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THEY ARE SLEEPING

They are asleep

and I walk by

on duty tonight,

passing each bed

like a father or grown brother,
the twenty-year-old acolyte.

All day full of motion,

all day filled with life,

now rolled up, huddled tightly,
each one a boatman whose oar
floats out of sight,

at the mercy of currents.
This one perspires

as if it were day, mind alert,
while another seems intent
on a distant song within

his dream. Half dozing, another
feels my hands on his head,
closing his eyes as if

I were humming

his old lullabies.

Here is the boy who climbs

trees in the rain and wind;

there, the thoughtful one who smiles
back at his Mona Lisa print.

Like a father, I pass by, —

a grown brother at least,

no, an acolyte, barely twenty, praying
as I walk through their sleep.
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