Retum of the ]ce:

The bentwood box of winter

(Creaks open as

The Skg unfurls its bright blue canvas.
Mountains write their shadowed scriPt
Along the horizon.

]cebergs bleached white
As ancient whale vertebrae

Nestle in the grass
At the high tide mark

Whales are spou’cing
As theg cruise a]ong the tide lines.

C]ouds of steam
(url over their heads like

l”uminatecl destion marks.

] squat next to my smokg fire

Wa’cc}‘ning the full moon rise

Like a chiP of ice

Over the snowfields,

SHining ’c%roug% the Pale afternoon skies.
What seParates me from the Fleistocene?
From the time when People huddled unknowing
Next to fires

A humbled, Frightened presence

Trging to make sense of the magnhciceﬂce

Of this world?



So much has haPPened.
The Dark /\ges

The Eﬂ]ighteﬂment
The ]ndustria] A\ge

T he World Wars

More Dark Ages.

Ferhaps we are in one now.

So | watch the icebergs g]it’cer and turn in the tide
Cracking and roaring as they break apart
Kevealing a deep blue heart

Exposed to air for the first time

]n centuries.

] Pretend the ice is coming back.

SOme dags that ’choug}‘lt comforts me.



