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DECADENCE 
or 

F ANTAISIE D'HIVER 

Harp 
polished wood curved in a bold 
gracious salute against a screen 
where silk-embroidered peacocks 

balance 
on angu lar feet 

their starry-eyed sweep 
of gorgeousness 

and curling chrysanthemum fl ames 
flower 

in a delicately bulged wro ught-iron grate 

vibrant wi th shivers o f warmth 
as the strings o f the harp 
shimmer with strange arpeggios. 

Pizzicat o passages pluck at the ear. 
A smell of resin lingers on the air. 

Flames crackle 
on the dark window panes 

unquenched 
by ice-fl ower flakes of snow. 

The harp is silent. 
Ash sifts to silken no thingness 

below the grate. 
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