
From a notecard I found in Eros the Bittersweet 
 
Sappho’s own body 
 & mind 
 

instability in 
      eroticism, 
   
  what seems stable 
 
the force of my 
 bedstir 
 
makes the window  
 shake— 
 
I turn to see— 
 another tremor— 
 
Am I so monumental 
 
or is this room that 
 sensitive?  


