
What the Oracle Said
By Shara McCallum

You will leave your home: 
nothing will hold you. 
You will wear dresses of gold; skins 
of silver, copper, and bronze. 
The sky above you will shift in meaning 
each time you think you understand. 
You will spend a lifetime chipping away layers 
of flesh. The shadow of your scales 
will always remain. You will be marked 
by sulphur and salt. 
You will bathe endlessly in clear streams and fail 
to rid yourself of that scent. 
Your feet will never be your own. 
Stone will be your path. 
Storms will follow in your wake, 
destroying all those who take you in. 
You will desert your children 
kill your lovers and devour their flesh. 
You will love no one 
but the wind and ache of your bones. 
Neither will love you in return. 
With age, your hair will grow matted and dull, 
your skin will gape and hang in long folds, 
your eyes will cease to shine. 
But nothing will be enough. 
The sea will never take you back.
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