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Nostalgic Song

There were seven mobster Cadillacs
Semi-settled in the forest floor.
    Under dusk, I leapt from hood to hood.
I smoked cigarettes when you could still
Smoke inside, and Communism was
    Fallen, and the World Trade Center stood.

Why is it considered something like
Righteousness to not forget the place
     You’re from? An eternal epilogue:
This is what the Present Moment seems.
Memory has all of the unstrained,
    Pathetic loyalty of a dog.

Cannot Be a Woman

God, though rather too fine
To be like unto a man,
Cannot be a woman—
For there is no dimension
Of God’s magnificence
Of which God is unaware.

 

Clock

When I have caused her pain,
And she begins to bawl,
I undergo the shock
That comes when my mundane
Attention comes to lock
Upon that bit of wall
Where once was hung a clock.
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