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Three Poems by Nancy G . Westerfield 

The Dissolution of the Marriage 
H o w he decided: 
Wh i l e blood-donoring, stiffed prone 
W i t h hands out for anchor-ends at arms ' length 
Cupped implor ingly , he asked for char i ty , 
F r o m the hung ampule some l i t t le le t t ing in of love. 
B u t starched and prehensile t inkerers 
Drew swift 's flow instead, enough of i t 
To bend the donee down w i t h its grief, 
W i t h want of char i ty , want of love; 
Leav ing h i m swift 's flow back f rom being airborne 
A n d semi-detached, now jettisoned again 
W i t h a l l i ts woe unrel ieved 
B y such simple surgery. He thought of other; 
A n d after that amputation, what heal? 

H o w she decided: 
Wh i l e blowing forty birthdays, 
The cake posh, and the ic ing looping in p ink festoons 
A r o u n d a crown of candles that mark 
No t only herself who owned the years, but burn 
F o r a l l her by-now dead in theirafter 
Whose years are coming undone; they tunnel 
H e r cake w i th graveworms, and the burnt pits 
O f candles upsnout l ike nostri ls wasted 
Of their grace of a ir . Made in nature 
To be a mourner, she, after throwing abandon 
To the winds, had grown staidly scoped 
W i t h i n her house and mourned a l i fe 
Who l l y incisions. She thought of other; 
A n d after this amputation, what heal? 



Ship's Garbage 
The sea is ca lm tonight; every breath 
Of ship drawn w i t h the bosoming swell 
Of the deep, discharges down the cleavages 
In its wake jewels of refuse: the narrow tumult 
Takes float of paper and peelings, the s ink 
Of the hard excreta, brine-castles bui l t 
Of foam in the ice-green t rashing of waters. 
A gavotte of f ish eating leaves 
P lankton and prawn for ship's scraps: 
Dolphins l ike crescent moons leaping 
To the cast, and one of them caught 
B y the screws underneath, backward washed 
In the school of his blood, ga i ly left 
A n d gone again into that castled past. 

No th ing of waste or death catches us up 
A t these knots : a l l that l ives 
In that element dies i n that element 
Fathoms off, far off as the essential thrust 
Of the earth at sea's heart — the dead 
Of us a l l as wel l vanished obliquely 
In transitus, ditched to that cloven t rough 
L i k e our garbage, lost to the dance 
Of smal l bobbins in engine rooms. 

Hal f -moon of l ighted ship scooping up waves, 
Luminous and delicate you cross 
Th is inf ini te ly garbaged universe, 
Th is ca lm sea, partnered w i th scavengers; 
A n d we, not yet dead enough to be voided 
A n d scavenged, we too passage nebulous i n our element, 
Waste into that element, defecate phosphorescences 
Throughout the watches of the night. 
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Inside the Wooden Horse 
N o w not room among us 
F o r even a whisper or curses, 
The floor slats splintered to the soles 
Of standing shifted feet 
O r to knees, the cramped eyes 
Slott ing the stars and the white towers, 
The walls white as beaches, 
Watch ing for poke of moonset through the boards, 
The hour when we hang l ike entrails 
Rop ing bauchi ly down to the ground. 
Meanwhi le th is cyl inder of steed bowels 
Its bellyful of Hellenes, Aphrod i t e 
A n d the divided gods war nightlong, 
The sea rolls and calls undiminished, 
A n d we wh inny softly, jost l ing for space aboard 
W i t h elbows, the smal l frugal it ies of souls 
Pressed to their utmost d iminishment : 
Ourselves coiled w i t h i n ourselves 
Aga inst walls w i t h i n walls. The moonlight 
P i cks the ch ink of an eye i n a g i l t helmet, 
A soldier but th ink ing how l ike a vaulter 
In a circus, t h ink ing this Cretan mummery 
A l l over, th ink ing siege, battle, 
K i l l i n g done, T roy fallen, th ink ing 
Te l l ing i t afterward l ike a poem 
In the shape of a stal l ion, or a g i r l . 


