Blind Vines

Our Nature 
We are as blind vines,
Spiraling, grasping, 
Spinning ourselves round and
Around objects and thoughts
Not truly our own. 

In time we become one,
Containing, capturing, 
Shaped by our foreign foundation, 
Structured by the bones
Of our desires. 

Yet not satisfied,
we still send tendrils,
Upward, outwards 
Greedily seeking empty space, 
Probing for hopes
and dreams, 
Until collapsing under our own
weight.


