
Our First Warm Day 

If I were to write about our first warm day of spring, 
 
I would write about the stuttering 
burglar-alarm honks of a car 
two blocks away. 
 
I would write about our waving neighbor 
who slowly rides his motorcycle 
out into the breeze, seeming to think 
nothing of his vulnerability. 
 
I would write about the silent force 
that brings the daffodils to bloom 
and emboldens secret romances. 
 
I would write about children loudly vying 
for token goals and supremacies 
in outdoor made-up games. 
 
I would write about the lush air 
playing inside my chest in C-major. 
 
I would write about Celestial Light 
beaming upon all and within all 
while taken for granted by most. 
 
I would watch the setting sun, 
 
listen to the dusk birds, 
 
watch for the first star, 
 
pray my drop into the Beneficent Stream 
that flows within every person's heart 
and every star's, 
 
then drop into the heights 
to write without a pen 
upon the folds of Infinity's Cloak 
about our first warm day of spring. 
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