DELAWARE BAY, FEBRUARY 19TH, DAWN 


Well below the horizon, the sun 
begins to exert its influence on 
the night. The roseate persuasion 
opens Roman gates for light 
to infiltrate. Spreading like 
poured gold, the eastern lightening 
induces first a daytime blue, and then, 
only then, that pale white fiery light 
which plucks the resonant, heathen, 
paleolithic chord in us. Last 
night, the Bay was still as 
glass, but old glass, feathered, 
at the edges, rippling in that 
ever-so-slow manner glass, as 
liquid, has, and in the right light 
you might even make out microscopic 
fractures, glinting like prisms or 
the facets of diamonds, but not by 
the inconsequential diffusion of 
a trillion stars -- old glass may 
lose the perfect reflectiveness 
of new. 

And now Grieg’s “Peer Gynt” plays on 
the radio like a bad movie sound-track, 
the shadows shorten, and the mundane 
requirements of the day begin, with 
the onset of another cycle, to invade, 
like comforting barbarians, to distract us -- 

to distract our friends -- from that inner 
winter, from that darkened corner of 
the soul where doubt resides. 

