
 
 
 

Located 
 
 
Birdsong scuffs the cool, rinsed air. 
Wings quick through pines that know 
the sky. I write the shadows on my bones, 
shadows falling from trees seaming 
a pale light. I feel the roots coveting soil, 
looping stones beneath sword ferns 
and lustrous ivy. I am the invisible, 
searching for mercy in this small, 
green patch. 
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