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halfway across the desert

by Karen Dixon

you found me

lying in the lee of a dune

rented harem-girl outfit

stained and torn

in the west a city thrust from cliff

hanging by chains 

propped on rods

faint dying voices cracked in wires

groaned in its pipes

your face was wrapped round

with faded red cloth

bound loose with skill

and careless ease

only eyes showed

and band of skin bronzed

by long walking

in bright wind

your eyes led mine

to a place where rock

scraped up through sand

etched by blown grit

and ancient sayings

we could have stayed

traced glyphs with curious fingers

or returned to break the city

salvage copper from its wires

instead we struck out

ranged east, hand in hand

drawn into the ripening sun

choosing not to count

steps, days, nights

when we are there

I will take off your cloth

you, my transparent costume

so we see each other

for the first time
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