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Why We Climb

On a reading of poems at the Towers

Beatrice Lazarus
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They come slowly up, swim

reddened seas to get here. The night before
they could not sleep, eyes fixed on feckless
words, lines criss-crossed, passed over, tossed
into black wastebaskets, declarations

unsaid. Some things are not meant to be read.
They'll force a galaxy into an ocean,

sunrise into the glow of a clock, a great wave
of sighs into the kiss goodnight.



