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of silk swirled at her ankles, like surf without noise, 
 

and felt that another cold bust, not hers, but yours 
saw this with stone almonds for eyes, its broken nose 
turning away, as the rustling silk agrees. 

 
But if it could read between the lines of her floor 
like a white-hot deck uncaulked by Antillean heat, 
to the shadows in its hold, its nostrils might flare 

 
at the stench from manacled ankles, the coffled feet 
scraping like leaves, and perhaps the inculpable marble 
would have turned its white seeds away, to widen 

 
the bow of its mouth at the horror under her table, 
from the lyre of her armchair draped with its white chiton, 
to do what the past always does: suffer, and stare. 

 
She lay calm as a port, and a cloud covered her 
with my shadow; then a prow with painted eyes 
slowly emerged from the fragrant rain of black hair. 

 
And I heard a hollow moan exhaled from a vase, 
not for kings floundering in lances of rain; the prose  
of abrupt fishermen cursing over canoes. 
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