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My own Queen Consort; 

my own Great Wife; 

Mother-Muse where once was naught! 

  Quitquiet now your blasphemy –  

  though favoured you are not a king! 

  Your daughters might not speak so highly… 

Our daughters do not need 

to speak it, f’they know that 

they are yours in full! 

  No. Not mine. Nor –  

  Stay that objection! – are they yours. 

  We are theirs. 

The smell of dates ‘n figs 

in heaps decreasing o’er the eve –  

flitfitful flies dispersed. 

‘Pon lengths of woven reed they lounged, 

propped up against the moon-led night. 

  Nafereti-Iti… 

        

  she… 

She does. 

Yet still she needs your words. 

The princes… They’ll not be patient. 

  I fear that by 

  the moment she see’s sense 

  her sister’ll be lost! 

Mut-Beneret does 

follow where she leads 

with whole-heart bounds… 

Though, as you say, we may 

be theirs, they are our future, too. 

They must be prosperous. 

  They will be. 

  They’ll soon profess their readiness 

  in stains on reddened sheets… 

That is not all th 

   Is it not?! 

A trembling tremolody turns 

upon the lyric breeze, 

breaking ‘gainst th’apartment. 

O’er bass-lyre beatburst, 

th’treble dances sound. 



Sweat pooled ‘tween 

prosp’rous flab to fight 

their ailing perfume-scent. 

The music travelled, borne 

by th’wings of Isis. 

They may fashion king’s sons 

out of the primal waters, but 

there is still more that they might gain. 

  Trained to fashion son’s 

  ‘n bear man’s light… 

  What more? For whom? 

Influence! 

For us! 

For them! 

  Our station is high! 

  We could not wish, 

  no nor demand, 

Your station is high! 

You might not wish for more! 

I can. I do. 

  But not without the means, yes?! 

  Not without your daughters, 

  or your “own Great Wife”… 

Terse-tension 

takes the space between them, 

newly lain –  

their skin unstuck; 

their hands left fumbling. 

I love them. 

I love you. 

You are not “means”. 

I know. 

  They know. 

  We know. 

B’yond the dist’ southern horizon, 

a hyaena howls derisive. 

Forepaw upon the ruin 

of a termite mound, 

she bristles ‘cross her bulk. 

Th’lone lion, 

mane of deepest black, 

growls dominant pow’r. 

Standing on the heat-scarred earth, 

he burns prophetic. 


