
   …december 16, 1994…

i am a face you do not know 
whispering the winds in snow –
echoing a hollow space
that hides inside your chimney place –

you will not see me entering
the cracks along your window frame –
you will not me gathering
among the shadows of your room –

like a guest you almost know
i’ll sit beside you in the cold
until the outside fall of white
smothers and obliterates.
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