The past flows away from me
| am marking time and singing
Hear and now, here and now, here and now

The tide ebbs carrying debris away
The tide cannot carry that which is anchored
Anchored in my heart because it is valued

The transphobic floats away on a raft of distain
The trans-incompetent floats on a raft of ignorance
Those who only want my faux past drift by, some drowning

Drowning in ridged fear, that they must face change

My grief flows lasting a lunar cycle of tides
A menstruation of emotions and thoughts passing
While | sing hear and now, here and now, here and now

| sing to myself and to the moon
| am sad my body does not easily respect her
Yet | can feel her cycle with an effort to be still

The past flow away from me

The moon cycles anew

| seek stillness and | sing

Here and now, here and now, here and now




