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Mount Auburn Snow
Dusk. Silent rush at dusk. Blue dawn of night

I am alive with slick possibility

Winter chill, wind atop a hill

My soul bows low in reverence

Off to live this dusk away

TO lose my blueing hue

My love waits for me, slightly out of view

Inside a building

Warm, noisy, sweater-filled

Now I am in some other time

Hoping to find

Something

And still

I am so completely filled

Transfized, alive

My life in view

In blurry snow blue

Off across these living tops

Lies some man, some broken soul lost

Some dying soul oppressed at night

Losing life and all its cost

And we will lose our sight in spring

Blinded by some newer thing

Soon I cannot see my hand

Or the sky’s falling wonder

And I wonder

My lover’s voice resounds and finds me

Leads me back to love’s priority

And I will go continue with him

But it was nice to meet with you

In blue winter chill

Atop God’s frozen hill
