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A woman exposed as rock

has this advantage:

she controls the harbor.
Ultimately, men appear,

weary of the open.

So terminates, they feel,

a story. In the beginning,
longing. At the end, joy.

In the middle, tedium.

In time, the young wife
naturally hardens. Drifting
from her side, in imagination,
the man returns not to a drudge
but to the goddess he projects.
On a hill, the armless figure
welcomes the delinquent boat,
her thighs cemented shut, barring
the fault in the rock.



