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Late Decermber, given weather hard or clement
The snowdrops would begin to send

Through the first small stars of uninspiring leaves
That seemed too feeble to sunvive

They were anonymous and quiet

During new year revels, kept oLt of sight,
Waiting

Then buds appeared like magic doves
From a green magician's cloak. Our love
For these so fragile signs of spring

Sent us out with nail scissors and tea-cups

To choose and snip enough to fll

The tiniest of vases. Some buds closed up

Like miniature long-life bulbs, others showed
Their faint green watermarks inside cupped
Petals. We knew they would be fleeting, cropped
Like this - but how ruch more appreciated




