                                          In the Wintry Woods

Drawn up by the electric fluorescence

drawn to by the cocain-like snow, glistening amid trunks,

in the light at dawn you see the woods appear in negative imprint.

With soil conquered and collapsed

tiled roofs of frozen huts are left floating in an orphaned quiver.

Trapped between the brilliant white stone,

preserved in it's frozen tomb,

and the drenched stiff bark

meekly hallowing for the spring

the ghost of the skier hovers in a silent trickle

within the window-framed ultramarine.  

You are crawling from the realm of dreams.

Beyond the glass wall the day is half awake

and by divine force the serenity was deemed so.

The stamp of your black shadow on the snow 

only slightly blemished by it's smudged contour.

In the running sunlight

you cleanse your lethargic eyes.

The heat, like a dwarfed serpent,

slizzers up your spine, making for  the head,

with it's sway kindling your awakening.

                                                                                        Alex Karpovsky








To the previous page
