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SNOW

An Origami Poems Winter Celebration

The Poets:
Mary Mueller
Marguerite Flanders
Bill Sullivan
Mary Ann Mayer

& Jan Keough

Snow
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Winter

an elegance of snow...

Who can think of snow

from Waxwings by Robert Francis
January poaches my warmth.

Ice: nice, but not for walking.

while summer’s humid air

lingers, thick with lassitude?

Who can rise from beach chair
nursing a muddled drink,
breathing half-breaths

while addled squirrels

watch for falling acorns?

Like the moon, it will arrive —

The white dog's bones move
easily over the crusts of snow,
noting where deer have been.
| stay inside wishing to weep.
Chill has no limit. | gather
kindling, carry logs.

The splendid insufficiencies
of winter crack and rattle

a lucid flake will melt on a nose

gather with friends on a slushy pool
practice swirls with icy wind
revel late ‘til morning sun.

Silence, then.
Still, pure.

The landscape turned

my sleep. In the morning

the old dog paces, scrapes
his toenails across the planks,
heading for the door.

I shudder at dawn's glimmer,
its cruel syncopated breath.

a painting in white.

You walk in -
it wakes you up.

At last you breathe

sculpted air.
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