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			Introduction

			Winter is different all over the world, though some things are the same no matter where we live. Christmas is always December 25th, whether the celebrations involve evergreens or palm trees. Traditional celebrations may vary, but winter is the end of the old year and beginning of the new. But for those who live north of the equator as I do, winter brings thoughts of cold and snow. Even if we don’t live in areas that get buried in snow, we see a definite changing of the seasons and the images of winter are more Currier and Ives than Rousseau and Gauguin.

			That being said, you might think that all the poems in this book deal with my northern hemisphere vision of winter, with lots of poems about winter weather and holidays, and the cold in general. While there are poems about those things, there are also poems about warmer days and things you might not associate with winter. I could tell you including them is a nod to those who live in places where winters are warm, which wouldn’t be a lie, but there’s a bigger reason those poems are included. Winter tends to be a time for contemplation and reflection, and let’s be honest, there are times when winter can be downright depressing.

			I believe those beautiful, sun-kissed days are what help us get through the cold. Sometimes it’s remembering the brighter days of spring and summer, times spent with people we love, or dreaming of what we might do when winter is over, and sometimes just bits of silliness are what gets us through the cold, dark days.

			Think of these poems as snow flurries, each one individual, each one sparkling on its own, ideas that drift down to find a place in your heart. My father used to say, “I have a warm feeling,” when something touched him. Whether you’re a fan of cold winter months or long for summer’s return, I hope you’ll find something in these pages that will give you a warm feeling too.
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			When Winter Comes
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			We watch the seasons go by;

			another year ends

			as the days dwindle

			and the nights grow long.

			Outside the wind blows,

			snow covers the ground,

			and icicles hang from the eaves;

			cold seeps deep into our bones.

			We wonder if we will ever be warm again.

			Sometimes we kindle fires

			in hope to ward off despair.

			We stoke the flames

			with memories of brighter days

			filled with sunshine and growing things,

			days shared with friends and loved ones.

			We remember how laughter turned cheeks red,

			instead of the nip of bitter cold.

			When conjuring our own joy is beyond us,

			we wrap ourselves in a blanket,

			with a book and a cup of hot tea,

			off to roam other worlds more to our liking.

			When winter comes,

			we can do all these things,

			or we can reflect on the beauty of what is,

			that we are still here,

			even if time is short.

			We can be thankful

			for a world where even

			in snow-blanketed bushes,

			small birds flutter and sing.
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			Winter Day

			Frigid fingertips

			wearing Bob Cratchit gloves

			Wish for a fire

			but there is no fireplace

			I huddle in my blanket

			I imagine you

			and snuggle in your embrace

			You are always warm

			Open a bottle of wine

			We will make our own fire
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			I Still Grieve

			I have seen death.

			I have grieved death.

			I still grieve.

			Sometimes I wonder

			how long will I miss you.

			It’s a foolish question

			whose answer doesn’t matter.

			In an odd way

			grief is a blessing.

			It means someone

			made a difference.

			Someone cared

			and took time to show it.

			Someone was kind.

			Someone loved us.

			We grieve because now

			there is a hole

			where someone special

			once lived.

			I try to fill the hole

			with memories of joy,

			to focus on the blessing

			of once having

			rather than what has been lost.

			Sometimes it works.

			Sometimes,

			I still grieve.
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			January Blizzard
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			It is snowing and blowing outside,

			has been for hours upon hours.

			The weatherman says it’s likely

			to continue for hours more.

			More than a foot has fallen,

			though the mountains of drifts

			make it hard to say exactly.

			I’m glad it’s Saturday

			so there was no decision-making

			about whether to risk the roads

			to get to work.

			It wouldn’t have been a hard decision—

			I’m old enough to know

			it isn’t worth the risk.

			The refrigerator and pantry

			have plenty to keep us fed;

			it’s not likely we’ll be trapped

			in the house for more than a day.

			As long as we don’t lose power,

			we’ll be okay,

			safe and warm inside.

			I feel sorry for my neighbor’s dog,

			who I normally consider a barking nuisance.

			I glanced out the window

			just in time to see him belly deep in snow,

			attempting to squat and do his business.

			Poor thing scrambled up, bolting for the door,

			as if to say, “Not going to happen--

			Sorry, in advance,

			but there may be an accident later on.”

			At some point we’ll have to venture out;

			the snow isn’t going to shovel itself after all.

			It’ll be a while before that happens

			as there’s no point in shoveling

			when the wind’s blowing so hard.

			More than likely, we’ll wait till tomorrow,

			when the sun is sure to be shining—

			it always seems to do that after a big storm.

			It’s pretty enough through the window.

			If I were a child, I’d be begging to go out in it,

			pleading with my father to build a snowman;

			he would have told me it wasn’t the kind of snow

			you needed to build a snowman.

			It’s too soft to even make a good snowball.

			But I’m not a child.

			I am old and hopeful that the snow will be

			powdery and light because of the bitter cold,

			and thus easier for these old bones to shovel.

			For now, I’ll watch through the window

			while the laundry tumbles in the basement.

