Magician

—a tarot card

At the tall of his head a joint of ovals.
At the long of his waist a sliding snake.
His robe goes into the brim of the dark,
white and sentient, root-cool.

He is thin as a candle, yellow at the hair,
and unfolds in his long, clear hands
the casual edges of the middle,

the wilderness of changing forms.

One hand up and one hand down.

A sky of weather raveling like a rose
where goes, ribbon-smooth,

the taller, wilder palm.

There is a wand, a winding of lines.

A trick, loud and loved by children.

His face like the candle and the flower
leans away from the quiet shadow.

His face of curving shapes

ambiguous among the changes,

almost symmetrical, yearning forward

like the markings of hounds.
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