


Answering Dreams for her People

This an old song sung by Three Trees.
It's a song of old writing, faded-blood writing, 2
underwater and in finger-lines under clouds,

See the seed-fish gather green within the stretch where
the rock-guardian gatekeeper witnesses the falling flow

Aren’t we born this way?

Don't we fall within ancient rivers

with the mountains who know us, watching?
Always and forever, watching?
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Hu[dlng up the Mountain

h Things in this world are not as thh
is so frail, o PR
n mm‘“\lﬂndow&

nes used to tell a story
howithe first humans learned the mountain's language so they could sing to it
aﬁ encourage it to keep sustaining the island.

ht went something like this:

Once upon a time, when the first people walked here, A wise elder dreamed a terrible
dream of how the central mountain was not so strong at all. In fagt, it was frightened
and weeping, at the point of shattering. In her dream, the elder tried to speak to the
mountain to offer thanks, to encourage it to be strong, to remind i@ of how many lives
depended on it. Try as 5he might, the mountain wnuld nat respofdto her words.

It only kept on weeping and weeping, shaking the whu?e'is'lanil with deep sobs.
When she woke up the elder called all the people together to tell them about her
dream and about how she felt they needed to learn the mountain's language so they
could speak-to it. "

The people took the dream seriously
and began trying to address the mountain in a way that it would respond.
Because they were not aware of how fragile the mountain was, everyone spoke the
wrong way. 5 =
Everyone was so loud.
And there was no answer from the mountain.
They yelled, pounded drums, feet.
And there was no answer from the mountain.
| They clapped and screamed. -y
And there was ng
The banged
And there ino answer from the mountain, nothing.

Disco ngz d, the people too, began to weep. %
The.il'l‘n-:}h the earth with their sobs, realizing that they too were as frail and helpless

& mountain.

:.

. guddeniy, just above the heads of the people came 3 butterflies. They came Silently,
gently, moving as much as moved by the wind. The old ocnes say that it was only then
that the Mountain saw itself reflected.

The mountain knew its past, its present, its future. n

Like good medicine, the presence of the butterflies fed and 5trenqlhened the heart of
the mountain and the people all at once. This is why théy'say to this day that the
mountain that holds up the island depends on the presence of the butterflies to
sustain it. This is why those who wish to understand that which sustains the world
tan only be approached by those who, like butterflies, have kpown the lowness of
the worm, have known the death and sleep of the pupa cocoon, and have known a
second birth into beings that ﬂy on the back of the wind.
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