Spring

by Carra Wu

The robins return from a long retreat,

though scarce as they are, their wings still beat.

An evanescent fog descends,

as a leaf with dew dangerously bends.

Around the aged afternoon, reckless rains recoil.

Free spring days are temperate, not a freeze, and not a boil.

Crunchy patches of a frosty morning’s grass,

were simply not made to last and last.

For when the last bell rings, we all know what this means,

my sneakers end up seeping, with muddy water streams.

About the spring I love the most,

and forgive me, I do not mean to boast,

but everything returns in spring, the life to nature’s majesty,

and the color to my cheeks.

