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we spoke of gales, torrents, the careening 
nature of romantic interests 
pine resin scents heavy and weighted above 
the s loped couch 
the h i l ls ide above the sea. 
in couples we exchanged 
how to love and win 
and win 
never los ing one's gr ip on what was 
tactical, strategic 
adept at the h idden hand 
the s un 
one observer among others 
the jackal 
poised above the bared peak 
cal ling out to the maimed h unt 
and we 
eyeing one another through the brazier' s  
spitting coal 
for wounds, rap id pulse 
faint heart. 
the mistress pu l l ing the anenome close to her breast 
her whose hands were always open 
speaking in tongues 
with no mention of the sting 
its poisoned grasp 
the mind less feed ing, she saying 
that it is  only a flower 
harmless against f lesh 
in which the river runs its course 
its white eyes chanting 
the racing thrust of water, the heave 
of water, the deep pool. 
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