
Sometimes in Spring  

By Marlowe Frank 

 

Thick air waiting for the rain 

The humid tension building  

What the wind brings 

Around still bare branches to flutter flags 

 

With eyes closed  

Does a beginning feel different from an end? 

Can you hear or smell fall or spring  

Before the flower buds and birds? 

 

In gray betweens 

The people know in pastel clothes 

Restless rain booted child drumming  

On still wet white plastic bench 

 
 


