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Of what were Sleeping Beauty’s dreams made of? /
The fleshless dreams of a virgin? /

She came from a blond, cold country
a cursed puritanical region.

She was beautiful,

crystalline and pure as an uncontaminated snowflake, inviolate.

There was a witch, an evil prophesy, because beauty has its enemies.
There was an accident,

her blood was shed, just barely, a drop as big as a teardrop,
enough to seal the landscape of her fate.

She slept uninterrupted as the dead,

the years like an unbroken night.

There was a kiss, flesh awakening flesh, ot
a warm trembling to break the frigid blank spell of sleep, .9
the depths of her shuddered and she came to, 11,
she awakened. t 4

But she didn’t know who she was. of
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