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Light from my chosen star will come to me

in morning prayer, but only if | beg,
desperate like the unfortunate | met
yesterday morning, New Orleans 8 a.m.
corner Claiborne and Carrollton.

He lifted both palms up, that’s how I pray
we’'re brotherbodies Fate estranged—

I’'m sure the stars pray in dazzling choirs

or singly, hands clasped to their chests

like Fra’'s angel, kneeling, left knee bent,
facing Mary, supernal light gracing the porticos.
This visit that might have changed the world.

If only | could transcribe the painting’s beautifuls!
But here | am, exhausted as if I'd spent the night
sleeping in the park the way he has to,

ashamed of the comparison but praying this

on one knee beside my bed, asking myself,
asking the morning star and you and You,

why did | drive by, not giving him a dime?

How dare | try to compare myself, twice,

to the angel, to him, both, I’'m twice-ashamed.
And, say it, afraid, twice-afraid to write this.
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