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F irst  Snowfall
B y  H e at h e r  A n d e r s o n

The snow fell, at first,

gray and wet,

thick and heavy,

almost like rain pouring

down the doubts of a long winter,

soaking into the parched,

water-thirsty ground.

I threw my head back,

opened my mouth

to catch the snowflakes,

and the sky was dizzy—

I was dizzy—

the kind of dizzy

when you realize

that you aren’t afraid of falling,

when you know you have found

something that you had lost. 
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