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MORAL:
Before you give in to the music 

consider the source.

5he snuggled her children 
and put them to bed.

Then she went to her room

The day was behind her.
Tomorrow would keep.

And her mind drifted off 
on a soft wave of sleep.

But she woke in the darkness» 
"Where am I?'* she cried.

And she felt a dull pang 
that stirred deep down inside

In its tangle of branches, 
the moon seemed to throb.

And the voice of a saxophone 
pleaded and sobbed.

tach night, around midnight, 
he’d come improvise.

Each night, he would watch — 
with those same burning eyes•

she’d preen by the window 
to show her contempt.

But she couldn't help hearing 
And she wasn’t exempt,

So she slicked back her wings 
And she fluffed out her tail. 
And she walked out and leaned 

on the gallery rail.

And the night air was fragrant 
And the sky full of stars.

5he walked out and listened, 
and let down her ^uard.

The children woke up. 
They ran straight to her room.

It was empty as moonlight, 
and sti11 as a tomb.

Jn5t a breeze from -the window- 
a feather in flight— 

and the wail of a. saxophone, 
lost in -the r>

mV SVif M j
" 11ruuui



Special thanks to;

my mother, Ruth Cohen 
my cousin, Bob Preiskel 

Steven Bingler 
Linda Usdin

Tina Freeman
Nancy Moss 

Julian Mutter
Tom Varisco

Charles Nelson 
Carol Flake 

Peregrine Whittlesey 
Roland Chiara

Mr. and Mrs J, C. Martin, Jr. 
Rebecca Avery

and also*
Vittorio
Cinzta
Blai r 
Jon

Henri
The Society of Saint Anne

But, above all, 
to my exacting muses, 
Iris and Josephine.


