Answer me quickly
I think it is noontime here,  




bright sun directly overhead, 

light blue the whole sky, 

small white clouds floating across.  

I sit on this green carpet of grass.

What I think is me watches as, 

up in the trees nearby, 

small blossoms undulate and 

turn into white flowers right before my eyes.

I will sit here till midnight.  

It will be silent.  I will look up again at the sky.  

It will be all black as the bottom of a tunnel, 

Except, across it, tiny white twinkling lights.

What is the truth about the sky?

Is it light blue or pitch black?

Does it have small white clouds or pinpoints of light?

What is the truth?  Answer me quickly.

And those two fish in the sea making love - 

It is twenty million years ago; 

do you remember being inside them?  

Can you still hear the caress of their scales?  

Do you remember, when they birthed us later, 

our coming out into ice-cold water.  

We stayed close together 

as our parent fish began falling

down toward the bottom of the sea.  

I cried.  You cried.  You and I swam, 

tiny, side by side - blue-green everywhere, 

shoulders moving as fins.

Now we are here.  It's twenty million years later.  

Our fish-parents' remains are bottomless gray 

sea-bottom mud.  But are they alive now?  

And are we fish still?  

Is the white flower a tree?  

Is the sky blue or black?  

Answer me quickly!  

What is really your name?

