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Cold 
 
1, Black Ice 
 
When you come into cold, 
  hold tight to your ribs. 
Look up at the houses that rise 
  from sea smoke 
where people carry on 
  with happy lives. They will feel you, 
small and dark on their street, hear 
  how you want what they have. 
 
Imagine yourself at the highest window – 
  you –  looking out at yourself looking in. 
Learn to roll with the floor boards, 
  salt-water warped, shifting.  
Absorb the stories of the house until you own 
  its leather-bound library and high-backed 
chairs, warmth of oil lamps. 
  Every woman has her own language: 
Wear your alphabet on your ribs.  
 
II. Pack Ice 
 
In Shackleton’s Antarctica, ice-locked sailors 
  made serious study of marrow 
and the narrow needle, scrimshawed  
  history on the bones 
of dead sled dogs while their breath condensed 
  into corkscrews of frozen beard.  
 
Bless this sailor’s rope, the hole  
  hacked in ice, the fish too cold to bite, 
keep safe these wet tents and rotting socks, 
the glow of the captain’s quarters. 
 
  Every day at home the same maiden voyage – 
sharp pointed needles with long eyes 
   drawn by shadow wives 
into French knots and Florentine, 
  cross stitches, dry kisses. 
Bad luck to be a woman wanting 
  the glow of the captain’s quarters.  



 
III. Drift 
 
The way he holds 
  a drink in his hand, 
shakes ice against the glass. 
  The way he knocks back 
a cube, caves it in his mouth, 
  tames the jut of angles with melt, 
spits it back to the glass, whirls it 
  around the bottom, ice like a skater 
circling a solid pond. 
  The skater, sealed in the centrifugal force 
of his wrist, hears nothing but wind.  
 
Routine hems them in, ice-caught 
  before they can alter course, frozen 
side by side in their chairs, pocket 
of air between them, golden weak spot,  
place they might break through 
  for breath like otters in winter seas. 
They take the measure of drift, turn up 
  the thermostat, volume on TV,  
go to bed early, read 
  by light his and her lamps. 
They hunger for a peach, 
  warm pair of socks, their shared rib.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
House/Wife 
 
Like a house readied for flame, 
I am closed up tight, braced 
 
for the moment of your flight 
and fire that scorches walls. 
 
You pack your valuables in the trunk of your car. 
I wait for an updraft. How else 
 
to endure but as wood willing to burn, 
carried as ash on feathers, fish scales, skin? 
 
Let the barometer chime the wind shift, 
the manzanita make its stand.  
 
When the roads reopen, you 
will return, learn how I breathed 
 
cinders through windows you thought 
airtight, doors you thought closed. 
 
I survive, if smolder; 
a few pieces of oak remain.  
 
There is no season but fire. 
There is no husband but you.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Midlife 
 
What woman has not risen 
in the middle of the night, stood 
 
at the sink to rinse red from sheets, the back 
of a nightgown, hands in cold water? 
 
In the middle of the night, stood, 
stripped the bed, her body bare 
 
of a nightgown, hands in cold water, 
happy for once to be alone 
 
with her bed stripped, her body bare. 
Life now comes in warped cycles. 
 
She is happy for once to be alone 
without the pull of a lover’s arms. 
 
Life now comes in warped cycles 
of red, rinsed from sheets in the sink. 
 
Without the pull of a lover’s arms 
what woman has not risen? 
 
 
 
 


