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——| DEBRA FRANKE | Snow Stopped the Town

| can tell you now,

after some time has passed

how we got lost, how maps were

strewn across front and back seats

road signs mispronounced.

| can tell you the way friends tell stories
after a party, the way we used to sit around
the kitchen table leaning on elbows

to keep our heads up

we almost missed your funeral

trying to maintain a steady car

on snow-covered streets.

Perhaps we weren't ready to face you.
After a year of not talking,

| wasn't ready to be the one

to close silences

you could have had us visit beforehand
preparing us would have been kind,
then the way would not have been so hard
to find in blowing snow, we needn't have fought
over directions or hung onto maps
when all we could grasp
was melting
snow and slush along the way
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other driver fell asleep
was all there was left to say
about your death
and afterwards,

the snow started
fell for days and on
into the morning of your funeral
piling in protest
circling and stacking
a sit-in around the church

cars lined the block after the service

snow stopped the town,

how flakes suddenly disappeared

into pools of water, how young pines

leaned, nearly collapsing under weight of snow,
crushed and suffocated, how humming plows
scraped off the top asphalt layer with their blades
slush lining roads in their wake,

how easily a car slid into a snow bank

how do you make amends with the dead
try to recall what they might have said
when memories blur like the smear

of windshield wipers pushing away

the falling flakes
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