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Inanna's fingers like rays

of sunlight

stretch toward the horizon

and into the darkness

Can the heavens and the earth

ever be enough

to appease our appetites?

There is a hunger

that even light cannot satisfy

and even as she reins beauty

with one hand free to collect

unknown colors

she embodies the sky

but wonders beyond

she wonders

of the underside 

of majesty

of places where summer

does not touch

of the cold underbelly

below our deepest

silences

below the places

where gravekeepers tend

tombs like slate flowers

and veins run cold

pulsing winter through 

stillborn hopes

of frozennaked limbs

Her crown is

perfection so complete

it can no longer grow on her head

At what point

do we sacrifice

the enormity of our light

for more emptiness?

Oh the step,

from heaven to the dirt

is not that far

Inanna's toes, 

wade

in the gravity of death

as if by choice

she pulls

even the sun through

the gates of darkness
we flirt with mystery

and lower ourselves 

piece by piece

into its chasms.

Like years, 

taking off the pretty things

feeding them, to reality

like reality, pulling off the dream

feeding it to the night

like night putting stars in the closet

and closing the door

on brilliance

Erishkiegal

the fallen sister

the dark angel

with clipped wings,

the untold shadow

of starlight,

feels the arpeggios

of her sisters descent,

the sound of renunciation

sweeping

the scale of her loss--

there is no more ivory,

the stairs down 

are composed

of only dark notes

A crescendo

and then a brutal crash of light

invading

Erishkiegal's caves,

her eyes have been buried

for so long

exposed now

all the worlds of darkness

swimming in their sockets

exposed now

the vastness of her emptiness

exposed now

the hollow womb

dead as a quarry

of unused dream

even the full moon

which belonged to her hours

her nights can no longer

bare

The bottom of darkness
goes deep,
it is there Inanna
descends-

Armed in her glory

Golden crown and
heaven on her knees.


Then the Goddess is
stripped,
her robes of glory
left at night’s door--
she enters

The bottom of darkness
goes deeper yet
it is there she sits

Erishkigel

Inanna’s dark twin
still waiting 
for nothing
and come it does

a barren darkness
from a hollow between her hips
wailing
of Death's
terrible majesty
its cold has spread her legs
and their is no light
to be born there from.

As night rises
in her throat
worn and weary
with the immensity
of its own sorrow
it recites her pain
on the walls
carving tunnels
through the marrow
of the Underworld

the Royal Voice
buried alive
somewhere below
our hearts
knows the depths
of her chambers--
we echo her cry

My Heart!

MY HEART!

My Womb!

My WOMB!

My Liver

MY LIVER!

My Soul

MY SOUL!!

To reach these depths,
even the Priestess of Heaven
must enter bowed down.

When Inanna entered its hollows
the darkness became barren
the treasures
of the underworld,
Erishkiegal’s palace of Lapis Lazuli
became exposed
worthless

Erishkiegal roars

and expands the darkness

light wanes around it.

Innanna hangs, like the moon

on the immense and forgotten

wall of nighttime

like rotting heaven

the decay of light

but when light is all but lost

there are cracks in the thickest darkness.

the floorboards leading to the underworld

are loose 

anyone who dares 

slip through them 

can resurrect heaven

can become the savior of light

can ask the question

at what point does death become so tireless

it has no choice but to give birth

to life?

at what point does darkness

roar loud enough 

to rouse daylight?
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