Slumber Town

by Albert Stimson

To Ania with love.

You and I walk

to the old brick 

church, expecting

some cool darkness, 

pools of color

from stained glass, rows 

of pews, perhaps 

some poignant art.

Instead: month-old 

Christmas wreaths hang

on either side 

of tall wood doors—

immovable, 

bolted: God 

only works 

on Sundays.

The sanctuary 

is safe from those 

who need it.

You and I walk

through town, looking

at the sights:

A yellow car

sleeps under weight

of snow, front bent

by collisions.

A rainbow floats

in melted pool:

pastel colors,

motor oil,

illusion.

Pale, spare twin trees:

symmetrical,

tamed by fence spikes,

close to a house.




Even the snow 

is conquered:

dirty, trodden, 

tracked, crisscrossed,

half-melted heaps—

the sickly smell 

of alley-dumpsters.

You and I skip,

echoing peals

of laughter

off the walls.

