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New Year for the Trees

It is the New Year of the Trees, but here

the ground is frozen under the crust of snow.

The trees snooze, their buds tight as nuts.

Rhododendron leaves roll up their stiff scrolls.

In the white and green north of the diaspora

I am stirred by a season that will not arrive

for six weeks, as wines on far continents prickle

to bubbles when their native vines bloom.

What blossoms here are birds jostling

at feeders, pecking sunflower seeds

and millet through the snow: tulip red

cardinal, daffodil finch, larkspur jay,

the pansybed of sparrows and juncos, all hungry.

They too are planters of trees, spreading seeds

of favorites along fences. On the earth closed

to us all as a book in a language we cannnot

yet read, the seeds, the bulbs, the eggs

of the fervid green year await release.

Over them on February’s cold table I spread

a feast. Wings rustle like summer leaves.

By Marge Piercy


