
       
         The Cemetery

He could feel his pinky toe
									push through the hole
  in his sock, and a rash form 
									         on his neck. 

He saw a hawk falling from
         a locust nearby, heard
a steam train cry far off. 
									      He smelled the citrus

perfumes of the dignitaries
								          mixing with sweat. 
Mostly though he listened
									        and bowed. 

Not far below him under-
								         ground the leg bone of a boy
from Ohio, buckles, teeth, 
									       and rounds. 

At the new cemetery
									 in Pennsylvania he waited
to speak, the low clouds
									       like the ceiling

of a church about to be
								         torn down or replaced 
with light, the crowd
									      angry and somber, 

slowly pressing in, 
								           the appointed speaker
talking too much
								                  of Rome on and on

beside the bones of 
								          the young laid down
before him. He sensed a hair 
									       on his tongue, fiddled

with his ear a moment, 
								         and then rose to speak
while the sky cleared
									      and still continues

to clear—the blues
								         of a sky a consecration, 
a testimony for this
									      new church founded

in Gettysburg, in hope
								         and two hundred and seventy-
two words shouted 
									      over muddy earth. 


