The Vestal Lady on Brattle

Within a delicate grey ruin

the vestal lady on Brattle

IS up at dawn, as is her custom,
with the raise of a shade.

Swan-boned slippers revamp her aging feet;
she glides within an outer room...
pours old milk for an old cat.

Full-bodied and randomly young she clings,
peers down; hovers over a wine-filled vat,
and with outstretched arms like wings,
revels in the forming image of child below.

Despaired, she ripples a sunless finger

across the liquid eyes; in darkness

the child spirals down; drowns.

Pain leans her forward — face absorbing all —
mouth upon broken mouth, she drinks...

Within a delicate grey ruin

the vestal lady on Brattle

is up and about, as is her custom,
drunk with child.



HeBunHa niBunHa 3 ByJanuku bparra

Cepen BUTOHUYEHHUX CIpUX PO3BAIIMH

HEBUHHA JIBUMHA 3 BYJIMYKH bpattin

K 1 3a3BHYal MPOKUIAETHCS 3 TIEPIIMMU IIPOMEHSMH COHIIS,
Ta pO3KPUBAHHSIM 3aHaBICOK.

[TanTodmi y popmi 1ebenst HOKpaIIyIOTh BUTIISA]] CTAPIIOYHX HIT;
BOHA MTPOXOANTH B CYCITHIO KIMHATY...
HaJIMBA€ KUCIIE MOJIOKO JUIS CTAapEHBKOTO KOTa.

[ToBHOTLIA Ta MOJIOZA BOHA IPUTPUMYIOUHCh,

MOTJIS A€ BHU3; MOXUTYIOYHCH HaJl 00YKOIO MOBHOIO BHHA,

13 pO3MPOCTEPTUMH pyKaMH Haye KpHUilaMH,

BIIMBAETHCS B 300paKEHHSI TUTHHU, SIKE€ C(HOPMYBAIOCH 3HUZY.

3HeBipeHa, BOHA Maxa€ MOHYPUM MajbleM

nepeJl HOBHUMH CJIi3 OYMMa; B TEMPSIB1

300pa’Ke€HHs IUTHHU 3HUKAE; TOHE.

Bix Gosro BoHA CXUTSETHCA — OOIMYUS TTOTIIMHAE YCe —
BYCTaMH JI0 3HUKAIOYUX BYCT, BOHA ITE...

Cepell BATOHYCHHX CIPUX PO3BAIHH
HEBHHHA JIIBUMHA 3 BYJIMYKU bpaTti
SK 13a3BUYai HA HOTax,
oJlypMaHEeHa TUTUHOIO.



