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There was never more fear in a child

than when he saw her gaze from the sixty-

ninth floor, dreaming she could see herself fly

with the birds. Never was the dream of flight,

itself, real- only of seeing herself

fly. As she drew closer to the window

some filament of knowing broke open,

her uncle grabbed her hand and asked of her,

"Why is it you always look around things?

I've noticed that- when we were at the zoo

you looked at the leopard's bowl of water

and not at the beast. And here, in the Crown

Jewel of Wall Street, and in its great spire

of green....and last week, at the gallery,

you asked me about the wood used to frame

that great painting by- I forget his name-

but you know what I mean."

                          "I do, Uncle,

and I can't explain it. I remember

seeing Miracle On 34th Street,

and thinking about how dumb the girl was-

just pulling his beard and all. So I thought

to myself 'How would someone go about

proving he's a fake?'- It's a bad movie,

by the way, and I don't recommend it."

"That's all well and good- er, or bad. I mean

to say it is odd for a girl your age

to be so incredulous. When I was

a boy buildings like this did not exist.

And airplanes and automobiles were new,

and we only had one- yes, only one-

telephone in my whole hometown. I know

times are changing- and all for the better-

still, it worries me now- especially

after all of the things that have happened."

"Uncle- "

         "Yes?”

               "I don't think you understand

what I mean."

             "Then tell me."

                            "I can't. I mean

I would if I could, but you don't know how-

with you being so old and all- "

                                "Forty-

four is not so old, Sweetheart. We all have

our mysteries, I s'pose. But how you stare

out far over the island. You don't think

of your life at my age, or what will pass

between then and now. What you comprehend

is some nowhere, alone- somehow endless,

and I lack the words to say it scares me

to think what you might- or must- be thinking."

She returned to the high window. At that

utterance he drew up close behind her,

and put his right hand on her right shoulder,

picking thoughts from eyes that he thought not his:

"There's no one to blame, y'know. Even God

grants Man the Free Will- or so I was told.

I remember how inconsolable

Esther was. But these things take time, Sweetie."

"Oh, but Uncle- I'm not sad- really, no!

Sometimes I'm angry- but not now. Beauty

is what I see when I see myself fly

with the birds. But it's not like with angels-

there's no Heaven, you know."

                             "How can you say

that, child? I mean- "

                      "Uncle, I just know.

I can't tell you how I know, but I heard

it from a man one night. He knelt over

my bed, and said to me, 'If you laugh hard

at life it will leave you alone.' I did.

But it didn't, so I know to believe

in things without proof is foolish. The girl

in the movie, for instance- how stupid

and gullible. So, people, die? I mean,

do you really grow so stupid with grief?

And- not to seem too bitter, dear Uncle-

but something happened, once- not that you know-

but something else, and I knew I was not

one of you- not in that time or in this- “

"Such bitterness- yes it is!- from you....I

never realized- "

                 A cloud obscured the light

and things repeated themselves in their heads,

thinking of how many more times they would

inside their own heads, and the heads of those

before, and to come, in buildings as this,

and those yet to rise, and those yet to fall.

"Uncle- "

         "Yes, dear?"

                     "You know I love you so-

but I fear you will never see these things

I see. They call me from all the corners

and speak- 'And what you see, and others see,

is my fear just spoken.’"

                         "I cannot say

you are right or wrong. Maybe seeing is

knowing what you don't as well as what you do-

I'm a simple man, as your parents were,

and- I mean....I guess faith is good enough

for some. I'll just hope that your flights return

to us, someday."

                "Maybe they will. I can't

say. But buildings last long. They always do,

and they rarely change- unlike love....or life.

Don't be sad, Uncle, and don't be lonely,

‘cause in them I'll always be here for you."
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