
The Snowbird 
 

It’s morning, and again 

it’s still not spring 

A few tracks quietly 

lying on the snow-covered road 

right down my bedroom window 

 

There’s this early bird 

on its grey green wings 

hurrying from branch to branch 

dusting those early buds 

 

I stood by the window 

lost and desolate 

wanting for myself such delicate wings 

and its single-mindedness 


