The Day the Crow Perches on
the Persimmon Branch

and caws my name

let me open

the window

and offer him

raw milk

from my palm

let me not count my crowns
or alms

let me not beg

for one more breath
let me kneel

to the light I was given
and the wound

let me be filled

with no rage remorse tear
no fear of the Lethe
on my lips

let me not

make the crow wait

let my last breath
empty

my throat into a boat
that will carry me
from here

to here
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