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 “Siren Song”

Margaret Atwood

You’ve come

at last from

all your journeying

to the old blind woman

in the tower

Ulysses

After all adventurings

through seas and

mountains through

giant battles

storms and death

from pinnacles

to valleys,

Past sirens

naked on rocks

between Charybdis

and Scilla from

dragons’ teeth

and sleep in

stables choking

on red flowers

walking through

weeds and shipwreck.

And now you are

climbing the stairs

taking shape

a figure in shining

thread rising from

a golden shield,

A medallion

emblazoned on

tapestry you grew

from the blind hands

of Penelope.

Her tapestry

saw everything

her stitches

embroidered the

painful colours

of her breath the

long sighing touch

of her hands.

She made

many journeys.
