Sing to Me, Father, Sing to Me


Salt air over water,
across my lips and through
my nose and mouth

Father Whitman, sing to me,
fill me with your exclamations —
your words only for me, your native son

Within this Broken Land of Kings,
a borough of rivers and streams and bays,
green fields and churches and your volumes

Ascend again toward Heaven,
carry me, lift me with your voice,
over river, bridge, city, and Earth

The river will take us both
out to sea — again, salt air —
scratch onto my eyes an inner vision

Only your words on stone
before me,
and only for me.
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