
Midnight in Midwinter 

Just the finest trace of snow fell 
unseen yet tingly on my face, 
and the streets were whitening under 
a semi-coating of this semi-snow. 
I knew the moon was up there but 
clouds were having their way. 
I walked familiar streets, 
my neighborhood oddly hushed, 
no traffic, dogs all quiet indoors. 
 
Far off I heard the muffled horn 
of a diesel engine pulling its 
rumbling train along the single 
trunk line past the edge of town. 
With each crossing its wail and 
rumble became a little louder, 
and then each wail became quieter 
until silence comforted the streets 
like a forgiving mother after 
her child's necessary cries. 
 
All of us had our way tonight-- 
the snow was able to hint of itself, 
my footprints showed I'd been there, 
the train took some of the silence, 
and midnight was allowed its hush. 
 
Now my coat is hanging to dry 
and I know where the moon is. 
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