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You were both quiet, looking out over the water.
It was not now; it was years ago,

before you were married.

The sky above the sea had turned

the odd pale peach color of early evening
from which the sea withdrew, bearing

its carved boats: your bodies were like that.
But her face was raised to you,

against the dull waves, simplified

by passion. Then you raised your hand

and from beyond the frame of the dream
swans came to settle on the scaled water.
The sea lay mild as a pool. At its edge,

you faced her, saying

These are yours to keep. The horizon burned,
releasing its withheld light.

And then I woke. But for days

when I tried to imagine you leaving your wife
I saw her motionless before your gift:

always the swans glide unmenacing across
the rigid blue of the Pacific Ocean, then rise
in a single wave, pure white and devouring.



