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(the forge)

They threw me from the height of things —

or she did, my own mother,

looking at my face and finding

something wrong enough to throw.

I fell a long time.

Long enough to learn

that falling is just

the distance between

where you were

and where you're going to be.

I landed.

The landing broke something.

The something never healed.

I walk with it still,

this reminder of the height

and the throwing

and the long way down.

They gave me Venus.

I do not know why they thought

the most beautiful thing

would want the most broken one,

or perhaps I do —

perhaps it was a joke

that Jupiter found funnier

than I did.

She wanted Mars.

Of course she did.

Mars with his straight legs

and his easy violence

and his complete indifference

to the making of anything.

I went to the forge.

That is the whole answer.

Every morning, every question,

the same answer —

I went to the forge.

I made his thunderbolts.

I made her son's armor.

I made the net that caught them

in the bed that was also mine,

the invisible chain

drawn fine as a hair,

and I called the gods to witness,

and the gods laughed.

And then I went back to the forge.

Because the forge is not

what you do when you have nothing else.

The forge is the thing itself.

The fire that takes

what the earth has hidden

and makes it into

what the world requires.

I am not the god of settling.

I am the god of fire.

I am the god of the moment

when the hammer meets the metal

and the metal yields

and becomes something

it could not have become

without the blow.

My wife is beautiful.

My legs are broken.

My forge is under the mountain

and the mountain shakes sometimes

and the smoke rises

and people say Vulcan is at work

and they are right.

I am always at work.

The work does not stop

because the marriage is unhappy.

The work does not stop

because the gods laughed.

The work does not stop

because I fell.

The thunderbolt does not care

who made it.

It strikes just the same.

The armor does not care

about the limp of the maker.

It holds.

The chain does not care

that the man who drew it fine

went home to an empty bed.

It holds.

Everything I make holds.

That is the answer

to the throwing

and the falling

and the laughing.

Everything I make holds.
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(the wheel)

She knows nothing about you.

That is the point of the blindfold —

not cruelty, not indifference,

just the simple architecture

of how chance actually works.

You were born somewhere.

You had no say in where.

You were born to someone.

You had no say in who.

You arrived in a body

you did not select

in a century you did not choose

and the wheel was already turning

when you got here

and it will be turning

when you leave.

This is not a complaint.

This is a description.

She stood on the globe

because standing on the globe

is the only honest posture —

everything underneath you

curving away,

nothing solid,

the constant small adjustments

of a thing that knows

it could tip at any moment.

The cornucopia pours.

Watch where it pours.

Not toward the deserving —

there is no toward.

Not away from the wicked —

there is no away from.

Just the abundance

finding its level

like water,

going where the gradient takes it,

indifferent to what was planted

upstream.

The Romans built her

more temples than any other goddess.

Think about that.

More than Jupiter.

More than Juno.

More than the whole

organized hierarchy

of the divine.

Because everyone

had already met her.

The soldier who came home

when the man beside him didn't

had met her.

The merchant whose ship

cleared the rocks

that took his rival's

had met her.

The child born healthy

when the child next door

was born into sickness

had met her.

You have met her.

You know her.

You simply haven't named her.

She is the gap

between what you did

and what you got.

She is the distance

between merit and outcome,

virtue and reward,

effort and result.

She is not the enemy of effort.

Effort is real.

Virtue is real.

Planning is real.

The Romans knew all of this —

they were the most practical

of all possible peoples.

They also knew

that effort operated

within a field they did not control.

That virtue improved your odds

without guaranteeing them.

That planning was preparation

for a future

that would not arrive

as planned.

So they worshipped her.

Not because they were helpless.

Because they were honest.

Fortuna, they said.

Here is my offering.

Here is my effort.

Here is everything I have done

to deserve your favor.

And she stood on the globe,

blindfolded,

the cornucopia pouring

in whatever direction

the tipping sent it,

the wheel turning,

the rudder moving

through water she could not see,

and she received the offering

without looking at it.

That is the arrangement.

That has always been the arrangement.

Carpe diem, they said.

Seize the day.

Not because seizing guarantees anything

but because it is the only response

to the blindfolded goddess

that is not simply waiting

for the wheel to turn you over.

Meet her with your eyes open.

She will not open hers.

That is the whole of it —

you seeing clearly

what she cannot see at all,

the two of you

at the threshold of every day,

her wheel turning,

your hands full of the day

you seized while you could.
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