Death's hands




I long to leave 
town before tomorrow,
but I shall not.  

Death's infinitely
soft hands have 
already covered her

brow:  the phone call, 
red taxi through
the rising snowstorm, 

steps echoing 
down the long chill 
hall, the utter

stillness of her face.  
An old man must now
be sleeping dreaming 

of an early morning 
hole to dig dark down 
beneath the deepening snow.

