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The Ice Storm

Trees are brushing the earth with crystal hands.
Seems they have been so long watching the sky
they just discovered what lay at their feet.

A glazed chain lies idle where an old collie is used
to circle an iron stake. Today she sleeps by the radiator,
a child’s fingers curled tightly through her collar.

Rust piles in wild yards have turned to diamonds.
Wet silver coats flagpoles and birdbaths. The world,
pearlescent and still, suddenly unfamiliar.

Half an oak, downed, has made a new glass forest.
Children go in and out snapping popsicle branches,
or waver in their outsized boots on the slick floe.

A solitary driver snug in his heat-blasted cab
slides by the water tower’s hollow canister,
potholes shaking iceshards from waterjugs in the bed.

His tires grind salt grit to powder, passing
caved in porches enshrined with icicles
and housefronts veiled by prostrate shrubs. 

In the bank door the OPEN sign faces inward
summoning no one. Mortgage payments
will have to wait. Boys haul sleds to the hill.
Hard to say who would mind if the ice held forever.
