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For Fred. Forgiven.










and every thing, now bridles its desires, and limits its anxious longings to two things only—bread, and the games of the circus!


—Juvenal












Legacy Costs


[image: A graph titled legacy costs plots p versus q. A block of text on the graph slopes down from top left to bottom right. The text reads: And then are those who in the words of artist Mendel-Black, “inherit rebellion.” Large lots of unbeing passed one generation to the next. Absent value on the free market nothing gets resolved. Too many other worries anyhow: the who what when where of basic living. Elegant names are expensive. It costs too much to be pronounced. Nobler yet to forbear the weight of obscurity, put on the full armor of mundane Gods who war against their heirs wasting away among brothers fattened from lamb.]









[image: A line graph labelled acknowledgment plots the quantity of guns produced versus the quantity of butter produced. A curve falls in a concave-down manner through points B, D, and C. Point A is at the center of the graph, and point X is above the curve. Point B shows the maximum quantity of guns and the minimum quantity of butter, point D is almost halfway down the curve, and point C shows the maximum quantity of butter and the minimum quantity of guns.]




It is not from the benevolence of the butcher, the brewer, or the baker, that we expect our dinner, but from their regard to their own interest.


—Adam Smith












March, 1969




back at the church the best man draped the groom’s shoulders. passed a flask of hundred proof. a mother fondled her fake pearls. walked the aisles in search of a soloist to replace the cousin who canceled an hour earlier. will you sing His Eyes on the Sparrow or Amazin’ Grace,she asked each guest.







across town on Hanover Street,







a young woman in a taffeta and lace gown huddled on the cold tile of a YWCA bathroom stall. she heard the lobby phone ring incessantly. the receptionist trumpeted her name over the intercom. she balled up wads of Angel Soft and blotted the Revlon fleeing her lash. for the last two hours, the cost of the dress, flowers, drinks, the soloist, the hall, and her mother’s second mortgage to fund the matrimonial circus paraded across an embedded reel. thoughts of a fatherless baby pushed her to decision.







that inevitable bride called a yellow taxi to deliver her to fate. outside, a homeless prophet touched her shoulder while she waited, reassured: it’s better for the baby girl, Honey.







three hours later, an understudy organist played the sorriest wedding march. the bride tripped down the aisle. busted her knee wide open. bled through her stockings and silk slip. her groom, many swigs in, balanced by his best men, could barely stand. her mother ran to the altar to lift her daughter, her sole investment. while an unholy congregation craned their necks and swished their church fans, advertising a local funeral home, to watch a lovely commodity reluctantly agree to her own barter.












Debord’s Redacted Spectacle


[image: A bride and groom stand close and pose for the camera at a wedding dinner. The groom is African-American. He wears a tuxedo with a white flower in his buttonhole. The bride is a lighter-skinned woman in a white dress with her veil raised. He holds her hand while she smiles.]


The image of blissful social unification through consumption merely [suspends] the consumer’s awareness of the actual divisions until his next disillusionment with some particular commodity. Each new product is ceremoniously acclaimed as a unique creation offering a dramatic shortcut to the promised land of total consummation. But as with the fashionable adoption of seemingly aristocratic first names which end up being given to virtually all individuals of the same age, the objects that promise uniqueness can be offered up for mass consumption only if they have been mass-produced. The prestigiousness of mediocre objects of this kind is solely due to the fact that they have been placed, however briefly, at the center of social life and hailed as a revelation of the unfathomable purposes of production. But the object that was prestigious in the spectacle becomes [the] mundane [once the object] is taken home by its consumer — at the same time as by all its other consumers. Too late, it reveals its essential poverty, a poverty that inevitably reflects the poverty of its production. Meanwhile, some other object is already replacing it as justification of the system and demanding its own moment of acclaim.









The Troubles




Man watches his history on the screen with apathy and an occasional passing flicker of horror or indignation.


  —Conor Cruise O’Brien, Irish historian







It’s January 1972 and inside


Ma’s television buzzes. Oddly


accented men wearing crucifixes


call for work and housing. Children’s


coattails drag along the seats


of burnt-out cars walling in


their free Derry. Tanks thrum


through the rubble thrown, stones


ricochet off umbrella shields, bullets


plunge into some husbands’ flesh like


rose thorns burrowing chest deep.


A priest waves a handkerchief


as flag of surrender, begging


passage for the shallow-breathed


whose blood slicks his boot.


Unknowns will die cradled


in the arms of strangers


who moments earlier sang


We shall overcome, someday,


faithfully clinging to the same


distant hope that finds Ma


thousands of miles away


on a different continent,


wailing on her bedroom floor,


arms flailed across her belly,


mourning an unwanted


who spine-swims against her


backbone’s curve,


holding vigil for blood


that will not come and


me who surely will.












Severance




200 years after Franklin signed


the Declaration of Independence


Amtrak purchased the crumbling stone


viaducts and decrepit bridges between


Boston and Washington. In five years


the federal government would surface


245 miles of track, lay 171,000 ties,


renew 2,868 joints, interlock


5,800 switch timbers and order 492


Amfleet cars including sixteen sleek


Metroliners like one of the two


housed at Trenton Rail Station


where the authorities found


my father in stuporous nod


while on the offcial clock.


Having decided several offers


of rehab enough, Amtrak severed


all contractual encumbrances.







It was 1977 when my father stumbled


from the station into a recession but


first into Pete Lorenzo’s bar


to pilfer time through a bottle


then plot provision—


three square, four souls—


strategizing who to feed


to whom.
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