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  Windows Is Shutting Down




  Windows is shutting down, and grammar are




  On their last leg. So what am we to do?




  A letter of complaint go just so far,




  Proving the only one in step are you.




  Better, perhaps, to simply let it goes.




  A sentence have to be screwed pretty bad




  Before they gets to where you doesnt knows




  The meaning what it must of meant to had.




  The meteor have hit. Extinction spread,




  But evolution do not stop for that.




  A mutant languages rise from the dead




  And all them rules is suddenly old hat.




  Too bad for we, us what has had so long




  The best seat from the only game in town.




  But there it am, and whom can say its wrong?




  Those are the break. Windows is shutting down.




  

     

  




  Angels Over Elsinore




  How many angels knew who Hamlet was




  When they were summoned by Horatio?




  They probably showed up only because




  The roster said it was their turn to go.




  Another day, another Dane. Too bad,




  But while they sang their well-rehearsed lament




  They noticed his good looks. Too soon, too sad,




  This welcome home for what seemed heaven sent.




  Imagine having been with him down there!




  But here I dream, for angels do not yearn.




  They take up their positions in the air




  Free from the passions of the earth they spurn.




  Even their singing is done less from joy




  Than duty. But was this the usual thing?




  Surely they gazed on that recumbent boy,




  Clearly cut out one day to be a king,




  And sang him to his early rest above




  With soaring pride that they should form the choir




  Whose voices echoed all the cries of love,




  Which, even when divine, implies desire?




  But soft: an ideal world does not exist.




  Hamlet went nowhere after he was dead.




  No angel sighed where lovers never kissed,




  And there was nothing in what his friend said.




  Hamlet himself knew just what to expect:




  Steady reduction of his body mass




  Until the day, his very coffin wrecked,




  Some clown picked up his skull and said, ‘Alas.’




  No, there would be no music from on high.




  No feather from a wing would fall, not one.




  Forget it all, even the empty sky –




  What’s gone is gone, sweet prince. What’s done is done.




  

     

  




  Exit Don Giovanni




  Somewhere below his pride, the Don’s bad dreams




  Fashioned the statue that would take him down.




  Deep underground, the tears were there in streams.




  The man who had the only game in town,




  In Spain, in Europe, when it came to love,




  Sensed that there had to be a reckoning.




  The boundaries he claimed to soar above




  Meant nothing to him except everything.




  Why the defiant stance, if not from shame?




  And why deny that truth, if not from fear?




  The bodice-ripper made his famous name




  By staying buttoned up. His whole career




  Came back to haunt him in a stony glance.




  Transfixed, he followed where the statue led.




  Below, tips of hot tongues began to dance.




  Further below, it was a sea of red.




  There was a jetty. Next to it, a raft




  Held every name on Leporello’s list,




  Even from just last week.




  The statue laughed And left.




  The women, modelled out of mist,




  Were images, as they had always been




  To him, but strong enough to ply the sweeps.




  They would not meet his eye, having foreseen




  What waited for him on the burning deeps.




  A long way out, they paused, and one by one




  They disappeared, each hinting with a smile,




  But not to him, their work had been well done.




  He was alone. To cry was not his style,




  But then he reached down through the surface fire




  Into the water. Almost with relief




  He learned at last the flames of his desire




  Had floated on the ocean of his grief.




  Had he known sooner, what would that have meant?




  Less to regret, and little to admit?




  The raft burned: final stage of his descent.




  Hell was on Earth. Now he was out of it.




  

     

  




  My Father Before Me




  Sai Wan War Cemetery, Hong Kong




  At noon, no shadow. I am on my knees




  Once more before your number and your name.




  The usual heat, the usual fretful bees




  Fitfully busy as last time I came.




  Here you have lain since 1945,




  When you, at half the age that I am now,




  Were taken from the world of the alive,




  Were taken out of time. You should see how




  This hillside, since I visited it first,




  Has stayed the same. Nothing has happened here.




  They trim the sloping lawn and slake its thirst.




  Regular wreaths may fade and reappear,




  But these are details. High on either side




  Waves of apartment blocks roll in so far




  And no further, forbidden to collide




  By laws that keep the green field where you are,




  Along with all these others, sacrosanct.




  For once the future is denied fresh ground.




  For that much if no more, let God be thanked.




  You can’t see me or even hear the sound




  Of my voice, though it comes out like the cry




  You heard from me before you sailed away.




  Your wife, my mother, took her turn to die




  Not long ago. I don’t know what to say –




  Except those many years she longed for you




  Are over now at last, and now she wears




  The same robes of forgetfulness you do.




  When the dreams cease, so do the nightmares.




  I know you would be angry if I said




  I, too, crave peace. Besides, it’s not quite so.




  Despair will ebb when I leave you for dead




  Once more. Once more, as I get up to go,




  I look up to the sky, down to the sea,




  And hope to see them, while I still draw breath,




  The way you saw your photograph of me




  The very day you flew to meet your death.




  Back at the gate, I turn to face the hill,




  Your headstone lost again among the rest.




  I have no time to waste, much less to kill.




  My life is yours; my curse, to be so blessed.




  

     

  




  A Gyre from Brother Jack




  The canvas, called A Morning Long Ago,




  Hangs now in Dublin’s National Gallery




  Of Ireland, and for capturing the flow




  Of life, its radiant circularity, Yeats painter leaves




  Yeats poet beaten flat.




  I hear you saying, ‘How can he say that?’




  But look. Here is the foyer of a grand




  Theatre. It is always interval.




  On the upper level, brilliant people stand.




  What they have seen inside invests them all




  With liquid light, and some of them descend




  The sweet, slow, curving, anti-clockwise bend




  Of staircase and go out into that park




  Where yet another spectacle has formed:




  A lake made bright by the oncoming dark.




  And at the left of that, white wings have stormed




  Upward towards where this rondeau begins.




  Birds? Angels? Avatars? Forgiven sins?




  He doesn’t say: the aspect I like best.




  William had theories. Jack has just the thrill.




  We see a little but we miss the rest,




  And what we keep to ponder, time will kill.




  The lives we might have led had we but known




  Check out at dawn and take off on their own




  Even as we arrive. Sad, it might seem,




  When talked about: but shown, it shines like day.




  The only realistic general scheme




  Of the divine is in this rich display –




  Proof that the evanescent present tense




  Is made eternal by our transience.




  

     

  




  Woman Resting




  Sometimes the merely gifted give us proof




  Born artists have a democratic eye




  That genius gets above, to stand aloof,




  Scorning to seize on all that happens by




  And give it the full treatment. Look at her,




  Mancini’s woman, as she rests her head




  In white impasto linen. Cats would purr




  To think of lying curled up on that bed




  Warmed by her Monica Bellucci skin.




  Her mouth, like Vitti’s in La Notte, breathes




  A sulky need for more of the same sin




  That knocked her sideways. Silently, she seethes.




  She’s perfect, and he’s well up to the task




  Of illustrating her full bloom of youth.




  Why isn’t she immortal, then? you ask.




  Look at her bedside table for the truth.




  Carafe, decanter, bottle, beaker, all




  Are brushed in with the same besotted touch:




  Not just as clutter which, were it to fall,




  Would break and be swept up. He cares too much




  About the world around her. While she dreams,




  The room dreams too, as if it too were spent




  From pleasure. In the end, nothing redeems




  This failure to make her the main event.




  Manet’s Olympia is no great shakes




  For beauty beside this one, but transcends
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