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         The author would like to thank the editors of the following journals for permission to reprint poems first appearing in their pages:

          
      

         America. “The Shadow Side”
      

         The American Journal of Physics. “To Peter Raven on his Fiftieth Birthday”
      

         The American Poetry Review. “Authorities,” “In the Beginning,” “The Bluejay and the Mockingbird,” “The Celestial Emperor,” “The Faith,” “IFF,” “Intimations,” “Playing the Machine”
      

         Expressions. “Fellowship,” “The Shopping Mall, The Moral Law”
      

         Harvard Magazine, “The Afterlife,” “Models,” “World Lines”
      

         The Kenyon Review. “To Dante,” “A Reader of Mysteries,” “Theater of the Absurd,” “Two-Person/Zero-Sum”
      

         The Missouri Review. “Found Poem”
      

         The Paris Review. “Night Operations, Coastal Command RAF,” “The War in the Air”
      

         River Styx. “Landscape with Self-Portrait”
      

         The Sewanee Review. “The Biographer’s Mandate,” “D-Day + All the Years,” “Freezing the Rain,” “Night Piece,” “On Reading King Lear Again, 1984,” “In Transit”
      

         The Southern Review. “Economic Man,” “To Joy our Student, Bidding Adieu,” “Low-Level Cross Country,” “Parabola,” “Remembering the Way”
      

         Southwest Review. “Drowning the Book”
      

         St. Louis Post-Dispatch. “On an Occasion of National Mourning”
      

         The Yale Review. “A Christmas Card of Halley’s Comet”
      

          
      

         His thanks also to Sharon Bangert for typing the fair copy, the revised fair copy, and what is hoped to be the fairest copy of all.

      

   


   
      
         
            1 The War in the Streets
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            To Joy Our Student, Bidding Adieu
      

         

         
            
               
                  Your friends, dear woman whom I never knew
      

                  But by the delighted kindness of your smile,
      

                  Impersonal but kindness and delight
      

                  Received and like a blessing on the day,
      

                  Had got accustomed to the thought of death
      

                  As age and preparation and farewell,
      

                  With things to settle, time to settle things
      

                  Before we left; now you’ve surprised us
      

                  As you had scarce the time to be surprised,
      

                  Leaving the company and the lighted room
      

                  With the wine and warmth and amiable talk
      

                  To go home in darkness, on the rainy roads,
      

                  To cross the avenue none gets across—
      

               

               
                  But suddenly, my dear, struck off the books,
      

                  Gone missing in the middle of the way
      

                  For time’s remainder, such as it may be.
      

                  Remembering your smile, I wish that I
      

                  Had learned it better, and got it down by heart,
      

                  That no more lights the narrow hall of day
      

                  With all your troubled kindness, your delight.
      

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Intimations
      

         

         
            
               
                  Alan Turing’s Imitation Game,
      

                  Where the artifice of intelligence began,
      

                  Turned in the first place on a single theme:
      

                  How can you tell a woman from a man?
      

               

               
                  Alas, life imitates not only art
      

                  But science too. They can’t be told apart.
      

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Royal Visit
      

         

         
            
               
                  There will be fountains shaking aloft their plumes,
      

                  And fireworks to lift away the night
      

                  (all will go “ooh!” at the soaring against gravity
      

                  and “ahh!” at the bursting drift against the night),
      

               

               
                  There will be revelry, licensed misrule
      

                  Under the indulgent eyes of the police,
      

                  And waltzing in the streets after the long
      

                  Parade adorned with allegorical girls
      

               

               
                  On flowered floats postured and postulant
      

                  To signify, between the marching bands,
      

                  Order, The State, War, Victory, and the Arts,
      

                  When the Prince rides through the city in arms,
      

               

               
                  He will pardon the thieves and murderers,
      

                  Empty asylums and jails into the streets,
      

                  The city and the world will be renewed,
      

                  He will leave in splendor through the western gate.
      

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Ultima Ratio Reagan
      

         

         
            
               
                  The reason we do not learn from history is
      

                  Because we are not the people who learned last time.
      

               

               
                  Because we are not the same people as them
      

                  That fed our sons and honor to Vietnam
      

                  And dropped the burning money on their trees,
      

               

               
                  We know that we know better than they knew,
      

                  And history will not blame us if once again
      

                  The light at the end of the tunnel is the train.
      

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Authorities
      

         

         
            
               
                  Commanders, and behind them heads of state,
      

                  Are said to care for and spend sleepless nights
      

                  About the children they commit to war;
      

                  You can’t help wondering, though, whether they do
      

               

               
                  Or whether, were you safely in their place
      

                  Of power, as it’s not likely you would be
      

                  Nor weren’t, but it’s allowed to wonder,
      

                  You might not say, “Poor bastards, little shits,
      

               

               
                  They never learned their history in schools
      

                  And now they never will, and cannot know
      

                  They are the hinges on which the oily valves
      

                  Of history will balance before they close
      

               

               
                  Upon our reputations now, our fame
      

                  In aftertimes, when children will be schooled
      

                  Again in truths belatedly belied,
      

                  To shoulder our burden and their hopeless charge.”
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