
Our Creek in Winter 

 

The beargrass is gone 

The aspen has shed all summer memories 

The creek dreams in narrow motion under a riven ice blanket 

 

The air you raised your face into is not here  

That water long since passed 

What was is no more 

 

Suppose nothing changed 

Suppose we could hold onto a moment—  

—a frangible thing cupped in our palms 

 


