Valkyrie

Her song rolls over this dull thud

of perpetual motion, cocoons us 

until we can no longer tell

where the rhythm of our bodies ends

and the sound of her begins. 

One oarstroke bleeds

into the next, and we reach out – 

so many palms pressed 

to her skin, so many faces lit

by this changing key. 

The music crescendos, pours 

our hidden expressions from her lips.

We’re caught by the last note, held

between one vibration and the next,

its liquid sound flowing through hands,

vertebrae, feet, dying away. Leaving 

a thin crack of silence

into which we pour the sharpness of our edges,

the breeze that surrounds us, 

and the shifting seas beneath our feet.
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