
Snowfall 
 
I stand in the snow. 
It is cold. 
I do not feel it so.  
I hold the warmth  
of remembered embrace. 
 
The quiet snow, 
quiet snow 
falls on my cheeks.  
I know the warmth  
of remembered embrace. 
 
I stand in the cold 
in white silence 
of sky overwhelming earth 
and hold the warmth  
of remembered embrace. 
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