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THE HOUSE WITH BUTTERFLIES

in my elder’s house
a white butterfly
flew in
his flight
a welcome wish
enticed other butterflies
- the house was filled with multicolored butterflies –

the touch of the white butterfly 
on the shoulders
settling down
resembled
the grandparents hug
his gaze
a breeze of those
who step in legend
enveloped me
like the kiss on the forehead
from my uncle
