
Spring Wine 
 
 
I sit until late 
Drinking young wine the colour of new shoots. 
 
After a sudden storm 
Iron trees in rainwater’s pale petals. 
 
Constant rain pulls at sodden grasses 
And lies atop them like heavy leaves. 
 
Sun goes and comes 
Sparingly revealing its mysteries. 
 
In the early evening I return home 
Shadowed by clouds dilute as rose water. 


