a morning

Trucks

Backing up 

Down

The

Street,

Sounding off like

Alarm clocks,

Sixty-two voices in unison .. 

Birds spindling

Through the sky like

Trolley wires,

White buds on Henderson trees,

The cold trickle

Of

The day after Spring’s Equinox,

The world alive,

Others awake,

She adored in drapes,

We fall out of bed and

Call it morning.

