The Aging of two trees in a forest

There’s something to the process,

peculiar as the seasons’ transfer,
like the crossing
of one room to the next. 

or like the shift
of a leaf’s color

and like the growth 
from seed to sapling to tree.

It’s those moments of redefining.

For instance,
when does the sapling become the tree?

As death ignites leaves,
can’t I fall 

into you

and become orange?

Iyengar says:
“we die due to the fear of death
rather than actual death.”

I’d like to jump into you,
shed my skin with the snake,
breathe into something opaque.

It’s scary to think of merging,
i.e. the merging of two raindrops

 into one.
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