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THE FATES
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Clothia: Threads the Needle 

wearing her blue wrapper,
embroidered with a gold dragon 
looking	out	on	a	field	of	poppies

peels potatoes,
quarters them 
into a cast iron pot.

Crow taps at her window,
a long red thread in his beak
trailing like a spittle of blood.

She winds it on a wooden spool,
waves him away 
with a few seeds of corn.

Dinner simmers.
The pond covered by
a thin cataract of ice

except one spot
by the inlet that catches sun,
opens wide as a golden eye.
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Lachesis: Makes the Stitches

steps to the light,
drifts from where she
was sired by Dark,

embroiders a serpent 
in red on a purple gown,
eyes	of	fire	opal,

tongue ending in a peony,
about to speak;
stirs the stew.

She pulls knots and crossings,
an image encompassing
the pewter secrets of her needles.

The nacreous sky opens an eye
of turquoise against 
her	long	thin	fingers.
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Atropos: Cuts the Thread

How beautiful the serpent’s tongue,
she thinks and, judging done-ness,
dishes out the stew.

Late into the evening
she reads their poetries
wrapped in a black robe,

cobwebs traced in silver on the sleeves,
the collar ringed with lilies
stemmed with a fringe of many threads.

She	traces	each	stanza	with	her	finger,	
takes scissors from the basket, 
makes the cut.
When embroidery is done, 
it’s done.
No one argues with her logic.

Above, dark wings of kohl
steadfast against titanium.
There is no wavering.



LEADING CAUSES
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Leading Causes of Death

1. Heart Disease

Most die of broken hearts, smashed 
vessels, constricted avenues; 
they let go, wide-eyed,
regretting their last meal,
when they realize the rhythm
is gone and the silence
fills	them	up.

2. Cancer

Their secret nature 
turns against them, 
life gets pregnant
with death.
They cut and cobalt 
until your bald pate glows 
and your raggedy skeleton 
can’t sit upright;
they kill you to save you and 
take it slow until there’s a hole
in your life as big
as a grave and they say 
try it on,
see what you think.

3. Stroke

If you wake up, you’re wordless; 
you have the picture but not the name.
There’s no way of saying.
That which you were, that deep 
vocabulary who was more faithful 
than a lover, has abandoned you.
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4. Accidents

Falling, 
falling from high places, 
falling asleep at the wheel, 
falling over the railing, 
falling	off	the	ladder,	
the long, slow
arc we describe
as we fall.

5. Pneumonia/Lung Disease

The	lungs	give	up,	fill	up,	
say the hell with it.
It’s too much work to go on;
we drown in our own exhaustion .

6. Diabetes

Comes thirsty—
his sweet tooth a thorn—
dying blind, 
dying by parts, 
dying sweetly.

7. Suicide

They give up on themselves, 
won’t wait,
select their own moment.
These are the ones
strangled by grief,
who choke on exhaust, 
slice open the thin
vein of time.
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I Forget

Sometimes I feel so empty—
the years taking their due, 
memory cells, 
the party under the elms,
ghosts of childhood behind the boles.

Sometimes I think the years 
deserve what they get,
those I’ve forgotten deserved it,
only chosen items documented,
ordered,	filed.

Sometimes the years pile up, unexplored,
and when you look back they are empty,
the chrysalis of a tiny moth 
who lives on wool, hair,
flakes	of	cast	off	skin.

Husks 
the slightest wind blows 
into the runnels.
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Pioneers Among Perennials 

Up Dutch Hill the county’s 
oldest cemetery hides 
in a square of sugar maples—

only working trees 
shade God’s empty acre 
where righteous marble 

proclaims: As I am now
so you will be—
moss nibbling the edges. 

In the heavy shade 
only hardy perennials survive: 
bracken, Solomon’s seal. 

I shiver, run back to sunset
and the scent of sweet clover, 
redtop, Queen Anne’s lace,

trailing sweat, pollen, seed. 
I stand on the dry earth
casting a long shadow. 

I spin slowly,  
memorizing,
the hills moving away to the south. 
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Veterans 

Where will they go 
with their wild blue hair, 
their hands full of 
sadness and bones?

They’ve sewn up grief
like a pillow,
pulled	vacant	fields	
over themselves, 

singing the mottled 
almond and rust
of a sharecropper’s dawn
promising nothing 

all over again, 
moving past us 
deft and thin.
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