An Equinox is When the Sun Rises Exactly East

It was winter; it was spring. 
After four, five days of sunshine the Canadian Geese all met in their fort, hurling “V” and made for Minnesota: by all measures it was spring, except by measure of the date that really called it so—someone may have had a birthday that day, someone may have killed themselves that day. Trees (the apsen, the birch) seemed to brace for something the geese in their lieder did not know, perhaps in a distrust of winter herself. And as a matter of course on the sixth day of sunshine she had returned and there was a blizzard. 
The geese went away, emplaning o’er with the tutelage of the Mississippi and along the towpath of many places that ness by it. These places they might have seen if not all of them were made dead along the flight; dead as the bugs that had been tricked the same; dead as a grouper’s lungs filled with oil—by a rig or maybe a man; dead as the face of some lover found post-fuck with a lady not his own, his face probably white like the sheets he lay in: perfectly white, clear, clean, alabastrine like those geese covered in snow with nothing but their frostbitten black little beaks pointing upward. His lover would ask, “do you love her?” and he’d deny it, and he’d not be lying, but the truth, of course, matters less than those dates of March twentieth and twenty-first. 
It was winter; it was spring. 


