
Love In Winter 

 
Snow, untouched—pure invitation, 

for our black boots to land 

like flags on the moon— 

though no one records our trek 

from Midtown to Delancey 

where streetlights glow angelic, 

filling in for a sun that forgot us. 

 

The cold plays wingman— 

drawing us closer 

under the guise of warmth 

 

In some future, 

we’ll carry out the slow shedding 

of winter’s armor—reveal us, 

dolls within dolls 

the smallest, bare and wanting. 

 

For now, you stop, 

face me. 

The pole beside us announces 

rents we can not pay, 

a lost dog, 

an open mic— 

but mostly holds me steady 

as you lean in, 

your smile, the white rabbit 

Alice couldn’t help but follow, 

your eyes the hole he vanished into. 

 

And as I tumble into Wonderland 

where nothing is certain 

except the feeling of falling, 

we become the only proof 

that breath still steams 

from something warm and living. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Grace’s comments: “This is a poem of deep compassion and wonder. The images are 

boldly inventive and yet entirely accurate, the lines musical. The poet’s world comes 

alive in the work. The closing lines define a profound vision: ‘we become the only proof / 

that breath still steams /from something warm and living.’” 


