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The light spills down, does it?
Warm
It is warm
Silas feels warm among cold snow

it falls sticky and slow, does it?
Warm
Still warm
Silas ponders warmth among cold

snow that floats fiery, does it?
Warm
It is warm
crackling warm empty pit among

cold snow that covers, does it?
Warm
Still warm
there is warmth kneeling down

among cold snow; Silas sits in spotlight
underneath a metal tree that hums tenderly
a quiet, elusive thing called Electricity. 

An hour passes, does it?
No two
Now three
but then the light suddenly breathes

out and retreats, does it?
A man
Or a shadow
the air feels like cotton now. Softly

night lights flicker above the snow 
covered streets where they first hold
hands among slow falling sheets;

muted and deaf He embraces a small waist,
with warm hands catches Silas’ turning face;
in the dark a thumb rests on a quivering chin

What a sad little creature
your eyes are not yet hollow
you still carry your features
your face is soft, how callow.
He grins as his static filled melody caresses 
deaf ears out of a velvet dream, tenderly.

My name, Electricity.
You are unlike the other 
ghosts drifting in this sea. Why 
are you here? Pray, tell quickly.  

He lifts this body onto uncertain feet
Was it a dream? Weary, Silas stands, but holds
the shadow close, neither one lets go. 

It was so comfortable under that stream
the warmth seemed to understand me. 
Silas weeps. 

Passion can be such a trick
you see. Warm and tender, yet
it may consume thee. Careful
of the time you spend with me.

The shadow catches tears in his palm.

But oh, you are so handsome
little creature of the sea,
up and down I watched your breast
as you breathed deeply from me.

He rests his lips close to Silas’ head, holds a naked neck 
between bent fingers that wrap around each comfortable crack. 

Do not allow me to take
every bit of you, I will,
my instincts are too heavy
to contain. If only you had

Happiness, then maybe, slow
I could digress. But alas
you seem so sad, I want you
and your skin, like silky grass. 

He licks a bead of sweat, 
Silas trembles desperate.
 
Do you wish to feel my breath
upon your breast? I’ll give you
warmth, little creature, doughy
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