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The �rozen city burns mildly
and the fires barely touch the so� gray cold.

A slight, veiled fire in a window where a woman
might once have been undressing. Small hard fires

�astened in place o� birds to naked twigs.

In a cellar under black pines, a mother holds her breath

to suppress a cough: a child is sleeping against her.
A very aged mother, awake all night wondering:

What will it be like when I'm not here to see?
Will the ice be more ice, the night more night,

the city �arther, our li�e more misshapen and quiet?
For tenderness, �or �ear o� disturbing anyone,

she keeps her cough, age, wonder to hersel�.

That child died long ago. An old man

with ice in his hair watches a city bus go by,
at 2 a.m. through �alling snow, lighted and almost empty

up a long arterial street. How warm it is in the bus,
when you have the �are—the kindly silent driver,

a rhythm and swaying almost like sleep,
dark houses and store�ronts pass, a dream,

as though the route and the night go on �orever.

So what i� you've stood where a door was being closed,

stood in the cold dark, cursing?
Be quiet, pick up and go.

The low clouds, the snow, are the color o� fine ash,
reflecting the blazing city, and the bus is gone.

Know what you have. And bless all travelers.
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