Lynching

By Amy Ellison

Icicles hang their hypothermic blue,

each leaf cellophaned,

while black-coated bystanders tremble 

in their age of layers. Gorged 

on reflection, they turn 

toward the miasmic swell of clouds.

The elm shimmers in a guttural sweat,

trunk shuddering no matter how it turns.

And it does turn.  It is a kind of heat. 

On the left corner of a white-framed house, 

the wet spine sighs and releases.  The crowd, 

for their part, melt from the winter

they’ve helped create.  Even children

forget themselves in the end, carving

curious angels out of whiteness 

while ice hangs from the late-afternoon

church and from the elm straining

to wrench loose its roots, as if it could.

