
 
 
STATEMENT - her WINTERY FIELDS 
 
For you, our matriarchal sun, 
 with your elegant shadows 
 stretching cobalt and twilight 
 over the white hours. 
 
These fields and quiet woods, 
 drawn with parallel tracks and meandering paws, 
 are always yours. 
 
By the fire, we’ll read and flame gaze 
 and visit you, aglow  
 on these merry wintery fields. 
 
 
  


