
Chicago winters turn brown dust to crystal 
by Katelyn Dunne 
 
The park fills with snow 
cluttered with dog and squirrel  
prints. Cars whiz by and see 
the marred grass but don’t 
pay attention. The dust 
that once blew, tumbleweeds 
across the greenest grass, 
gasps in our lungs, changes 
into ice, the only rinks 
Chicago kids will ever know. 


