
 

 

KENTUKCY RENAISSANCE 

 

Spring brings dogwood trees dyeing the hills  

like the hands of a blackberry picker,  

pale pink at the palms, blue-black at the edges,  

stretching out toward abandoned pear orchards, 

which forgetting to bear, remember to bloom,  

rich and white and caught by sunlight  

in a clearing at lambing time bleating with promise. 
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