Landscape of My Youth and Age

Concrete breathes in sun and rain
rhythm in stride forward unrelenting
	bound by river, tidal ocean and bedrock

Set sturdy over millennial plate shifting
	sandshore lap and kiss toe and foot
	strike again in forever falling steps

Toward central garden grass, leaf and stone
	swings to the sky pressed up by heel
	kick the moon in light blue twilight

Crater faced shadow space between towers
all middle fingers to the world
emphasize our “fuck you, we’re fine” attitude

Heady control of our space—
we are the center of the world and the universe
lit from below eternal electric sunshine

And light in darkness, sentient buildings—
	Our Empire State glows in orbit.
~~~

The landscape of my youth and age in Brooklyn
Belted by Parkway, Jamaica Bay belly nested in Pier

Pierced by the end of Rockaway Parkway
and dissected by avenues and streets
Checkerboarded block-long rowhouses at tilted angles

Topped by Seaview Park to play
runaround foam football,
skate rough and tumble hockey

Sewer to sewer where poor pucks go to die
misdirected by slapshot or deflected by wrist
stickswipe and stickball with plastic waffle sphere

Brooklyn, my Brooklyn, my birthright and home,
	County of Kings, poets and lovers,
broken land and brooks, Mill Basin and Gowanus Canal

Fort in Fort Hamilton, graves in Gravesend
Music Academy and Grand Army circle
Roundabout and around ever-moving girdle
Plaza in peak and valley

Canarsie swamp landfill beneath my home
near jet-engine planes’ soothing roar from above,
air stinging fuel fumes the nose

Affirms this land is home and hearth
and inspiration for all that follows.


~~~
Further north in the borough
by Bridge and nearby city skyscape

Each morning wake by Bridge and ferry
	and front door parkland at foot of Bridge
dressed in fresh spring greenery

Walk in step with Whitman’s words
and voice in my head our love for the River
and its never-ending, forever changing tides.
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