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WIDENING INCOME INEQUALITY



























REMEMBERING ELAINE’S









We drank our faces off until the sun arrived,


Night after night, and most of us survived


To waft outside to sunrise on Second Avenue,


And felt a kind of Wordsworth wonderment—the morning new,


The sidewalk fresh as morning dew—and us new, too.







How wonderful to be so magnified.


Every Scotch and soda had been usefully applied.


You were who you weren’t till now.


We’d been white Harvard piglets sucking on the whisky sow


And now we’d write a book, without having to know how.


 







If you didn’t get a hangover, that was one kind of bad


And was a sign of something, but if you had


Tranquilizers to protect yourself before you went to work,


Say as a doctor interning at nearby New York Hospital, don’t be a jerk,


Take them, take loads of them, and share them, and don’t smirk.







We smoked Kools, unfiltered Camels, and papier maïs Gitanes,


The fat ones Belmondo smoked in Breathless—and so did Don,


Elaine’s original red-haired cokehead maître d’


Who had a beautiful wife, dangerously.


But stay away from the beautiful wife or else catastrophe. 







Many distinguished dead were there


At one of the front tables, fragrant talk everywhere.


Plimpton, Mailer, Styron, Bobby Short—fellows, have another drink.


You had to keep drinking or you’d sink.


Smoking fifty cigarettes a day made your squid-ink fingers stink.







Unlucky people born with the alcoholic gene


Were likely to become alcoholics. Life is mean


That way, because others who drank as much or more didn’t


Succumb, but just kept on drinking—and didn’t


Do cocaine, and didn’t get fucked up, and just didn’t!







The dead are gone—


Their thousand and one nights vanished into dawn.


Were they nothing but tubs of guts, suitably gowned, waiting around


Till dawn turned into day? Last round!


Construction of the new Second Avenue subway enters the ground.







Aldrich once protested to Elaine that his bill for the night was too high.


She showed him his tab was for seventeen Scotches and he started to cry.


(Or was it eighteen?)


We were the scene.


Now the floor has been swept clean.







Everyone’s gone.


Elaine and Elaine’s have vanished into the dawn.


Elaine the woman, who weighed hundreds of pounds, is floating around—


Her ghost calls out: Last round!


Wailing, construction of the new Second Avenue subway pounds the ground.






























CITY









Right now, a dog tied up in the street is barking


With the grief of being left,


A dog bereft.


Right now, a car is parking.







The dog emits


Petals of a barking flower and barking flakes of snow


That float upward from the street below


To where another victim sits:







Who listens to the whole city


And the dog honking like a car alarm,


And doesn’t mean the dog any harm,


And doesn’t feel any pity.






























LIFTOFF









On the other side of the street, the buildings sit on smoke,


About to lift off—it’s spring!


Cosmonauts and astronauts comfortably in their apartments in armchairs


For the journey to summer.


And actually over here, in here, it’s spring also, and I leap out of my study


Window repeatedly, like a loop of film repeating itself,


Leap but I’m yanked back up, leap but yanked back up, on a bungee cord,


Jumped or fell, slipped or pushed, either way repeatedly


Bipolar, particularly since I already knew I had to lose weight, and I start to fly


Back and forth in the canyon between the two sides of Broadway


With all the other pigeons flashing white in the sunlight.


I don’t know what I’m talking about as usual, but yes!


I settle on a ledge and, moaning, peer inside the room,


And there you are, old man at my computer, pecking away, cooing spring.






























FEBRUARY 30TH









The speckled pigeon standing on the ledge


Outside the window is Jack Kennedy—


Standing on one leg and looking jerkily around


And staring straight into the room at me.







Ask not what your country can do for you—


Ask what you can do for your country.


Here’s how.


That wouldn’t be the way I’d do it.







I’m afraid you leave me no choice now.


The sequence begins with the grooves


Of the carving board


Filling with roast beef blood.







Everything keeps changing and we want it to,


But don’t want anything to change.


The pigeons fly back and forth


And look like they’re looking for something.







I went to sleep in Havana,


Turned over on my back in Saigon,


And woke up in Kabul,


With Baghdad as both air conditioner and down comforter. 







The speckled pigeon standing on the ledge


Outside the window looks really a bit like me,


Me standing on one leg and looking jerkily around


And looking right into the room at me.







Unshaved men run Iran.


In consequence, Nixon with his five o’clock shadow


Rises from the grave to campaign.


