Springing Il

The photographer

orchestrates a family in front of the fountain

in Stuyvesant Town.

Mother, father, grandmother, 3 boys, and a little girl
moved into varying combinations

a stunning convening from

the initial chaos:

one boy half in the fountain, the other away on a scooter
the third pouting, the nanny promising candy and then
the lithe photographer, his pale jeans cropped on

doe’s legs,

blush tote by his side

works

miracles

| watch from our bench, my father dozing at
my side, my hand

on his hand

| realize we don’t touch that much

| realize | am staring

at the family in front
of the fountain

The spring sun gleams on their faces
the women'’s hair blows in the breeze
shadows dapple their shoulders

and even the father’s

grotesque

beige golf shirt

seems something out of Botticelli

I’m crying behind my sunglasses
and above my mask. It’s awkward and
embarrassing and | can’t stop.

When we walked there in tiny steps,

my father focused on the arduous task of

just moving forward,

he said

I’m sorry to ask so many questions but how do | know you?



So | want to be
the family

in front

of the fountain.

Their whole future billowing ahead
along cobblestone walkways, lined with
lawns of drunken green and

riotous flowerbeds

held out to receive them

as they coast along on an invisible

half shell

lapping us

as we all head home,
so totally unaware
of these gifts,

the gentle breeze,

the awaiting arms

the cherry blossom petals that catch the afternoon light
and fall alongside them

risen as they are
from the Aegean blue
of the

Stuyvesant Town
fountain
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