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A Cabal of Angels
Part 2

Alex Stolis
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...and a cabal of angels with finger cymbals
chanted his name in code, we shook our fists
at the punishing rain;

and we called upon the author to explain.

Nick Cave
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Tabbris; Angel of Self Determination

What will be left after you are truly gone:
the frayed end of a thread
from your sweater;

bare bulb flickering in the closet;
a dog-eared book
with a coffee stained cover?

There is no past. I'll pick now to remember
what it was like; the scent of rosewater
and wood smoke,

the rumble of wings against sky as | watch
you tie back your hair. There is no such thing
as forgiveness or second chances.

I’d rather drink to sin; picture you at the end
of the bar, hair shorn, legs crossed high
ready to start a revolution.



