
afternoon of the writer 

b l a c k a n d w h i t e snowballs 

h u r t l i n g themselves against the w i n d o w , 

chickadees a l l d a y at the feeder 

b r i l l i a n t flashes against grey sky 

s l iver ing i n t o soft flesh at eye's edge — 

tap t a p t a p the typewri ter 

b l a c k a n d w h i t e ba l lpeen 

relentless against u n f o r g i v i n g b a r k , 

w o o d p e c k e r intense i n her crusade 

o n the u t i l i t y pole at the m a i l b o x 

against insects w h o let d o w n their g u a r d — 

flurry i n the snow of m o v e m e n t , 

b l a c k a n d white hearts a n d tongues 

the dogs r a c i n g across m y h o r i z o n , 

c a l l i n g d o w n afternoon, the s n o w p l o w 

at 2, school bus at 4, 

ye l low as madness, the ir taste 

s t i l l sharp o n the tongue after they're gone. 
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