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slides beneath me. I cross
to the other side of myself.
When I leave, I imitate

the noiseless flight of an owl.

5.

When the white moon rises,

I disappear into the woods
and offer my body to the owl,
uncovering my soft throat,
my white feathered breast.

I fall into her, tuck my head
under her wing, and I sleep.
When I wake, I find myself
changed back into a woman.

6.

The goddess Athena

was given the shape

of an owl with breasts.
Egyptians called Isis Athene:
I have come from myself.

7.
Each dark act
must find its song.

8.

A woman touching
another woman--

the owl calling us

to the wisdom of that first

(no break)




