Donika Ross

Perhaps you tire of birds

But the yellow-beaked night
bird—in the moonlight,

in the clover,

in the deep deep grass—
could hold me,

always, in the swell

of her little eye.

O my scouring eye

that scrubs clean

the sky and the blossomed
tree. O my heart that breaks
like a bone. O my bones,
full and flying,



