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      What Hope Have We?


      

      
      
         once a winter, things seem bleak:

beneath a full moon, we all seek

a warmth the world does not provide,

connection 'cross a chasm wide.

the cold of winter does suppress

our warmth, our light, our hopes, unless

we make ourselves remember what

we otherwise would have forgot…

it is important to recall,

but when this cold surrounds us all

it's hard to see beneath the snow

that buries everything we know.

with all that matters out of sight,

bathed in this deceptive light,

what hope have we to recollect

that which brings a warm affect?



sinking

into a fog of chill.

so begins unthinking

descent, downwards until

even stars aren't twinkling…



night has fallen, shade

covers as lights fade.

allow

yourself to be swayed

into sleeping, weighed

down. how

the mind has decayed,

the world has betrayed,

and now



moonlight

lies on all with a weight

heavy as it is bright.

we living desecrate

the calm and frozen night:



footprints weave a thread,

imprints and shadows of life

muddying the snow.



shadows

of fleeting passengers

fracture winter's repose.

they are the challengers

to stasis. i suppose



spring will come, this frozen and barren wasteland

thawing, giving way to the birth of new life.

every year this cycle returns, and so why

can't i believe that?



i fear

this may be my last moon,

its weight too much this year.

i've not got long, and soon

i am sure to break







it will be gentle and quiet

when it happens. to me,

this matters, somehow,

as if after the fact i will hold any preference as to

the manner of my breaking.



the cold months are suffocating.

that blanket of snow is cold

and offers no protection.

what seems soft is brittle

and what seems smooth is jagged.



who would want to venture out,

to be standing exposed to the elements and freezing as

i am? isolated,

that's what we all are:

huddled indoors, separated by the expanse

of frozen sea.



i could drown in that sea.

let myself be pulled under

by the icy stillness

of the gulf between us.



i could drown in the shadows

of night. the world thrown in shadow

and every light snuffed out.

even yours.



i could drown on moonlight,

a fascimile of day's warmth

that offers a fulfillment

it will never grant.



i could drown.







i could,

and it would not be hard.

i tell myself it should

be difficult, scarred

by troubles i've withstood…



once a winter things seem bleak

beneath a full moon.
      

      
   
      Blizzard '26


      

      
      
         Each spring,

***When notes of old and oiled colors seen

Around the globes of tree tops, red and green

***And pink, make seeming old with newness sheen;

A waiting moment with a birdsong gleans

***The lilting echo where your sigh had been.



And in the summer come the sands, delayed,

***Now clapping at the shore with hearth hand, clayed

And soft and sweet; with open doors displayed,

***The house fronts on the hilltops stand arrayed

Like celery, and spurn the dead you made.



Reminder of an end to victory,

***The pink and orange--less perfunctory

Than spring's, and less fecund this tertiary--

***"Know, all things pass," says fall, and faithfully

I yield, to not be contradictory.



Prepare for you, I tell myself instead--

***For heavy drift that thumps and pumps the dead

With snow; and white and black and yellow dread

***That asks aloud if really life has fled

Or if

***A kind of cancer.







On a pale-cast night, the moon above you

***Hangs, of gold, and rounded, clear of ague

As its stars are specks. 



The cold by sinew 

***Reaches me: "By poverty continue--sometimes"

--Says your moon, in lambent purview.  
      

      
   
      Under the Tablecloth


      

      
      
         Where water falls and rests upon the land 

As ice, it forms a layer of deceit.

The crystal wonder, so austere and grand

Makes purity a cover for retreat.

In regions southern, plants upon the sand

Do lack that pretty alabaster sheet

And brown and skeletal do make their stand

As life flows from the grass beneath your feet



To lurk within the roots, where there abides

The same persistence that the snowdrift hides.

As all defies the fading of the light

To wait in silver patience through the night

And months, until the new green leaves are fanned,

And ancient lines are dealt a fresh new hand.
      

      
   