Lost Poens

When words get lost, it’s important to remember their position.

How many dawns, chill from his rippling rest
The seagull's wings shall dip and pivot him,
Shedding white rings of tumult, building high
Over the chained bay waters Liberty —

Then, with inviolate curve, forsake our eyes
As apparitional as sails that cross

Some page of figures to be filed away;
—elevators drop us from our day ...

| think of cinemas, sleights

With multitudes bent toward some flashing scene
Never disclosed, but hastened to again,

Foretold to other eyes on the same screen;

Thee, across the harbor, silver-paced

As though the sun took step of thee, yet left
Some motion ever unspent in thy stride, —
Implicitly thy freedom staying thee!

Out of some subway scuttle, cell or loft

A bedlamite speeds to thy parapets,

Tilting there momently, shrill shirt ballooning,
A jest falls from the speechless caravan.

Down Wall, from girder into street noon leaks,
A rip-tooth of the sky's acetylene;

All afternoon the cloud-flown derricks turn ...
Thy cables breathe the North Atlantic still.



And obscure as that heaven of the Jews,
Thy guerdon ... thou dost bestow

Of anonymity time cannot raise:

Vibrant and pardon thou dost show.



