Stonekiss
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Sky boils, dark; stars burn below it,

above a man’s head.  Wind fingers, 

soft bits of air, pry at cloak edges, sting 

his eyes.  Cold sand chews his heels,

and the sea’s cold spray moves always…

Ahead, there, dark, a long beached thing,

black under a black sky.  Solid, colder 

than death to his palm.  Wind and sand 

are one, and sting.  He lies down by its 

side, escaping soft things, fear and hate, 

wants only unmoved stone- 

Why did she doubt, evade with mealy 

words, not meet his gaze?  Eyes like the 

sea, need-tides, red sky each morning, 

storms, love-wrecks - sailor’s warning?

Long time.  Shivering.  Wind.  Together 

on the sand.  Cold as the stone, as empty 

and as whole, he rises to face his soft life 

of pain, knows he’ll return.  The stone 

will not say no.

