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First Quarter: Crescent

Once there was no earth, the universe was bare

and all my sides were luminous

and my face was luminous and my eyes were luminous

and the soles of my feet were luminous

and even the place where the soles of my feet stepped was luminous

And I wasn’t capable

of even the slightest waning

of even nearing the awareness of waning

and from the moment there was awareness of waning, waning was formed

Later there was earth
and in the power of its orbit came the crashing sickle
like the falling of the meteor in the Big Bang

And the hour of my birth was the hour of my death.
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First Quarter: Apogee

I am in the center. Encircling planets in their orbits distance themselves from me.
At my core I am hidden even from myself.

In the dark I can’t see me.

The vastness of my longings, for example, or the size of my heart.
Therefore, I know nothing about my love.

My need to nourish what surrounds me

flows from me like an indispensable movement, inevitable

like the need to nourish myself.

And about the body: it’s here, wishing for something else.
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Second Quarter: Second Lunation

Perhaps tonight

no one is dreaming you
white, virginal, ceremonial,
replete like God.

Belong to me tonight, so

I can hear you

near, as at the moment of birth,
whispering in my ear

my ineffable name

three times.

Adore me,
bend over me gently, here’s my neck

spiraling toward you from under the blanket.

Look, my face is soft
and your body is ready
for whatever comes.



1IRTD W Y2

TEN NI BT e Ny YAk
DI "3pn W73 250N
307 ek e

D1 3y NP iy
"ni%133 "nienT MY *173 TN
DT N 2UonT 23 NN

"RIP03 Ty o8 DN3 17173
DT RN 1B O N
3T NN NP TR

Second Quarter: Perigee

I donned my inner body to become a woman
My expanses flowed over their contours
open-lipped toward you

My skin continued beyond its gait
Given over to myself I dissolved my borders
delighting in the honey as it carried me forth

At night you came to me wrapped in my dream
The day’s troubles removed themselves from the room
my light filled the house



