Orpheus

by J. Weintraub
He could hear her breathing behind

him. Feel on his shoulder her palm.

He could see her there in the blind

dream, elegant, graceful, and calm,

there awaiting him, still alive.

He would bring her back. He would strive

to retrieve her that night for all time,

transmute her like ore into gold,

immortality through words and rhyme.

But first he must capture her soul,

and he harrowed the depths until it was done.

Yet on turning his script to the morning's sun,

he found not one breath of her music retained.

He turned to his memory, there to find

not even the trace of a shadow remained.

The poem alone, preserved for all time,

the petrified words, the lumbering rhyme.
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