
For the Sleepwalkers……Edward Hirsch (1950-present) 
 
Tonight I want to say something wonderful 
for the sleepwalkers who have so much faith 
in their legs, so much faith in the invisible 
arrow carved into the carpet, the worn path 
that leads to the stairs instead of the window, 
the gaping doorway instead of the seamless mirror. 

I love the way that sleepwalkers are willing 
to step out of their bodies into the night, 
to raise their arms and welcome the darkness, 

palming the blank spaces, touching everything. 
Always they return home safely, like blind men 
who know it is morning by feeling shadows. 

And always they wake up as themselves again. 
That’s why I want to say something astonishing 
like: Our hearts are leaving our bodies. 

Our hearts are thirsty black handkerchiefs 
flying through the trees at night, soaking up 
the darkest beams of moonlight, the music 

of owls, the motion of wind-torn branches. 
And now our hearts are thick black fists 
flying back to the glove of our chests. 

We have to learn to trust our hearts like that. 
We have to learn the desperate faith of sleep- 
walkers who rise out of their calm beds 

and walk through the skin of another life. 
We have to drink the stupefying cup of darkness 
and wake up to ourselves, nourished and surprised. 

 



The Layers 
BY STANLEY KUNITZ  (1905-2006) 

I have walked through many lives,  
some of them my own, 
and I am not who I was, 
though some principle of being 
abides, from which I struggle 
not to stray. 
When I look behind, 
as I am compelled to look 
before I can gather strength 
to proceed on my journey, 
I see the milestones dwindling 
toward the horizon 
and the slow fires trailing 
from the abandoned camp-sites, 
over which scavenger angels 
wheel on heavy wings. 
Oh, I have made myself a tribe 
out of my true affections, 
and my tribe is scattered! 
How shall the heart be reconciled 
to its feast of losses? 
In a rising wind 
the manic dust of my friends, 
those who fell along the way, 
bitterly stings my face. 
Yet I turn, I turn, 
exulting somewhat, 
with my will intact to go 
wherever I need to go, 
and every stone on the road 
precious to me. 
In my darkest night, 
when the moon was covered 
and I roamed through wreckage, 
a nimbus-clouded voice 
directed me: 
“Live in the layers, 
not on the litter.” 
Though I lack the art 
to decipher it, 
no doubt the next chapter 
in my book of transformations 
is already written. 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/stanley-kunitz


I am not done with my changes. 
Untitled…..by Charles Reznikoff   (1894-1946) 
 
Not because of victories 
I sing, 
having none, 
but for the common sunshine, 
the breeze, 
the largess of the spring. 
 
Not for victory 
but for the day's work done 
as well as I was able; 
not for a seat upon the dais 

    but at the common table. 
 
 


