things vanish






