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I’m making a quilt with horses.
I’m knitting a sweater 
with a tree pattern on the front.
With my women’s tools, I can make
big things or at least their images
while I think. I have been thinking
very hard and watching very closely,
but all I can see is a string of seasons.
We’re on some voyage,
really your trip I’m just tagging along on,
around and through the archipelago
of whatever metaphor you care to name.
No problem. I can knit through anything:
movies, court hearings.
I never rip out my work,
but it’s also true I almost never finish a project;
pieces of worked-up wool and cotton
adorn the sofa by the front door.
It’s true you haven’t gone anywhere
but even so, I wait for you
to come back to me
while time stretches ahead
like the featureless ocean.
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