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For my sister, Merrill, and my brother, Dave,

and all that we remember

—L. S.




he best snow
is the snow that
comes softly in the night,

like a shy friend

afraid to knock,

so she thinks she’ll
just wait in the yard
until you see her.
This is the snow

that brings you peace.










And then there is the snow
that begins to fall

in fat, cheerful flakes
while you are somewhere
you'd rather not be.

Maybe school.
Maybe work.



And this snow

tells you, as it falls, that

it will send you home early,
don’t worry.

Home is where you

need to be,

and this snow

will take you there.










[t will send you back,

over slippery white roads,

to the rooms you love so well.
And it will say

that it is all right

to be happy.



Some snows fall only lightly,

just enough )
to make you notice

the delicate limbs of trees,
the light falling

from the lamppost,

a sparrow’s small feet.









And some snows fall so heavy
they bury

cars up to their noses,

and make evergreens bow,

and keep your kitties

curled up awhile.




Children love snow

better than anyone does,
and they never complain
as they pull on their

red boots and mittens
and make plans

to catch

wet flakes on their tongues



