
Nothing knows time 

like the cherry blossom tree

It has no fin de siecle ennui 

in its pink and white eternity.

Has no more need of art 

than window frames it fills; 

unfurling and flown, 

the pink snow garlands 

litter or lovers, on the first

split second of Spring;

symbiont upon the breeze

blooming and seeding

in some eternal now,

how it snapshots us

on a situation,

vibrates along 

the shockwave

of the first creation,

hard wired and woven

to the nerve of time

shaking along 

the lateral line.


