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Winter's Touch 

By Robin Lipinski 

 

 

 

 

She reached out an touched hard this morning, 

Her icy finger. 

 

Warm and dreaming, 

I slept. 

 

Waking to see the moon surrender, 

Looking outside, 

We wept. 

 

The kiss of winter is here, 

Her frosty white dress  drapes over the memories of fireweed and fun. 

 

Adieu summer, 

Till next year. 

 

The End 


