CIRCE’S DEFENSE
You win. 

I don’t know how you curbed my magic, but you did.  

I’m an honorable woman,
so we’ll deal.  

Let’s make a two-backed beast, no problem there.

And I’ll change your hogs to sailors
– if they choose.

But don’t blame me for their porcine contentment.  
You think I don’t know what people say of me?  

See if you can find a creature here who wants to be human again.  
It won’t be easy.  
You want to do right by them, demanding they be human, return to Greece.  

You admit to shame in Ithaca if you leave them here as swine, 
plus – you can’t get home without them!
Which grunting wallowing fellow seems unhappy?  
Did you admit your men’s sorrow as they went off to win your war?  
For all the years of battle, they ached to be home, 
just as you at long last yearn for Ithaca.  
If I’d changed you to an oyster, you’d be home now, 
and they’d stay, content.  

You think brains are measured on a human scale.  
Not always true.  
You yourself, wily Odysseus, are flattered when your schemes are lauded foxlike.  

Credit should go to those who’ve been both man and beast, 
They know better which they’d be.  
What’s learned through senses surpasses education.  

These beasts have senses more abundant than yours,

and in their use exceed you.   
Your punishment is not having their grasp.   
So we’ll spend a year in feasting, then off you’ll sail to precious Penelope 

and your old dog – see if that makes you happy.  

Comere.  
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