
Counting Crows 

 

Counting crows, 

Tattered black rags against 

A blazing white sky. 

A tree, skeletal, until spring and 

New growth. 

But through the winter months 

All we hear is the harsh cry, 

A guttural sound 

Issuing forth from a black rag 

Perched upon a chimney top, 

Crying out for spring and new life. 
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