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The Truth
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The truth is

If I had it all to do over

I still wouldn’t study Swahili,

Learn to fly a plane,

Or take 92 lovers,

Some of them simultaneously.

The truth is

If I lived my life again

I still wouldn’t leap before looking,

I still wouldn’t count my chickens before they were hatched,

And I’d still, just in case I was hit by a car and had to be rushed to the hospital and examined,

Wear clean underwear.

The truth is

If I got a second chance

I still wouldn’t know a forward pass from a backward one,

A self-effacing wine from a presumptuous one,

Or a man who, if I let him pick me up, would be rich, sincere, and of the same religious persuasion

From a man who, if I let him pick me up, would wind up being a homicidal rapist.

The truth is

That I’ll always want to be

Pure enough to hate white bread,

Deep enough to admire Patagonian folk art.

Thin enough to go swimming in the nude,

Mature enough to outgrow Erich Fromm,

Nice enough to be nice to my Uncle Bernie,

And secure enough to not need getting married.

But the truth is

That the next time around,

I still wouldn’t.



No More Babies
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The sterilizer’s up for grabs.

Nicked portacrib, good-bye.

My third and youngest son is growing older.

I’m done with dawn awakenings,

With pablum in my eye,

With small moist bundles burping on my shoulder.

I gave away my drawstring slacks

And smocks with floppy bows.

My silhouette will never more be pear-ish.

And though I’m left with stretch marks

And a few veins varicose,

I’m aiming for an image less ma-mère-ish.

No playpens in the living room

Will mangle my décor.

My stairs will not be blocked with safety fences.

No rattles, bottles, bibs, stuffed bears

Will disarray my floor,

No eau de diaper pail assail my senses.

And no more babies will disrupt

The tenor of my day,

Nor croup and teething interrupt my sleeping.

I swear to you I wouldn’t have it

Any other way.

It’s positively stupid to be weeping.



The Good Daughter
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She’s been a good daughter, my cousin Elaine

(In contrast to Walter her brother,
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