
In the Morning 

W h e n y o u wake a n d walk 
across the k i t c h e n , e ach step 
sets the s p r u n g f l o o r s h u d d e r i n g 
l i k e g r o w t h r ings a r o u n d a core 
w h i c h h o l d s a n d does n o t give 

l i k e bones , firm w i t h i n the soft 
shea th o f s k i n a n d meat , the love ly 
c o n c e i t o f y o u r body, to r i p p l e ou t 
to m e i n b e d , drowsy a n d w a r m 
as i f we h a d a l l the t i m e i n the w o r l d . 
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