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on other days 	  they settle with such ease—
ink	 in white 		  birches.

among first cherry blossoms
they exchange places.		  swaying

in the paper-		  thin wind	 (as if
unaware	 of the contrasts	
			 
			   they create.

I may not even be		  an impulse
in their shiny		  mussel eye

as they lift up	 the crowns 	 of trees.
in each claw—		  a piece of sky.


