
MORNING
(After the Snow)

Twinkle ....

   Of a Lazy Snow

   On Fresh Scented Pines

   In The Dimly Lit Morning Hours.

Distant Rumbles Of A Struggling Furnace

   Are More Felt That Heard, As The

   Lifebeat Of The House Sings In The New Day

   To All Who Care To Listen.

A Full Harmonic Orchestration Begins:

   Intro By Cold Creaking Pipes,

   Rhythm Supplied Courtesy Of Flapping Dampers,

   Hissing Relief's Add To The Crescendo

   As The Finale Is Played Out By Thickly

   Painted Radiators Covered With Last

   Night's Washcloths.

Such Ends A Performance, Which,

Brings Warmth To The Very Ears.

(Roll Over And Snuggle Closer, Let The 

Thick Quilts Protect The Senses.

Savor The Sounds In A Limbo Of Sleepiness.)

Frosted Window Panes Give Way To 

   Etched Out Snowmen,

      Miniature Ice Balls,

         Thin Slaps Of Tasteless Ice,

And Very Cold Fingernails.

Twinkle .....

   Of The Youthful Eyes Set In Wonderment

   Gazing Over A Whitewashed Fairyland

   In The Brightening Morning Hours.
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