The Spinster’s Prophecy
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apple

blossoms

became

fruit then eaten

then terminated

despite Eve’s quadratic quest, while Circe

(at the same time)

sang

strong but soft

sibilants

of sound

song—later prohibited—

when war-won

Helen-slaves,

fated to weave

short shearings on wooden

looms, wept for ancient days.

Penelope (for her part)

lifted

the last shuttle

threw

thread

song out to Odysseus

who did not

hear

wept

each morning
for Calypso, Nausicaa (and, as if he were Adam, for Eve)

        ate half the wormy waxed fruit by careful quarters

                     ignored the round scented red apples which wove

                                       Cassandra prophecies for serpents to spill across his page:
Crete’s wooden walls falling

into

a blue sea of armor

Athena emerging

from Zeus’ forehead

mutilated

