
By hand 
 
Reading a future in water 
un-clouded, 
seeing God’s will 
in the wave of her hair, 
unbound, untied, 
risking the cliffs of her shoulder, 
splayed and dry 
as a  paintbrush 
pressed on blank paper, 
speaking, but speaking 
unsure 
unsteady; 
childhood script 
unpracticed in summer.  
 


