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Ursula of the Uterine Wood

I risk 

  the edged cornice

 
of grey eyes, heedless 

                                                 


of the chill they keep, of 



the precipice I must descend 



     half-blind, half-asleep 


   




   alone 



      on a blonde bluff

shelving 

   into a grey-eyed sea

gazing 


down 
to the ground 






where I am bound

to fall.  A 




      she-wolf 



      woos the caribou moon





as the mist mouths 




        the wild oboe 




                  of a northern loon, where          







        



  





a marble thigh awaits
my marrow-sucking tongue at




a warm threshold




              of deliverance

                                          

or damnation. The sad 







istic, hedonistic reply 





        of my snow-mad dreams, a




shape-shifting skein





of aurora gliding




        over a granular crust, a



 
 marbled Venus





whose mutilated beauty 





no garment can disguise.
Stepchild of the Odin-singing

boughs, daughter





of the aurora, sister  








of the arctic caldera 







   

    hurling ash and gas 

to the polar stars



    blanketing all



              in the grey fall- 

out of your eyes. An






      oyster-tasting threshold





  

 mussel-beds  

         






 on wet tidal flats

     




pried open by sea-otter  


    




paws




Ursula 



   of the uterine wood

 
   where satyrs and gargoyles abound                             

                    whelped under a horned moon



an alpha-female 



        calling a collie away 


from hearth and home



eyes streaming mayhem 


          

in wild-haired currents, over   

a lonely cabin roof, whose

cord wood and hearth fire 

is forsaken for the sky-fire 

of midnight eyes and 

the stolen secrets they 

disguise. Coupling 
deep in the sound-still snows




where every twitch of a snow-low bough 






  
is seen by She who is unseen

but knows I am 

a wet clay 

    of words mouthed between 



      your sibilant lips,

    my poem, the rope 



to which I cling 


      as I swing deliriously


through the arctic dark like 



a cracked bell or a wooden bucket 
fed into the well 





of your ermine 

        

        eyes.  

