
Rondo 

st i l l win ter 
shroudy skies 
i n the m o u r n i n g 

st i l l m o u r n i n g 
d a w n dribbles th rough cur ta ined pa in 
seeps in to pudd le on s i l l 
evapora t ing 

sti l l evapora t ing 
crusts u p o n m y bed 
i ' m h o l d i n g on to m o u l d 
a n d whimpers of immor t a l i t y 
i tw i t ch 

s t i l l tw i t ch ing 
i c r a w l a r o u n d the wasteland of m y life 
a round the wasteland 
a round the waste 

sti l l waste 
shal l i end w i t h a tierce de picardie? 
do i dare? 
do i care. 

still? 

yes. 
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