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The Bird
Artist Finds
Morning In
Newfoundlana

“Isabel was just out for a walk,
I imagine, lost in thought, when

she saw me and was overcome.”

—Howard Norman,
The Bird Artist
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A purple slash of light licks ash-stained sky
as | try to rise, check

each black hand on the bedside clock
for the hour, yet it’s plain

dawn is breaking coarse. I write one line
of a letter to Chiyo interrupted

yesterday. Now, beginning another
I brew coffee, leave the local

paper on my doorstop, no interest
in expert opinion, odd

bits of rumor, misnomer. Later, in blurry

midday light I will navigate

the seawall path, the lighthouse and cliff
still coated with the last

stubborn mist, find myself imagining honest
labor at the dry dock, and as

too often lately, fancy myself a bird artist.
Drawings of ibises and ospreys, already

sold this year to patrons in Halifax. Puffins
and two harlequins close

to complete. Workers will be drying
cod, as children fish

off the salt-bleached pier. The Lady
Marguerite Barnacle

will leave the wharf. I'll add for possible
future reverie a more

favorable wind. I'll have black-backed gulls

marauding off its bow.

One of Chiyo’s letters in each beak.
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