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Hold the moment crue l ly waki ng 
From its g ross p lural ity, 
Pin it with u n passioned eye; 
I n  you r  doubt and dreariness 
(Lost the mask of s leep's  unmaking) 
Sku l ks the stam mer of a guess. 

Dayl ight on the panes is breaking 
Lunar luisance with a shy 
Qu iver of u ncurtained sky; 
Demoisel les demure u nd ress 
Monu ments of dawn's forsaking 
Passion for impolitesse. 

Songb i rds i n  their  cage are quaking;  
Laymen whine a panicked 'why,' 
Whi le the preacher prim ps h is  sty, 
Swol len in  h is  hol iness; 
Shouts go out among the ach ing, 
Tumid  tangents of distress. 

Su l l ied by a fau ltless faki ng, 
Si lent oarsmen scu l l i ng by 
Gape in gesture at a d ry 
Sunset basking merci less; 
Mortal th i rst is never slaking, 
Ravished with a false f inesse. 
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