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My
Ancient
Self

Finding solace
in eternal things

fit were up lo me everyone would be sunken safely

below pain, underneath the possibility of scars. Our

shoulders would boast, our wombs would brag, we
would not keep our bellies or anything else in the closet or
under towels. Right now, this evening, 'm in the country
alone and it’s too clear and quict. Last night I was in the
cily and it was too loud and crowded. A few minutes ago
I poked my head out to see the misshapen moon, round on
the bottom, flat on top. It is winter, though it was seventy
degrees today. In the summer, does the moon get round
on top and flat on the bottom? I am ashamed to say I do
not know

If I were my ancient self, I would have more patience;
I would watch and listen and Iwould know about the shape
of the moon and the season of the year because I would
not have a clock or a calendar and the world around me
would be my way of telling time and weather and when
to do what. Also, I would sleep when the sun went down,
wake when il rose.

Because the moon is low tonight, I can see Orion.
Ithink of him as a friend and enjoy watching him traverse
the sky in a night’s time. He helps me get through winter,
and perhaps that is why I moved from the city, where he
and his dependable journey get drowned out by all the
other lights. Orion can walk on water, a gift from his fa-
ther, Neptune. But he is best known for hunting. He had

a friend or possibly a lover, depending on which version
you go by, who killed himn, accidentally or out of jealousy—
again, it depends. Diana, of course, was a damned good
hunter herself.

Once when I was very close to the equator, I looked
up to the sky and saw Orion, my friend, who remains alive
in the stars. His thin self was resplendent with stars, and
it was then, in this tropical country, wealthy in darkness,
that I saw his bow for the first time, a solid arc that curved
around him like a halo, like a force field.

When I closed my door just now, I slammed it on my
toe, making a bastard out of the poetic moment of mythol-
ogy and memory, moon and stars. Then Ilogged onto the
computer to eavesdrop on other people’s steamy operations
and found a picture of a friend, a friend in the virtual as
opposed to the celestial sense. She was in a flowered sarong
in front of palm trees in the very same equatorial country
where I had seen Orion’s bow. “Look up, look up,” I whis-
pered, but my voice made no indentation on the screen
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