
Snow 
 

by Alice Friman 
 
 
Let us speak of love and weather 
Subtracting nothing. 
Let us put your mother and mine  
away for a while. Your dying father, 
my dead one. 
   Let us watch 
from our bedroom window how a slow 
falling snow crowns all nakedness in ermine. 
Do not look at me yet.  Your face is flushed, 
your eyes too love-soaked, too blue. 
Outside is white on black  
and still.  The sky, deaf with stillness. 
 
Don’t let it frighten you. 
Hush. There’s time enough for that. 
Be content for now to watch the maples 
fill with snow, how they spread themselves, 
each naked limb making itself accessible. 
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