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Love Poem to My Wife, 
with Pigeons

GRETCHEN ROCKWELL  JAMES VALVIS

The silver winter sun was a dime
flipped in the air by some bored god,
and puddles lay about like mirrors

thrown into the gutter. City trees,
bearded with frost, bent forward like
beggars begging passersby for warmth.

But the piBut the pigeons, huddled together,
sat stoically, as if inside them beat
small hearts like white dwarf stars.  

Daily no check came, and few crumbs.
What did come were joggers and taxi cabs
that sent pigeons scrambling a few feet.

What surprises us, in the end, is action,
will enough to shuffle and enduwill enough to shuffle and endure, when
there is no other ambition within you.

I too felt this odd urge to continue on,
to scurry just enough out of the way
of tragedy, to escape the tires of bikes,

stones thrown by kids, bolts of grief, 
to survive long enough to make it here
to to your luxurious embrace, my love.


