Manhattan—January 2008
Thanks for the calls.

We were on Broadway with you—twice: Hairspray and then Spring Awakening in the Eugene O’Neil Theatre.

Inside the UN,

On top of the Empire State Building—inside the first elevator, floors slipped by ten at a time,
At the Metropolitan where an elementary art class sat cross legged imitating, in the Cloisters,

Inside Saint John’s Cathedral,

Inside Saint Patrick’s

Where Saturday evening mass was ongoing,

And the Bells chimed

As candles burned for loved ones.

We ate lunch at Peking Duck House 
In Chinatown where proprietors did not care we were there,
And in a hurry at Roxies delicatessen.

We sampled calamari at Trattoria Sambuca Italian Restaurante

And ordered real New York cheesecake.  What we could not eat would be given to the homeless the waitress told us.
We walked to Ground Zero

And carried those forever children

With us into F. A. O. Swartz

Where they played invisibly

Before finally rising, returning Home.

Thanks for the calls.

We enjoyed remembering our own prior visits,
Feelings you shared that mattered to us.

For us you made the trip easy
To Manhattan in January 2008.
