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CA1HERINE GREENWOOD 

Pearl Farmer's Wife 

In the hours of night remaining 
he qttietly slides tl1e screen 
shtit against the 1noonlit beds 
and crawls into Otlrs already spent. 

A tniracle, that we've conceived 
between liS five children. 
When he tottches n1e his hands 
sn1ell of salt, of honeyed bait, 

still damp with the work of sowing 
flesh. I acctise him of being 
in love with an oyster, 
making tny resentment a jest, 

a small seed spit otit 
so it won't grow in n1e. 


	Vol81 issue2 034.tif

