thirty-two

As I was walking, I distinctly remember
The sight of a sparrow, wings spread like outstretched fingers
Taking a journey of a million miles
To somewhere where the air is clean and the grass still grows
Somewhere far from here

The air that had entered my lungs felt dirty
I felt as if it was coursing through my system, burning through my blood
My feet had stopped on the sidewalk, and I held my breath for as long as I could
It was no use
I breathed dirty air in again

The weeds that grew in between the cement was the only green I could see
It was an ugly green, strands crushed down by hundreds of feet
And it did not remind me of the forests I used to pass by
Those trees were gone
Maybe, one day, I would see them again

The numbers that I read on that computer screen wandered through my head
Only thirty-two percent of the forests that once existed still exist today
That was years ago
I didn't know what that percentage was today
It seemed like zero

I wish I had been born before
Born before the skies got stained gray with smoke
Before all the plants that I saw were artificial, leaves of plastic, stems of rubber
What I would pay to go back in time, and see all that I never got to see
But it was too late, it was all gone







