the falling snowflakes 

land with distinct 

fingerprints that look

just like my wife's.

all falling with the delicate

skin structure of my caroline's lovely

hands.

she's not here next to me,

but the sky has opened the book

of her dna structure and dumped them

like marbles from thirsty clouds

down into my wandering hands taking

a break from the devil's dusting.

here in the middle of winter,

with cold like a metal cloak

on my shoulders,

and again i'm warmed by the notion

that thousands of tiny wife skin flecks

hurl towards me to make me warm

once again with the emblem of my 

wife's cold touch ready to melt

into my next moment.
