Cold

For three  days I have been shivering

like a Chihuahua, wrapping myself

in furs of animals that deal with 

winter better than I.

Outside, my nose drips like a leaky

faucet, the car protests at being

cranked without mercy as I wait

for the C to H dial to raise a lazy finger.

The car moves slowly over crunching day 

old snow, ice imitates Rice Krispies while 

from somewhere a draft slides across me as

if it’s the shadow of a building hiding the sun

When I return home I shed my clothes like

a tree loses leaves, then head for bed where

a warm quilt covers me like the summer

night I will dream about

