Blossom snow must have fallen through the night

It now blankets the earth under the tree

Not a cold white but a warm pink that

Does not melt though it disappears

Just as surely as winter’s leavings do.

Buried in the snow is a footprint,

Definite but tentative

Much as my visit here, really all of us here

Definite but tentative creatures on a 

Definite but tentative planet.

Last summer this nest was filled with squawks and worms and bugs

That Writhed in beaks of feathered parents

Trying to quiet the relentless screaming

Of hungry young.

Now it stands bare—a paradox

To new spring growth

We are unearthed

To be re-earthed

Some twig in a robin’s beak?

The lift for wings?

The river flows grey yet vital

A lone dandelion peeps from behind a birch’s leg

As a shy child does his mother’s

The pink-gloved hands of a tree lift toward me

Suspended higher, a last year’s robin’s nest.

Abandoned—with brown twigs hanging from it.

Where is Nature’s Bingey?

Will those nest twigs be recycled?

As we who unearthed from earth will

Be re-earthed in our turn?

Autumn and fall have each other, but winter, spring, and summer stand alone.

Were Dorothy with me today

She could count the abandoned

Birds’ nests, the river birds’ calls

And the number of soft pink petals

That dot the trail before me.

But she is a part of this now

With only her words

To mark her once loving 

A place such as this.

Did she do this assignment?

Did this prompt her journal?

Or was it more a sense of oneness

That I do not feel? 

