Hovering
I want to write about the edge of a hummingbird’s wing

The wing I cannot really see,

The edge that hovers with being,

That wing surely there, but not there

That holds the shimmering body so steady

As the needled beak slivered tongue

Sups red, sugared life

It is the steady beating of the wing’s presence

That interests me, holds me 

To no other thing but this;

And I am suspended there too,

Hovering

Not noticing my own shimmering, my supping

My lovely edge of wing.
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