Dear Ice,

It’s been a pleasure.

An intimate, powerful, strong and tender sensuous secret of a whole-body-melting
pleasure to be with you.

You held, gave, listened, yielded and always mapped the traces of our duets, trios,
symphonies.

In the depths of your voice, a matrix of water movements.
I could listen to you and feel my own stillness.
I want to lie with you all day. Merge with your transformations.

You might be the last Crystal Bay here. Memory of ice, memory in the traces, memory in
my blood, rolling over you slowly, remembering together.

So here, see you again in a few months, after you bathe in the fully transformative
sunlight, changing your substance, structures and inhabitants.
Absorbing the memory of light from the sun, our oldest parent.

In this way, death is blindingly bright.

Letting you go now, still, has grief in it, because I am scared that you might not return.

I want this to be “so long, see you later.” Never a goodbye. ‘Til you return next year, the
year after, or even at the end of this one.

I won’t miss you during this time; this body will remember you.

The heron sweeps down to the last crust of sea ice, among the gulls and the jet-black
crows. A farewell party. A welcoming party. Celebrating the changing states.



