              Rivers of Time and Snow

In the midst of the Nor’easter, snowflakes swirl

slowly as if each is suspended from a parachute, 

flakes like frail white arms reaching up to hold on 

as spinning on silken threads they descend quietly, 

pure centers of time released from heavens above.

Within the woods, moments cease running away

in a receding parade out of reach. All around us,

the instants fall heavy and soft like lovers into bed. 

So many spill into our hearts, we feel full like 

the woods tonight,

             patient in the swell of perfect silence.

