
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Winter Drive 

White on both sides   
of salt-speckled black, 
tires perfectly inflated, 
radio singing a memory 
of her first second glance 
my way, and all potholes  
are filled, if only for a moment. 
 
                                                                  
James King 

 
 


