
 

Woman of Two Waters 

 

When will you come from the North? 

You live far from water, far from me,  

far from sound. 

I have pressed your name into the night,  

begged for it back. 

Asked with my hands and silence and lamb 

raw like August jewels. 

Asked for you and came up empty. 

 

I open the window. 

The clouds carry 

the sorrow of the sky. 

 


