New Petals this Year

Look down!

First green shoots emerge

First yellow petals unfurl.

Ground softens 

Brown and muddy

To sink my toes into, 

That cold gritty putty.

Look up! 

In the trees with no leaves 

A lone bird finds 

A stark gray branch

On which he flicks his tail in the wind.

Crouch to see the purple crocus

With its yellow eye

Peering out to greet mine.

His knowledge of the future

Is immediate, still like the air.

The sky still gray, still cold, 

Seems like they’ll never part

With sunlight shafts,

 peeking out to warm my heart.                            
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