So We Meet Again, Minerva

By Patricia Harvey

So we meet again, Minerva.

Are you lost?  Out of place?

You’re perched on the illuminated

museum shelf beside Aphrodite and Eros,

who giggle over a joke you found

stale a millennium ago.

Your sculpted eyes are vacant;
yet the sacrificed goat across your breast,
the Sphinx helmet on your head,
maintain your Roman dignity

despite the missing nose and arms,

O Goddess of wisdom, craft, of poetry.

I remember your temple at Bath
where I met you first.  The remnants

of your gilded face had been pounded

from your shoulders and buried 

outside by Saxon Catholics 
keeping the First Commandment.

Nevertheless, I tossed a coin

into the springs, Minerva,

longing for your wisdom and words.

Today, as your admirers flock and scatter

around you, I wonder about your fate.

You’ve come a long way from a deity
in a pater familiaris shrine

to an artifact in a post-modern museum

waiting for me to drop by.

How does this fate strike you, Minerva?

I’m not sure I want to know,

and so I will leave you until 
perhaps we meet again. 

