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Spring Warning
by Gaylord Brewer

Specters of branches shadow 
your legs, fresh scars of hands 
and exposed arms. A moon 
three days from full, ghosts 
broken on the intemperate body.

To a hush of dark light, affirm,
Yes, everything here is fine.
And to those woods you live, 
that diminished but continued
wildness, softly, fine, yes.


