Snowfalls

by Lynn Dalsing

Snow falls like glitter from the hands of pagan gods.

In Valhalla kindergarten,

Freya learned the art of perfect snowfalls

to pin up on Norse refrigerators.

It falls silver but lands white

and blinds gradually with a million sparkles a minute.

Only snow doesn’t fall, it floats

on blooming winter mornings

when cold sits sweet on the tongue like cotton candy,

melting to make sugar-coated words. 

Waiting for snow to descend to the lapping tongue of time, 

present, past, future

(or some combination of the three),

you can hear the familiar rush of blood,

pounding, 

pulsing, 

over the sound of flutter-flakes,

parachuting to the sidewalk

because outstretched tongues

can make no sound.

And snow doesn’t fall on sidewalks, 

or at least when it does, 

it isn’t serious about it.

So says Wednesday, Monday’s child.

You don’t want to be breaking it up.

She learned it by talking with the snow

through the sensation of ice stars

licking blue skin.

Tonight, the moon drinks light

in star-strangling gulps, 

until its breath reeks of 

Le Claire des Etoiles.

And never will you know the difference.

All the while glitter shimmers down 

to rest in earth glue.
