Day Two
And what did he think,

on the morning of the second day?

Had he drifted to rest, or

fought the flickering shrouds of sleep.

Did he shave, looking over long in the mirror,

thinking, what things pass as dreams, may

also come to pass, yet pass away.

A reflection of features; as familiar as a fugue.

Risking the red nick of evidence,

grasping the orange blossom’s obedience

to things, not seen and difficult to resist;

the crying sun and the breath of spring;

we, we who live out Lazerus-lives, 

clasping worn rags of proof, hesitate in the half-light.

