
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
every breath we have taken in 
has not come from us.  
year after year  
i look suspiciously at the pear tree 
                                 asking it if it knows the source… 
                                                                           year after year 
                                                                                              it replies  
                                                                                              with the same white blossoms. 
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