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I can finally smell

even the cold smell of steel

and feel it becoming
something warm inside.

Am I diesel or am I gas?

Am I a volcano of life?
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The steel and the snow

become spring inside me.

 

The earth is all colours

the sky is full of light

white blue ochre and red

the night is full of stars.

A monument doesn’t move

but life—it dances and flies.

There is fire inside the glacier

there is ice in the fire—

but it’s love, more than anything else

which holds us all.
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