
November 

The sky white with rain 

The field gray since frost 

My neighbor’s horses hang their heads as I mutter my prayer for spring. 

 

November’s drowsy drifts 

The jewelling of autumn over 

Time swings swiftly to winter’s crystal ring. 

 

The rhythm stills.  The drafts chill. 

In my dreams the frost diamonds the once-green glade 

And I hang suspended by feathers glazed. 

 

 


