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            for M again, and more than ever now

         

      
   


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

                        	
                           The Atlantic Monthly

                           Alternatives

                           The Berkeley Poetry Review

                           Canto

                           Chicago Review

                           Chicago Tribune Magazine

                           Georgia Review

                           Long Pond Review

                           Massachusetts Review

                           Mississippi Review

                           Mississippi Valley Review

                           MSS

                           Nadja (for a limited edition of "By Al Lebowitz's Pool" which first appeared in The New Republic)

                           The New Republic

                           The New Yorker

                           Poet and Critic

                           Poetry: A Magazine of Verse

                           Rain

                           River Styx

                           St. Louis Post-Dispatch

                           Salmagundi

                           Subject to Change

                           Wittenberg Review




         

         “The Unexpected Snow” was first published in a limited edition by the Narwhal Press.

          
      

         The author wishes also to record his gratitude to Mrs. M. P. Wirthlin for devising and/or discovering the order of the poems.
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            Literature
      

         

         
            
               
                  Is in good hands, it is being written
      

                  By liberated sex-maniacs, psychologists
      

                  With an eye to higher things, and novelists
      

                  Convinced they are psychiatric social-workers
      

                  With a mission to the slums of the human heart;
      

                  It is being written by disgraced politicians
      

                  From the safety of minimum-security prisons
      

                  With pastel walls affording them protection from
      

                  The lower class of criminal while they write
      

                  Of finding Jesus, Who has given them
      

                  The hundred thousand dollar advance against
      

                  The major motion picture soon to be made;
      

                  And now new generations of trained chimpanzees
      

                  Are manning their machines, moving their lips,
      

                  Coming along slowly, all thumbs and unopposable.
      

               

            

         

      
   


   
      
         
            The Serial
      

         

         
            
               
                  The last year’s phone books lying in the rain
      

                  With other garbage to be taken away
      

                  Are obsolescing programs that contain
      

                  The dramatis personae of a play
      

                  So vast its purposes and plot
      

                  Go ramifying out of mortal sight
      

                  In intricate radiations, rise and rot;
      

                  Here lie the yellow pages and the white,
      

                  Going concerns and bankrupt, where the dead
      

                  Hide with the living in the book of life,
      

                  The slowly moving serial unread
      

                  Whose singles with the husband and the wife
      

                  Are persons parted, who as they leave the stage
      

                  Get quietly stood in for, page by page.
      

               

            

         

      
   


   
      
         
            On Growth and Form
      

         

         
            
               
                  Young ones, when your distant grownup kin
      

                  At gatherings admire your new height
      

                  And say such standard silly things as that
      

                  They knew you when you were just so high, or, worse,
      

                  When you were just a glint in your father’s eye,
      

                  Command your high displeasure that it turn
      

                  To wonder like the wonder they must feel
      

                  And you may feel one day under the roll-
      

                  ing wheels of heaven that make up age and time,
      

                  At the procrustean miracle of growth
      

                  That tripled your length and turned it into height,
      

                  And, if you don’t take care, may cube your weight,
      

                  And being struck with sagesse and regret
      

                  At having not a verse to bless yourself,
      

                  Must mark the moment with a silly say.
      

               

            

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Bomb Scare in the Library
      

         

         
            
               
                  Police are in there suspecting every book,
      

                  An assignment that requires, as I guess,
      

                  Great courage and a cheerful skepticism
      

                  And the fear of God which is the spring of wisdom.
      

                  May teacher and pupil profit from the lesson,
      

                  And learn to tremble before they crack a book.
      

               

            

         

      
   


   
      
         
            To a Young Scholar Requiring a Reason He Should Read the Comedy
      

         

         
            
               
                  What may Old Pedant say to you, Young Sir?
      

                  “Why, as a Baedekker or Guide Bleu,
      

                  That you mayn’t be surprised when you get there.”
      

                  Though given your newly exhibited character,
      

                  The what you say suggesting where you are,
      

                  I think that even Alighieri, now,
      

                  Whose patient poem deposes case on case
      

                  That each of us may know and keep his place,
      

                  Might say you needn’t read him all that far.
      

               

            

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Adoration
      

         

         
            
               
                  When I report at the funerals of friends,
      

                  Which happens nowadays oftener than it did,
      

                  I am astonished each time over again
      

                  At the fucking obsequiousness addressed to God:
      

                  O Thou, &c. He’s killed this one already,
      

                  And is going to do the rest of us
      

                  In His own good time, then what in the world
      

                  Or out of it’s abjection going to get
      

                  For either the dead or their smalltime survivors?
      

                  Who go to church at ordinary times
      

                  To pray to God, who does not go to church.
      

               

               
                  As for those masses and motets, no matter:
      

                  He happens to be tone deaf (or is it stone deaf?
      

                  My hearing’s not so good either). But once in a way
      

                  The music takes me, if it doesn’t Him,
      

                  The way Bach does the Et In Terra Pax,
      

                  Or Mozart does the Tuba Mirum, where
      

                  We doomed and damned go on beseeching anyhow.
      

                  Does He, when He hears that heavenly stuff, believe?
      

                  And at the Lacrimosa does He weep for us?
      

                  No end, my friends, to our inventiveness:
      

                  God doesn’t matter. Adoration does.
      

               

            

         

      
   


  
   
    
     
     

    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Sentences.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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