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Your miniatures stretch in years
to mark age, and
gentle roundedness, warm and pliable

like the red dough you play with,

rubs and runs against palms

staining deeper lines of experience.

Unseasoned fingers,
ample with possibility

barely
formed bends to close 

around my thumb.

Bones weigh like feathers,

twigs
pressed against a branch.

Each one squished to ripe cherry

sense a simple life.

