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You’d think this was the ocean: sea of grass
where seagulls congregate, this earth their shore,
this wind their surf, until the fall months pass
and they retreat while ice and sleet make war
upon the last gold traces of the fall.

And where they winter, no, I do not know,

but then, late March, I'll hear their clamorous call
and know they have survived the freeze and snow
to tautly muscle air in slow, curved glides,

to shy from no bird but a red-tailed hawk,

yet huddle, grounded, when the sky decides

on April’s fiercest rain and soaks my walk.

Right after: wind erases mist, gray cloud,

and bursting trash cans draw a festive crowd.
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