Eternal Sleep

©S. Cordeiro
8/13/2004

I sleep eternally within this glass box

This box of which is blessed

With kisses of the gods

With ice that lay on the floor

In mid of December.

My blood grew still while waiting

Forevermore.

If you kiss my cold dead lips

And maybe with enough wishes

I return to the living

With a heartbeat and blood pumping

Throughout my veins

Until death claims its toll upon my soul.

