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The White Spider in My Hand

L

The white spider in my hand likes

to pretend he’s a rogue on the make.

I've seen him wink at a hundred women,

but only one has responded to his advances.
His eyes are like sapphires, she says

with a voice almost hoarse with desire.
Together they’ll satisfy the angel of death.
Together they’ll court the bones of the dead.
Together they’ll unmask the accidental shaman
before a galaxy made hot by the stars.

IL.

The white spider in my hands knows

only the blue mountains of West Virginia.

He sleeps curled in my palm whenever

the cedar trees are covered with snow.

His snoring is like wind chimes, says the odd
woman seduced by his glittering eyes.

She’s curious like a squirrel on a rail.

She’s skilled with dream and fantasy.

She’s ardent with the repeated request that
the spider abandon my hand for her web.



Man in the Well

The rough calculation
of moss & stone does
not equal forty days

& the nights are as
even as the teeth
of a saw.

If I drop twenty feet,
I'll be in the heart
of the well.

If I shout, no one
will hear me above the din
of the gathering crowd.

If I cling to the bucket,
someone will pull me
to the airy surface

where a gray-eyed child
sings to the women
who await the new plenty.



Onslaught

I say “cotton” & the door creaks.

Sparks fly. Hot wind lifts my hair.
I am neither gracious nor kind.

All the eligible bachelors.
All the pretty women.
No one wants to marry.

Today I only need to spin in place.

The willow speaks Portuguese to me.
I am hot like the interior of a beehive.
I dimple & blush.

Words abandon me

before I can explain my theory of love
& how Rumor gives birth

to a baby with fourteen names.

Some say there were fourteen stones
in Virginia Woolf’s pockets when she drowned.



