
Witness            
 
 
      Arc of oriole 

a singular arithmetic 

  

 dust ridden riverbed 

      warp of quiet 

     

    each  

   an erasure 

  

              a tipping point 

 

today              air is thick  

 hangs  

  like beaten wings 

           

       

    but tomorrow  

someone will burn 

 leaves           or is it  

    a country 

  


