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Aftermath

Two days after the blizzard
I crunch on stucco snow,
packed on the roofs,
packed on the lawns,
pulling air down in blue
shadows. Oak limbs spread
against the china sky;
twigs poke from the drifts.
The winded ridges

and the rubble of the plows
burn day to more day
than winter allows;

a battle won in a lost war.
The already dead

cannot die more.

And the sun works twice:
in blinding white light;
and by laying shades
across March and me

of all that outlives winter
and all that will glow

when the snow is gone.
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