
UNTIL 

HELEN LAURENCE 

while morning smiles 

our nuzzling widens 

blending us until 

our flower yellow creams 

when mist 

grey fingers long 

the clinging ferns 

crow bounces pine 

branch boggles 

unleaved paper mulberry 

dripping sweet to 

our touching lips 

our day along 

until all the blue-spindled 

white-gray brightness 

hangs 

until 

57 


