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The Wintry Summer, the Sub-Zero Fire

Girl hair in wind
Fingers on
Harp strings.

Hear her want
Grip it like
A stick shift.

She leaves tracks
In snow
You follow.

All snow, all snow
But then a
Crevasse.

Her and fire
You in
Her howl.

Remember young summer
Girl hair
Hot virgin.

This is cold.



