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Cold

Again | dreamt. Of marble halls*
Echoes of song. Of childhood. Mystery.
Of aunts and uncles voicing plaintive airs
In plaintive harmony.

Love, loss, they serenaded.

And memory. And death.

Asinmy dream. My dream of marble halls.
Where al bare, silent was. And cold. And timeless.
And1? Alone. No lover, kindred soul,

Tolight, delight me. Why thisis hell.

- As Mephistophel es pronounced.

Soul -famishing.

And hell iscold. Not hot.

Cold asold flames. New ice.

New icethat honestheicicle of loss

We suck on. Gnaw. Derange soul -hunger with.
- Sir Poet, fie. You nullify desire.

Conspiring in these icy soul -cappings.
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- Yes, | conspire.

Desire no balm. No consolation.

Nofire. No passion even. Evenlove.

Go metaphor my dream. My dream of marble halls.
Tell methefault'snot in my stars. Not in my heart.
But in my mind. So sound before. Now spliced to ice.

No. No chill metaphors.

I'll dream - to-night maybe -

Of areas no longer marble-cold.

Oricicled. Or soul-famishing.

I'll clear my soul of dread. Sing fervent as aunts, uncles,
Of lovethat pulses. Pulses everything.

To permanence.

To pulsing permanence.



