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            On His Own Terms
      

         

         
            
               
                  As with a liner at the speed of sound
      

                  Flying the sea, earth’s weather left beneath,
      

                  All hurry is excluded from the hull
      

                  In streaming wind and night-shattering noise
      

                  And in the turbine blades that churn the cold
      

                  To fire and force trailing a ruin of smoke,
      

               

               
                  While inside, in low light, the master’s moves
      

                  Are small and deliberate, their intervals
      

                  Quietly spaced as in recited rites
      

                  Traditionally prescribed by gravity
      

                  And far foresight; for certain that’s the way
      

                  It is meant to be, one term of likening,
      

                  One term left out. So let it be that way.
      

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Reading Pornography in Old Age
      

         

         
            
               
                  Unbridled licentiousness with no holds barred,
      

                  Immediate and mutual lust, satisfiable
      

                  In the heat, upon demand, aroused again
      

                  And satisfied again, lechery unlimited,
      

               

               
                  Till space runs out at the bottom of the page
      

                  And another pair of lovers, forever young,
      

                  Prepotent, endlessly receptive, renews
      

                  The daylong, nightlong, interminable grind.
      

               

               
                  How decent it is, and how unlike our lives
      

                  Where “fuck you” is a term of vengeful scorn
      

                  And the murmur of “sorry, partner” as often heard
      

                  As ever in mixed doubles or at bridge.
      

               

               
                  Though I suspect the stuff is written by
      

                  Elderly homosexuals manacled to their
      

                  Machines, it’s mildly touching all the same,
      

                  A reminiscence of the life that was in Eden
      

               

               
                  Before the Fall, when we were beautiful
      

                  And shameless, and untouched by memory:
      

                  Before we were driven out to the laboring world
      

                  Of the money and the garbage and the kids
      

               

               
                  In which we read this nonsense and are moved
      

                  At all that was always lost for good, in which
      

                  We think about sex obsessively except
      

                  During the act, when our minds tend to wander.
      

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            In Memory of the Master Poet Robert Browning
      

         

         
            
               
                  Remembering that century and the one before
      

                  That seemed such inexhaustible springs of song,
      

                  Di quell’amor and Dove sono and the rest,
      

                  Orpheus wondering what he’d do without
      

                  Eurydice, the stuffed shirts in the stalls
      

                  Sobbing about Violetta, croce e delizia,
      

                  Coughing her love away, where did it go,
      

                  That wonderful stuff still with us now
      

                  But as a relic, the way they used to feel
      

                  Back then about Dreyfus, about Sedan,
      

                  La Gloire, Rhine Maidens with their swimming tits
      

                  Behind the scrim, now how could that have changed
      

                  And gone beyond our caring and our care?
      

               

               
                  When things are over that’s what they are, over.
      

                  Master, I too feel chilly and grown old.
      

                  Like Ike said, he that conquered Europe, things
      

                  Are more like they are now than they ever were before.
      

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            To Alice out of Reach
      

         

         
            
               
                  This is chiefly to say, as Dryden did,
      

                  “Farewell, too little and too lately known,”
      

                  To a lady who as her husband wrote of her,
      

                  “Moved with the delicate balance of a sail.”
      

               

               
                  I didn’t know her well enough, but thought
      

                  Her fair and gentle, wise and kind and good,
      

                  Canonical adjectives all, they’re all we have
      

                  For these occasions to which no one can rise
      

                  Nor ought to, maybe. I’d thoughtlessly thought
      

                  Our friendship had still many years to grow,
      

                  That there’d be time for silence and for speech
      

                  As for the music that in her generous house
      

                  Became a speaking silence more than speech,
      

                  And now there isn’t time. Where the Bible says,
      

                  Chief refuge of an unobserving Jew
      

                  Affrighted of it early enough in life
      

                  So that he never did get over it,
      

                  There shall be no more time, I understand
      

                  The saying now not as it meant I should,
      

                  But as meaning that every death of every friend
      

                  Comes to the same, there shall be no more time.
      

               

               
                  Eternity may be too big a word
      

                  For any of us to take upon the tongue
      

                  (Sermons are silent twixt this line and next),
      

                  But that is what we have always in mind
      

                  When we say helplessly, caught in the social fact
      

                  That makes our truest feelings hypocrites,
      

                  Such standard things as “sorrow,” “loss,” “regret,”
      

                  And “Never again in this defaulting world, Alice,
      

                  Or our own waning lives, to see you more
      

                  Or hear your voice though saying nothing more
      

                  Remarkable or blessed than ‘hello.’”
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