
Lost 14'

(hi liiiii.ls an.I kii.M's will I Imrk it; with «'V«'ry

iHcitth will 1 i'vAhi;

h"s life, it's life tiiiil I tij;lii for ik-v.t it

s«'«Miif<l SO sweet.

I know that my fa«(' is frozen; iii.v liaii.ls air

nninblike ami dead;

Hut oh. my feet keep a inovinj;. heavy ami hai<I

ami slow;

They're tryiiij; t«» kill me, kill me. the iiiirht that's

hlaek overhead,

The wind that cuts like a raziu-. the whipcord

lash of the snow.

Kn-p a-movinjr. a-movin^s dont. dont stumble,

y(»u fool I

Curse this snow that's a-pilinj; a purpose tt»

block my way.

It's heavy as -iold in tlie ro<ker. it's while and

flpoey as wool;

It's soft as a l>ed of feathers, it's warm as a

stack of hay.

Curse on my Un't that slip so. my i>o<.r. tired,

stumhlinfi feet;

T pipss they're a job for the sur};«'on. tlwy feel

so qneerlike to lift.

I'll rest them just for a moment oh. but to rest

is sweet

;

The awful wind cannot jret me. deep. de<»p

down in the drift."
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