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Egil

Not all poets are sensitive and solitary.
Consider Egil Skallagrimsson,
Icelandic, tenth century.

The old sociopath was known

for the disproportions of his violence,
the strategic

deployment of his kennings,

his capacity for lament.

When necessary,

he could turn himself into metaphors.
A good poem

almost saved his life.

He stayed up all night,

made a better poem.

His enemy, the queen,

sat on a branch outside his window.
Her birdy,

judicious ear

caught

the technical innovation,

the Continental end rhymes,

and the praise,

and she knew her husband would fall for it.
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Egil Swims Away From Europe

Those were the days

in which Harold Fairhair

locked up Norway,
consolidated his hegemony,
combed down cowlicks.

Egil was unmanageable,

he was always starting up.

He could escape from anything.
He was a regular Houdini.
Once, his enemies tied him up,
left him to stew all night

over what they would do to him in the morning.
His large head schemed.

He threw the knots

into other-dimensioned space
until they loosened.

He escaped,

burned down the house.