			Snug in my old chenille bathrobe,

			I’ll breathe in the warmth of hot tea,

			try to forget the havoc created by blizzards

			that we grownups fixate on,

			and remember the joy that came

			with the snowy days of childhood.
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			January Is Bleak

			Whether lying in the dark

			trying to find sleep,

			or driving alone in my car

			in winter’s black predawn,

			my mind wanders to poetic places

			I’d rather not visit.

			I listen to the wind whining in the night

			and I am a bear looking to hibernate

			who cannot find its cave.

			I am cold, so cold,

			and yet my veins have not frozen

			and blood still flows from head to toes.

			The new year should bring hope

			but January is bleak.

			I am surrounded by death that

			they tell me comes in threes,

			but just when I think it’s safe

			there comes a fourth and fifth.

			If not running from death,

			I’m chased by his cousin, disease,

			who casts a wide net to ensnare us all.

			There seems no escape.

			I long for spring,

			for sunshine, green grass,

			and flowers in bloom,

			but they are far away

			on a distant horizon, I cannot see.

			January is bleak

			and I am so cold.
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			The Mighty Have Fallen
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			Two tall pines stood for a hundred years,

			towering over all,

			until the night before Christmas eve,

			when weakened after withstanding

			so many years of struggle,

			one succumbed to a wind

			so mighty even this aged giant

			could not hold firm against it.

			A ferocious crack sounded

			through the howling of the wind,

			as this guardian of the border

			snapped at its knees,

			folding itself over power lines

			that could barely cradle its weight.

			The power company sent men

			to release the tangle of tree and branches,

			leaving a painful sight of

			its bones, splintered and spiked;

			we needed to put it out of its misery.

			More men came to put the tree to rest;

			they took his twin too,

			because we knew he wouldn’t survive long

			without his companion at his side.

			Now there is a open great space

			where the pine brothers stood.

			From a distance their stumps

			look like elephant feet that

			were chopped at the ankles.

			Come closer and the metaphor holds,

			elephant footprints left to remember them.

			They say elephants never forget.

			I don’t think I will either.
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			Winter Grump

			Winter has come.

			The temperature has dropped,

			not as far as single digits or negative numbers,

			but cold enough

			that I sit wrapped in a blanket,

			holding hand warmers that were last year’s Christmas gift,

			trying to warm myself.

			I’m not sick, just getting old, I suppose.

			We’ve avoided snow, except for an inch or two—

			nothing worth shoveling, at any rate,

			but we’ve had rain—a lot of it,

			so the basement is flooded.

			Other places have it worse,

			and at least we’ve got working pumps

			to keep the water level down.

			The cold and damp seeps up through the floor;

			this old house isn’t up to keeping out all the drafts

			as the wind howls outside.

			When the snow began last night,

			we kept our fingers crossed,

			hoping the hoses wouldn’t freeze.

			They didn’t and we are thankful.

			Our backs were thankful too—

			they dislike shoveling as much as we do.

			But cold rain has been falling all day,

			and I try not to think of how much longer it will be

			until we see the basement floor again.

			The days are short and dark comes early,

			though the optimist in me whispers

			the light lengthens a little every day,

			and there’s a meatloaf in the oven,

			the perfect stick-to-the-ribs meal

			on a cold winter’s day.

			That’s another thing about the cold,

			it makes you think of eating all the time,

			like bears getting ready to hibernate.

			People aren’t supposed to eat like that—

			at least not civilized people.

			Maybe if I was allowed to hibernate,

			I wouldn’t feel so grumpy.

			Alas, I am not a bear

			and the universe will not let me sleep

			for months at a time.

			But I can pretend for a little while,

			as I curl up on the couch,

			with my blanket wrapped up to my nose,

			that I am not old

			and the cold doesn’t bother me at all.
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			Gamboling the Chill Away
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			I am cold from my fingers to my toes,

			and back round again to the tip of my nose.

			Winter is here and won’t be leaving soon.

			I need a distraction,

			and suddenly it’s there.

			The word of the day is gambol.

			Gambol is such a lovely word;

			I wonder why it’s gone out of style.

			It brings thoughts of lambs frolicking

			in a meadow where butterflies flutter

			among the wildflowers.

			Perhaps there’s a dog, mindful of his job,

			but enjoying the summer day,

			who rollicks and romps along the sidelines,

			letting the sheep enjoy the illusion of freedom.

			Later he will herd them to their pen,

			where everyone will be fed and bed down for the night.

			But for now, the shepherd boy dozes on the hill,

			while his charges play without care.

			The dog may be young and frisky,

			but like the boy, he knows there’s a time

			to lark about and a time to tend to business.

			Summer days are meant for gamboling away.

			We plod through winter,

			warmed by the knowledge

			that summer will come again.
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			I Know You Don’t Like Poetry

			I know you don’t like poetry.

			I really wish that you did,

			just a bit, if not become a devotee.

			I know you don’t like poetry

			but could you pretend for me?

			You might fall in love! How splendid!

			I know you don’t like poetry.

			I really wish that you did.
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