
Frozen Fantasy 

My first breath outside 
on a winter morning 
speaks a frosty sentence 
and drifts off. 
 
When my hand sticks 
to a cold pipe, 
I have joined the winter club. 
 
When the sneaky wind 
finds a crack in my coat, 
I feel the grip 
of zero. 
 
Winter is, 
if anything, 
a surprise in ice. 
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