Wasn’t it colder? 

More brutal? 

Even in 1980 say – eight years old

Let’s say nine. 

Shod in pain

Black ice

Brutal, more brutal wind

A hat beneath a helmet

Cooper, blue. 

Cracked, repaired with glue

And fiberglass. It will probably

Last. 

But right – the pain.

It was cold certainly

Cold for days.

Different then. . .

So what is it to say that nothing’s changed?

Isn’t that our refined concern?

Katie Couric must have lost a wink

Or two worrying about black ice in Lakeville

Factory Pond and cold. 

It is not cold enough. 

We don’t suffer enough.

Oh! 

The seasons were refined

A constancy – no?

Their visits were exhausting

Made us sick, insane

Feverish. . .

A cabinesence – feveresence

Locked away with short light 

And silence. 


WE NEED LIGHT

Artificial 

Natural style light

Blasted in our faces 

Siroccos – blasted fire

Wood stoves at night. 

But right 

1980

I hated Russia

Russians

There was something unfair 

About the way they won so much.

Coldness brought to bear 

On happiness.

Outside in February

On Factory Pond

Chicken wire and plywood goals

Black ice

Vicious cold

Old wind 

Ancient wind 

Coldly animate

Could you say where the serpent’s

Tail begins? 

I won’t know why I skated then.

I did not hate my lot. I was not engulfed

With pain. I did not seek relief

Or at least

That’s the memory. A cast of memory – 

On memory. 

I was alive

Skating. 

Let me circle around again 

And say – this was not an agony

Of ecstasy. A ravening child 

Feeding on triumph over cold. 

Backwards again. . .really

I could not have been dead. 

In memory – it happened. 

I was there buffeted. 

Warmed. . .enlivened

By my own hands. . .

And legs. 

Skating. 

But truly who was that?

Now I’m thirty-six.

Impossible. . .yet receding.

Some read that and think “I am not”

“I will not be”

“I will not be again”

I am for now. 

Awake in a way – 

Wearing a vest

A small electric heater 

By my feet 

does its best. 

A leak from the apartment above

Taps for a minute

Onto the floor

A wreath of plaster

Around the drops. 

A wreath, encircles

The season.

Woven fronds, berries, corn -

A Pagan eye upon our door.

Encircle the pond

The pond – a circle

Black, black ice

A blasting crack!

Not mine, not my tiny joints

Not my frosted finger tips – 

But the ice has grumbled.

A raw complaint. 

I think I may faint from the pain

Of blood returning to my strangled toes.

This is later.

I’ve traced the pond’s world

Flat ice, frozen tiny waves

Wide cracks, splinters – 

Imperfections.

The puck is black

Cradled by my hands

My track is long 

Miles along the outer edge

Of ice. 

Around again

The wind again

Her song. 

