
Winter W i n d o w 

I b l e w y o u r m e m o r y o n m y w i n d o w 

that b i t t e r m o r n i n g . F i r s t y o u r face 

f o r m e d to m y b r e a t h i n g , 

t h e n , I swear, y o u r n a m e 

e t c h e d b e n e a t h it. T h e frost 

was o n m y s ide. I k n e w a g a i n 

h o w c o l d y o u were , w i t h w h a t p a s s i o n 

y o u c o u l d fling d e f i a n c e across 

y o u r f r i g i d l a n d s c a p e s . A n i m p o t e n t s u n 

l i t y o u le t ter by letter. It was 

o n e o f o u r harshest r e a d i n g s . M y very w o r l d 

lay c o n t a i n e d i n c o l d ; 

yet even i n this r e c o n s t r u c t i o n 

a n ins is tence o f s p r i n g . 
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