by Alastair White

The Star

I shelled out my lunch cash, bought entry

to woods with edges cupped by wire-toothed railing

as Father clutched his child, all but failing

all emotion save a soft, lace jealousy

of her one day splitting handspans, and

running free.  Beside a stall that sold hand made

hot dogs and doll houses of clay, I'd paid

 precious last pounds for an oak wishing wand

and soft, lace kimono dyed asp-green.

I daub the wand with grass and grey urine.

Behind a bark lattice a maiden shone

through river mist.  She fills amphoras like mean

hungry mouths.  She weaves with the black, luring

wolves to lick my palm.  Her lips are stone like stone.

