
A Canadian Spring 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Festooned snowflakes fall from above 
to make up for the blossoms that, 
in this time of the year, should fleck 
the lawns and the bushes. 
 
But there’s none. 
Greyish clouds flock around the top 
Of the skyscrapers, shepherds of 
an untamed fauna adrift in the wind. 
 
I find flowers of ice embossed over 
my window upon waking up 
in the morning. I wish I could 
tie them into a bouquet –  
 
Transparent petals whose rugged margins 
look like the brink of some cocktail glass 
dipped into lemon and sea salt.  
No leaves. No stalks. 
 
Just the opalescent essence of beauty, 
so fragile that it would not outlast 
the fleeting perfection of this very moment. 
Like spring.  

 


