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My hand is testing the hurting rain,
standing on a bone-rock, slew-

waves at cliff’s edge, searching for rescue.
Somewhere, out there, is a lover, grains
of her, a soft fabric, a furthering orbit
made from stars, none that ever fit.

This wanting, if she knew its name, this pain,
would she make me wait, a tool

needing use? Or would she be a ship
heading to my island, making her claim?
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| would compose on the lyre.

If my lover’s fingers were notes,

the island would not be large enough
for our love. In those fingers, a tunic
easily unfurled like a setting sail.

Everything is reflection and yearning.

To love a woman was to love illusion,
like breastfeeding music.

Listening to a woman is sweetness
of honey-mead.

If | could dock

my body wrapped in seaweed
between her thatched cove
during a tempest,

my anchor would burn,

stars would be a rain burst.