His ghost can’t stop—even in broad daylight.







In certain neighborhoods, you hear a victim singing,


Corazón, you’re chewing on my heart!


Don’t forget to spit the seeds out!


Rat-a-tat. Shot dead in the street.







The pigeon outside on the ledge


Came back from Iraq with PTSD.


It stands there, standing on one leg in speckled camouflage,


Staring in through the window at the VA therapist.







Everything keeps changing and we want it to,


But don’t want anything to change. Stet.


Everything keeps changing and we want it to,


But don’t want anything to change.







Every day I don’t die is February 30th,


And more sex is possible.


Flocks of pigeons are whirling around and flash white


In the sunlight like they know something. 







Here’s what. Here’s who needs to be made up.


Here’s who I would do.


The makeup artist is hard at work in the Oval Office.


The fireplace fire is lit with the air-conditioning on full blast.






























FRANCE NOW









I slide my swastika into your lubricious Place Clichy.


I like my women horizontal and when they stand up vicious and Vichy.


I want to jackboot rhythmically down your Champs-Élysées


With my behind behind me taking selfies of the Grand Palais.


Look at my arm raised in the razor salute of greeting.


I greet you like a Caesar, Heil! for our big meeting.


My open-top Mercedes creeps through the charming, cheering crowd.


I greet you, lovely body of Paris, you who are so proud,


And surtout you French artists and French movie stars who


Are eager to collaborate and would never hide a Jew.







My oh my. How times have changed.


But the fanatics have gotten even more deranged.


Seventy-five years after Hitler toured charming, cheering Paris, Parisians say


They won’t give in to terrorist tyranny, and yesterday


Two million people marched arm in arm, hand in hand,


After the latest murderous horror, to take a stand


Against the fascist Nazi Islamist jihadi blasphemous horror and murder.


Absurd is getting absurder.


It’s absurd in France to be a Jew


Because someone will want to murder you— 







Someone who spreads infidel blood all over the walls and floor like jam—


Someone who, like you, doesn’t eat ham.


He/she activates her/his suicide vest.


Children just out of the nest


Wearing a suicide vest


Are the best.


It’s alarming


And queer to read Osama bin Laden writing an essay about global warming.


So he was also human, like the ISIS fighters writing


Poems in the manner of the great pre-Islamic odes in the midst of the fighting.







We are the Marseillaise. We are la civilisation française. Make no mistake,


Civilization is at stake.


We are a paper frigate sailing on a burning lake—


Many decks and sails, and white and fancy as a wedding cake.


Listen. The Mu’allaqa of Imru’ al-Qays, the Iliad of the Arabs, keeps singing


In the desert, “Come, let us weep,” while the bells of Notre-Dame keep ringing


With alarm. In one of the Hadith,


Muhammad crowns me with a wreath


But damns me for eternity, Imru’ al-Qays, and Labīd as well,


But me especially as the most poetic of poets and their leader into hell.






























AT A PARTY









It’s her nose. It’s ravishing. It’s hooked. It’s huge.


The room storms with the woman’s blinding beauty, a deluge.


The face with the nose smiles, then quietly kisses you raw,


Her impossibly lovely profile looking suddenly like a lobster claw.


Kisses you suddenly, completely out of the blue.


It’s hard to understand what the face wants you to do.


Kisses you softly, deeply, over and over, and not a word is said.


That’s you over there in the middle of your old age asleep in bed


At the top of the World Trade Center Twin Towers, the party’s roar


Silenced when lightning opens the floor


And walks into the room and thunder stands there—


With Gauguin’s nose—kissing you in the scorched, terrified air.






























BEAUTIFUL FABU









Another lovely New York day in May—


The opposite of the overflowing ashtray


Of silent crushed-out cigarettes with their traces of my DNA


Buried long ago in my Pompeii,


My smokestack youth, that I’ve outlived to enjoy today.







I once was olives waiting on an olive tree,


And I was green waiting to be harvested by me—


But too young, too soon, I started pathetically


Reaching for a cigarette even before I got out of bed, yes, really!


Puffing away on my way to COPD.







The rubble has stopped smoking, Fabu!


You begged me to stop smoking—which I knew, Fabu, I had to do.


The sky was the size of summer, blue-eyed summer-blue,


Tourists window-shopping up and down the avenue,


When the World Trade Center towers fell on you.
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