Heather Macleod

silversmith

with your hands

and strips and wires of silver

you build art for the feminine body
compressed with strength and curves
round stones hidden in waves

of silver like the grain of desire
concealed and nourished in all women
the pleasure you take

in what it means to be a woman

is filed down smooth a clear pond
you ripple across with delicate grace

you move your hands over me,
the way you make silver

take on a feminine shape,

until I can't define where | open
or the places | should seal

I'm best encountered gradually
and those things | carry with me
the ones I've hidden like moss agate
between the curves of my body
and the silhouette of my mind
shred me together as much

as they draw me apart.
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