Candlemas

Dnfting, cold, deep snow everywhere,

filling all the unseen cracks in the houses.
The furry snow bunmes are meeting up on
winter mountain, and the priests have run

out of money and have all gone home.

The children light candles for each
star in the mght sky while the
grownups drink hot coffee, sit at

the round table, and speak 1n carnest

of getting nd of all the tanks.

(Pt Sheep Barn, after Storim—itlhe Alps)

Heavy metal, slow metal, cold metal,
the sound of bells, thousands
of bells, swaying back and torth,

a wave of joviul sound,
passing on from city to city
to city, some say, as swifily as
the turming of the Earth itself.
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