Snow Bird

I'm torn,
my beloved

in the ice-
ribbed north,

while here
in the sun

| feather
in the first

flush of green,
in the dazzle

of liquid return
to gold branches,

everything throbbing
with pollen

and birds.
My love, amid

the swirling
snow words

of another storm,
bends his tired

back and shovels
some more.
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Cold Stream Pond, August

lake-water
rushes white

and foamy
through granite

boulders
on its way

to join the great
faraway river

as we sit
in feathered shade

on the rocks
and you teach

me willow herb,
turtle head,

shinleaf, dock,
when quick

you say, look
and a brilliant

pair, jet
and emerald,

thorax and wing,
make a temple

of their segmented
selves in the sun

and the urgent
needs of autumn

hold us all
in thrall
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