
Vessel 

N o w that dusk has d r o p p e d 

across the be l ly of the lake 

its w h i t e b a r , s h i m m e r i n g 

m y wife lies n a k e d i n her loft 

intent u p o n the waves that pulse 

her whiskey skin f r o m ribs to g r o i n 

extends her legs to p o i n t e d toes 

to t o u c h , i f n o t the ce i l ing, fingertips 

a n d then to c o i l a r o u n d m y neck 

a tr iangle of bone a n d flesh 

content, after the event 

r e m e m b e r i n g her future. 
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