A SINGLE DREAM OF SPRING

It’s these birds in the morning, picking at webs in the eaves,
feathering the stucco—how they use the spider’s silk

for constructing their nests, these cobwebs tucked in
darkness. See the convoluted dream it became as it turned
toward spring. From there, it went where it wanted—

see it, now, folded into the bird’s mouth as it flies away.
The first minute of day is spent making sense, weaving
something useful, to not be forgotten—what will

try to fly, if it can, and you standing there now, dream still
in your eyes, trying to find your balance. The second is all

muscle memory—how you’ll forget the rest.



