Stranded in a Snowdrift Near Big Timber, Montana
The 3-inch gap between

the lip of my scarf

and the brim of my hat

had never felt so alive.

As cold’s glorious sting

stung my eyes, the height

of my cheekbones, 

the curve that connects

nose to eyebrow,

I remembered seeing 

my breath-smoke

for the first time.

I uncovered my O’d mouth,

enjoying the split second

of cloud cover

before the sting stung my lungs.

                    -- Lindsay Petersen

