Desperate to the west
like a soul without breath,
she holds agate

found in the riverbed,

polished and set
to a lamp she lights.
The hot oil spills

and drives love away.

If only she had been content.

His voice in the dark
was smooth stone
around which she flowed,

a knot undone.

This is the glory of the morning:

when the lines in the stone
seem to move

as if the volcano

is flowing again, as if melted
stone is the tongue

of the sun.

She wanders west.

Her lamp is like a house
with lit windows,
the agate once on the edge

of liquid stone found

on the edge of the riverbed,

a house where someone
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waits without breath

for love to come back home.
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