
SLEET – NORMAN MACCAIG

The first snow was sleet.  It swished heavily
Out of a cloud black enough to hold snow.
It was fine in the wind, but couldn’t bear to touch
Anything solid.  It died a pauper’s death.

Now snow – it grins like a maniac in the moon.
It puts a glove on your face.  It stops gaps.
It catches your eye and your breath.  It settles down
Ponderously crushing trees with its airy ounces.

But today it was sleet, dissolving spiders on cheekbones,
Being melting spit on the glass, smudging the mind
That humped itself by the fire, turning away
From the ill wind, the sky filthily weeping.
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