
VMARY S OTHER

"Let him kiss me with the kzlsses ofhis mouth."
—Song ofSongs 12

When Joseph and I first lay together,
blessed fountains:

his, Inine.
Jesus was sleeping,

beside our bed.
Sweet bum of Joseph’s tongue

sliding across my breast
circling my nipple

while my tongue found his ear.

His palm, a fire, sliding slowly
along my thigh.

Splendor of this life:
running water from our own well

like a sea
rising, cresting, parting.

A million flowers rushing t0 open.
A star exploding where the Son had opened me.
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