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A MOMENT OF RECONCILLIATION  



A damp, cold finger
 reaches through the window 
permeating my plump flesh. 
A numbing chill crawls
from ankles to ribs to jaw, 
then gnaws at me through 
to rigid socks. 
I shudder. 
Icy tongues lick my viscera, 
For another sleepless night.
Hot anger implodes. 
An internal silent scream 
Burns as a barely audible exhalation 
Visible to the cold. 
A puny admonition, 
For the immense suffering 

caused by humankind or by nature.
For the immense suffering 

of one friend or of a people, 
To the One Who creates it, 
To the One who perpetuates it 
To the One Who gives 
the human spirit                                                                

the strength 
to endure it all. 
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