All of us in frieze and diminished light
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The grey ceiling looms in a dome of the seabubbles and cast in a silver hilt, grasped by hands. The white noise of the faucet noise, the crack of stone, in cold winter, the flecked indents of the porcelain maybe, solidsilver, writing in tongues. He carried a platter of silver to bed and used it as a pillow, the music of the clatter of morning instruments clattering against the sluice of swirling waves streaming out of the grey window, backwards is gold, light, solid, warm, the fireside at the out-song, the sprinkler, hose, ovals, making tips, blows mist in a square and the water begets a swan, gripping the shaft of the shower, working in the water—one at a time the stars fly around birds in the cold universe, the inscription on a band of silver encircling the universe, it’s written, close-up it looks like stars—frozen, all of us in frieze and diminished to points of light, the cold feet meet the tiles and the ceiling disappears and the room goes spinning over the wasteland, cold, the of coinage, the in coinage, the right way, the wrong way, the salamander beside the water, limp in icy mud, tossed hair tussled in the salty sone, frozen in freize, my enticing song, the song of up and down, tonality of the auditory, harmonies in opera, the parrot, green, sits on the stick, held by fire which burns in ice crystal. The corn is painted with nail polish the color of A, the sea and its greenery morning, over the breakers, the cloud shaped in the sand mirrors behind the water the sky clouds in a half-dual moon which melts in the cold of the universe and drips into the washroom, public, private, the tenants quarters 200 years ago, the violin plays and a flute, pacing as the beat tosses them about in the amusement park ocean, and then the ship has to move out of the way and a larger tanker comes spinning through the Panama canal, the Cape of Storms, the icy wind, the ice is shattering, the friezes are released into the humid air which turns into icicles on my skin which blows the fan’s wind into the face of a silver razor, lying crosswise on the washbowl which spirals down into its drain and disappears into the darkness of mystery. Where base in Greek, the music of repetition, the beat of a drum, and then the musical phrase of the innards of a faucet stream which sizzles as on his sizzly pavement and the dark sky turns the leaves into tar pits and the little boy is flying away into the cold universe until he’s grabbed back by the crystal staff, with a hook, taking him off stage, but the little boy is an old man who is shuffling frantically towards Neptune, the god of the sea, who saved Aeneas from the venti, the Odyssey lives across the bathtub, the ice the half remembered dreams among frozen suds which don’t exist and the drain sucks the entire room into its orifice as the entire city shakes with anxiety and the cupcake watched, only the the lost men have left, where are they, they are where, the Greeks said it was a cold river, never twice. 

