
Cold Season 
 
 

The snow melt unburied the carnage 

from the cold season 

willow ash and maple’s stripped branches 

soaked in winter’s blood 

crooked themselves beseechingly  

for a little more of the sun’s nourishment 

 

 

There were such hobgoblins  

in the winter’s nights  

nibbling at the edges of thought 

such catastrophes of the body that 

I nurtured a wish to simply 

be torn away in my sleep  

in a strong gust of dreams 

--one breath then no more— 

and scattered amongst others I’d known  

 

 

but  now I rise at first light 

to put to fire the conquered bones in the garden  

letting the burning scents mingle  

in my hair and wools  

and when I return to you 

you bend to kiss the top of my head 

inhaling a smoky aroma 

and then wipe a smudge of ash from my forehead 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



July 10, 1939  

(On my parents 80th wedding anniversary) 
 
 

This is a day set in the amber of memory 

...the day that set everything in motion 

 

neither could see the coming war 

he only saw the white veil  

of this 23 year old he’d take 

 

they did not imagine the four 

—a girl and the three boys— 

evenly spaced until the last 

 

she only saw his blue eyes behind the glasses 

the thickness of his oiled hair 

 

they only heard the old priest 

in the bright vestments 

who prompted their soft replies 

with the candle scent of beeswax 

in the church’s acoustics 

that seemed to swallow their words 

 

she only saw his gleaming car 

that would take them to Yellowstone  

he only felt their awkwardness  

and pretended it was normal 

as he loaded their luggage in the trunk 

 

there were no strokes or heart failures 

or joblessness that darkened the house   yet  

only this scatter of days  

in relief against the tapestry of their futures 

 

so when the car radio lost all the signals 

he sang Alouetta in the French of French Canadians  

and she laughed at the funny sounding words 

and she slid across the car seat into his gathering arm 

as he glanced at her he could see the flecks of light in her green eyes 

 

and later maybe there was hope in the flecks of light in 

the night sky as they leaned against the car 

in the motel parking lot 

even as she felt irrevocably far from home 

 



and she gripped his arm and said sing 

“Red River Valley”  

his sweet baratone notes enfolding her 

her eyes with such promise 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Places I Have Known 

 

Of this place 

I wish to remember everything 

the green out cropped islands  

left to wildness 

stony ruins jutting over the thin division 

of land and sky 

with light diffused in gathered clouds 

from a low sun 

 

Hamlets less claimed by civilization 

 the inflection of words; 

and the staccato of foreign tongues 

in teeming streets; 

bridges trolled by the unwashed 

for another coin in their cup 

 

We still hear the music rise 

to our open window in the night 

to carry away our sleep 

as we unravel a mournful dirge 

from this lands brutal past 

 

of you my love 

I know vast tracks 

I've known your taste 

when need was everything 

the slope of your shoulder 

and the measure of your taken hand 

the uptilt of your chin 

just before you speak 

and the topography 

of your ear as you tuck a wisp of hair behind it 

  

yet I may catch you 

in an unguarded moment 

after clearing dinner plates 

and I can see the wine 

has carried you 



to archipelagos of darker thought 

that are foreign to me where 

I dare not take 

my clumsy step 

so I touch your cheek 

and then you flash a smile  

to say you've returned. 

 


