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6am Matins

Let the second hand stop
repeating its little question,

the bare wooden floor be
cleanly swept, accept no feet
stained with the world

outside and let the knife lie
quietly beside the unsliced loaf,
the phone in its cradle

sleep off the final conversation.

The only reason for time is

to keep everything

from happening at once

and maintain the proper space
between leaves, people,
Wednesday and Thursday,

the sun and wakening earth.

Time enough, great

billowing pillows of it,

to do everything later, languish
like a sultan between the sheets,
dreaming | am dreaming

of nothing at all

in all its sweet decay.

‘peaye 1ysdies1s Suliels ‘sssupes s1gaw
Auoul auaym sa|8ue dieys jo

Aunod e 92e) JNOA ‘BU0JY] BUOIS 1By}
9ap14 noA Suiydzem salan3uad 3yl ydnouayy
uo Ajwigd saysnd ‘suinow uoneu e
uieSe 19A pue Joop ade1syoeq ayi Aq
J9A240) Sunliem asioy ysady ayy 03 sdwi|
‘Bunnung ay uo unds e sayded swin siy Jo
1030 153Ul} 9] JOAO PUE JIAO I3YM
‘UISN0J UBJLIBWY JNO YUM 1uads A am
s1y31jim3 [udy Suo| asoyy ueyy

1uaNbo|3 8J0W MOU UIAT

ujooui jo puy v

How to Read Crossing Brooklyn Ferry

You will need a darkness well past midnight,
a single cone of desk light to guide you
sightful with its long white hand.

And you will need to need these words, spoken
across three separate centuries, his whispered
breath against your ear from narrow streets

of horse manure with drying sheets and longjohns
stretched between brick walls, spoken from

eyes that also heard these human musics,

saw the sky upside down in glinting water

and just like you knew the motionless wings,
soaring slow circles of the gulls.

No need to draw Walt closer:

he’s planned for this all along,

his yearning baffled curious brain

as good as looking at you from 1856
even as you read this, enjoying himself
right now at the very thought of you.



