
Christmas Tree. 
 
Staring through my reflection, I observe, 
dead tree. 
Cedar, syrupy bark, 
strangled in blinking bulbs and shiny plastic. 
Disposable. 
My exhale fogs the pane of someone else’s window. 
Breathy flakes: white tumbles down, 
around me, shedding powdered sugar. 
Dump yard two weeks from now. 
Dead tree. 


